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Аннотация
Lights! Camera! Action! Edgar Award-winning editor Otto Penzler�s new anthology rolls out the red carpet for the stories that Hollywood hits are made of.

Otto Penzler delivers the director�s cut of classic short stories that inspired some of Tinseltown�s most memorable films. There�s the shocking tale that inspired Hitchcock�s Iconic Psycho; the Agatha Christie classic �The Witness for the Prosecution� that Billy Wilder adapted with Marlene Dietrich; Sir Ian Fleming�s �From a View to a Kill,� later one of Roger Moore�s greatest Bond films; and two short stories, �Cyclists� Raid� and �Murder on the Waterfront,� that formed the basis for two of Marlon Brando�s legendary roles. Sit back, relax, and enjoy these sixty-one stories as they were before they were immortalized on the silver screen.

IN THESE RIVETING TALES:
��A big game hunter finds himself on the wrong end of the scope.
��A jealous wife testifies against her husband in a grisly murder trial.
��An ex-prizefighter leads a revolt against mob thugs after he witnesses a brutal slaying.
��A maniacal motorcycle gang wreaks havoc on a quiet California town.
��A top-class spy confronts a rogue assassin in the streets of Paris.
��A solitary war veteran faces down a coterie of toughs running roughshod over a small town.
��A grieving couple catches eerie glimpses of their daughter who died months before.

INCLUDING UNFORGETTABLE WORKS BY
Edgar Allan Poe, Cornell Woolrich, Aldous Huxley, Ian Fleming, Robert Louis Stevenson, Budd Schulberg, O. Henry, W. Somerset Maugham, and many more

Otto Penzler is the editor of sixteen Vintage Crime/Black Lizard anthologies, including The Black Lizard Big Book of Locked-Room Mysteries, The Big Book of Sherlock Holmes Stories, The Big Book of Jack the Ripper, The Big Book of Rogues and Villains, and, most recently, The Big Book of Female Detectives. He lives in New York City, where he is the proprietor of The Mysterious Bookshop.


The Big Book of Reel Murders:
Stories that Inspired Great Crime
(edited Otto Penzler)

This one is for Jane Friedman, my dear friend and invaluable colleague who taught me so much.
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Introduction

The history of motion pictures is closely intertwined with mystery, crime, suspense, espionage, and detective fiction.
There are any number of arguments about which is the first motion picture of all time, and the definition of what makes a motion picture is often unclear. In 1878, Eadweard Muybridge produced what is acknowledged as the first moving picture � a series of photos of a running horse taken with several cameras, joined together. Identifying the first narrative film is more difficult, but an argument could be made for a very brief, thirty-second vignette titled Sherlock Holmes Baffled, which has been dated as a 1900 production by some film scholars but 1903 by others.
In the film, Holmes walks into a room and sees that he is being burgled. The thief instantly vanishes. Holmes, clearly confused, lights a cigar in an attempt to ignore the event, no doubt to try to deduce what has just happened. But the burglar reappears and, when Holmes tries to take back the stolen items by pulling a pistol from the pocket of his dressing gown and firing it at the crook, he again vanishes, leaving Holmes looking utterly, yes, baffled.
As technology improved, such entrepreneurial inventors as Thomas A. Edison saw the potential of this new form of entertainment, and he produced a series of films showing a man lifting weights, Carmencita (a Spanish dancer), a blacksmith at work, etc. In 1903 his movie production company released The Great Train Robbery, which is famously, although apparently incorrectly, cited as the first narrative film.
The Great Train Robbery is the thrilling story of a gang of outlaws that holds up a train, robs the passengers, and is then chased by a sheriff and his posse. All the actors are uncredited, but the �star,� playing several roles, was G. M. Anderson, who later became better known as the first western film star, Broncho Billy. With a running time of eleven minutes, this cinematic leap wowed audiences, some of whom panicked when they saw a man aiming a gun directly at the camera, fearing he aimed it straight at them. The scene is said to have inspired the final scene in Goodfellas (1990), when Joe Pesci aims his gun at the camera.
The first feature-length multi-reel motion picture also was a crime film, The Story of the Kelly Gang (1906). An Australian production, it captured the life of the notorious bushranger Ned Kelly (1855�1880), an outlaw who terrorized rural Australia.
This collection accepts a broad definition of the category of stories that inspired mystery movies, in part because it is a challenging genre to define. If we think of mystery and crime movies, it is common to think of a murderer being hunted by a detective. That is also the definition of most western movies, the major difference being that there aren�t many horses in mysteries. Furthermore, it is commonplace for horror and supernatural films to feature death and destruction by mysterious hands, with someone trying to identify and locate the cause of the terror.
Crime is a greater motivating factor in motion pictures than any other � even love � and audiences delight in seeing the criminal confronted and defeated on the silver screen. The detective, whether amateur sleuth, official crime fighter, private eye, or espionage agent, is a necessary component of these narratives. These (mostly) heroic figures have had a rich life in films, and this volume barely scratches the surface as it focuses on a single literary form, the short story.
It is fair to say that most of the greatest mystery and crime films were adapted from novels or were original screenplays.
A pause for an indulgent sidebar, please. The greatest films adapted from crime novels are The Third Man, The Maltese Falcon, The Godfather, The Godfather II, Laura, The Thin Man, Out of the Past, Double Indemnity, The Night of the Hunter, Vertigo, and Touch of Evil.
The greatest mystery films made from original screenplays are Chinatown, White Heat, The Sting, Sunset Boulevard, North by Northwest, The Conversation, The Usual Suspects, Body Heat, Dirty Harry, and Mean Streets.
And which are the best films in the mystery genre to have been inspired by short stories? I�d nominate Psycho, On the Waterfront, Witness for the Prosecution, The Letter, Don�t Look Now, The Lodger, The Wild One, Gun Crazy, and Bad Day at Black Rock. I would add The Killers to this list but, sadly, could not get permission to use the Ernest Hemingway story in this collection.
The preponderance of mystery stories historically preferred by readers have been detective tales by such writers as Agatha Christie, Dorothy�L. Sayers, Ellery Queen, John Dickson Carr, S. S. Van Dine, Erle Stanley Gardner, Ngaio Marsh, Rex Stout, and their colleagues. However, it has proven to be extremely difficult to transfer this genre to the screen. The very demanding exercise of creating a puzzle, throwing in red herrings, and sprinkling in enough clues to keep the fictional detective hopeful and the reader satisfied can be achieved only by creative planning and meticulous execution. Alas, these challenging elements do not translate to motion pictures very well. Observation and deduction are integral to a novel or a story, but they are not exactly cinematic.
Movie audiences are far more interested in seeing action: car chases, explosions, gun fights, fist fights, and such, rather than watching a brilliant detective sit and think. With the exception of some superb but dated films about Van Dine�s Philo Vance and the big-budget forays into nostalgia of several Agatha Christie films, no memorable films have been based on the works of the authors mentioned, though they are among the cream of the crop on the printed page.
The result of the diametrically opposed strengths of the two media are Hollywood productions that feature actors and actresses that audiences like to see on the screen � an advantage over the printed word, where readers can imagine the physical appearances of the characters but cannot be warmed by the charm of Gene Tierney, hear the voice of Humphrey Bogart, revel in the eccentricity of Peter Lorre, bask in the smile of Donna Reed, or marvel at the fearless confidence of Clint Eastwood.
Mystery, crime, and suspense movies remain among the most popular films of this era, just as they have been since the creation of motion pictures, and I confess to being a devotee. In addition to reading every story in this collection (of course!) I watched all but three of the films they inspired. Sometimes I preferred the story, other times the film. They provided different pleasures in most cases, none of which I would willingly have given up.
It�s a wonderful life!
��Otto Penzler

The Suspense Is Killing Me
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The Witness for the Prosecution
AGATHA CHRISTIE

THE STORY
Original publication:Flynn�s, January 31, 1925, titled �Traitor�s Hands�; first collected under its ultimate, more familiar, title in The Hound of Death and Other Stories by Agatha Christie (London, Collins, 1933)

The most popular and beloved mystery writer who ever lived, Dame Agatha Mary Clarissa Miller Christie Mallowan (1890�1976) was also the most successful (she has reportedly sold more than 2.5 billion books).
Born in Devon to an English mother and an American who died when she was still a girl, she began writing some romantic short stories but turned to mysteries when she was fairly young. She had numerous rejections, finally selling her first novel, The Mysterious Affair at Styles, for $125 in 1920, a paltry sum even then, and her contract bound her to the publisher for four additional books. The book introduced Hercule Poirot, the eccentric Belgian detective who became the first of her famous detectives, the other being the spinster Miss Jane Marple.
Having fulfilled her obligation to her publisher, she moved to a different publishing house, William Collins, with what many believe to be her masterpiece, The Murder of Roger Ackroyd (1926), which became a bestseller.
It was in 1926 that she disappeared. Feared kidnapped or murdered, her absence made headlines, boosting her sales. She was perfectly safe, having checked into a hotel under the name of her husband�s mistress. She claimed she ran away because of stress; cynics claimed it was all a publicity stunt.
She wrote sixty-six novels and scores of short stories that were collected in fourteen volumes, as well as an autobiography (which never mentioned her disappearance) and numerous plays, most famously The Mousetrap, which opened in 1952 and continues in London�s West End as the longest-running stage play of all time � a fixture on the scene for tourists as significant as the Tower of London and British Museum; there have been more than twenty-seven thousand performances.
More than two dozen theatrical films have been based on Christie�s books, approximately seventy television adaptations, and numerous BBC radio programs. Of the twenty-nine stage plays that she wrote, the best is arguably The Witness for the Prosecution, which progressed from a short story to a play to a motion picture, with added surprises in each incarnation.
In the story, Leonard Vole has been arrested for the murder of Emily French, who had been so enamored of him, in spite of the fact that he was forty years younger, that she had turned over control of her finances to him. She was murdered soon after. Vole swears his innocence and is confident that Romaine, his wife, will provide him with an unassailable alibi: he was home much earlier than the time of the murder. Shockingly, she not only refuses to testify about the alibi but asserts her hatred of Vole and states that he came home with blood on his clothes. With his alibi shattered, Vole faces certain death when his attorney suddenly acquires a priceless piece of evidence that will acquit him. The surprise ending reveals that Vole did, in fact, commit the murder.
Christie was proud of the story but unhappy with the ending because she did not like that the villain got away with his crime, so she wrote a new ending when she adapted it for the stage. In the play, which opened in London on October 28, 1953, it turns out that Vole has a young mistress, with whom he plans to run away, leaving Romaine to face perjury charges. In a rage, Romaine grabs a knife and stabs Vole to death.

THE FILM
Title: Witness for the Prosecution, 1957
Studio: United Artists
Director: Billy Wilder
Screenwriters: Larry Marcus, Billy Wilder, Harry Kurnitz
Producer: Arthur Hornblow Jr.

THE CAST
��Tyrone Power (Leonard Vole)
��Marlene Dietrich (Christine Vole/Helm)
��Charles Laughton (Sir Wilfrid Robarts)
��Elsa Lanchester (Miss Plimsoll)
��John Williams (Mr. Brogan-Moore)
��Henry Daniell (Mr. Mayhew)
��Ian Wolfe (H. A. Carter)

The film version, quite close to the original story and play, adds several elements that I won�t reveal here � I�ve already given away too many spoilers. A remarkable cast, excellent direction, screenwriters wise enough to keep most of Dame Agatha�s work intact � all resulted in an outstanding film. It was nominated for six Academy Awards, including Best Picture, Charles Laughton for Best Actor in a Leading Role, Elsa Lanchester for Best Supporting Actress, and Billy Wilder for Best Director.
Other actors had been considered for the part of Vole before Tyrone Power was hired for the role, including William Holden, Gene Kelly, Kirk Douglas, Glenn Ford, Jack Lemmon, and the unlikely Roger Moore. Marlene Dietrich may not have been the first choice to play Christine (Romaine in the story and play), as Rita Hayworth and Ava Gardner had also been considered for the role � but, then, Gardner seems to have been the first choice to play every juicy role in the 1940s and 1950s.
Screenwriter Harry Kurnitz never worked with Billy Wilder again after this film, calling him �a fiend.� He said the director was an exhausting collaborator who was �actually two people: Mr. Hyde and Mr. Hyde.�
Marlene Dietrich was confident that she would be nominated for an Academy Award, even recording a new introduction to her Las Vegas show mentioning her nomination. She was crushed when she failed to be nominated. Her role as a woman deeply in love was enhanced by her real-life crush on Power, who was embarrassed by her advances. It has been reported that Charles Laughton also had a crush on Power.
After seeing the movie, Agatha Christie said it was the only film based on her work that she liked. Years later, she acknowledged that she also liked Murder on the Orient Express (1974).
#
TELEVISION
There were several adaptations of Witness for the Prosecution made for television.
��1949: BBC Television. It starred Dale Rogers as Leonard Vole, Mary Kerridge as Romaine Vole, and Derek Elphinstone as Sir Wilfrid Roberts W. C. It was directed by John Glyn-Johns and adapted by Sidney Budd.
��1953: CBS Television. It starred Tom Drake as Leonard Vole, Andrea King as Romaine Vole, and Edward G. Robinson as Sir Wilfred Roberts Q. C. It was directed by Richard Goode and adapted by Anne Howard Bailey.
��1982: Hallmark Television. It starred Beau Bridges as Leonard Vole, Dianna Rigg as Christine Vole, and Ralph Richardson as Sir Wilfred Roberts Q.�C. It was directed by Alan Gibson and adapted from the film version by John�Gay.
��2016: BBC Television. It starred Billy Howle as Leonard Vole, Kim Cattrall as Emily French, and Andrea Riseborough as Romaine Vole. It was shown in two parts, on December 26 and�27.

THE WITNESS FOR THE PROSECUTION
Agatha Christie

Mr. Mayherne adjusted his pince-nez and cleared his throat with a little dry-as-dust cough that was wholly typical of him. Then he looked again at the man opposite him, the man charged with wilful murder.
Mr. Mayherne was a small man precise in manner, neatly, not to say foppishly dressed, with a pair of very shrewd and piercing grey eyes. By no means a fool. Indeed, as a solicitor, Mr. Mayherne�s reputation stood very high. His voice, when he spoke to his client, was dry but not unsympathetic.
�I must impress upon you again that you are in very grave danger, and that the utmost frankness is necessary.�
Leonard Vole, who had been staring in a dazed fashion at the blank wall in front of him, transferred his glance to the solicitor.
�I know,� he said hopelessly. �You keep telling me so. But I can�t seem to realize yet that I�m charged with murder � murder. And such a dastardly crime too.�
Mr. Mayherne was practical, not emotional. He coughed again, took off his pince-nez, polished them carefully, and replaced them on his nose. Then he said:
�Yes, yes, yes. Now, my dear Mr. Vole, we�re going to make a determined effort to get you off � and we shall succeed � we shall succeed. But I must have all the facts. I must know just how damaging the case against you is likely to be. Then we can fix upon the best line of defence.�
Still the young man looked at him in the same dazed, hopeless fashion. To Mr. Mayherne the case had seemed black enough, and the guilt of the prisoner assured. Now, for the first time, he felt a doubt.
�You think I�m guilty,� said Leonard Vole, in a low voice. �But, by God, I swear I�m not! It looks pretty black against me, I know that. I�m like a man caught in a net � the meshes of it all round me, entangling me whichever way I turn. But I didn�t do it, Mr. Mayherne, I didn�t do it!�
In such a position a man was bound to protest his innocence. Mr. Mayherne knew that. Yet, in spite of himself, he was impressed. It might be, after all, that Leonard Vole was innocent.
�You are right, Mr. Vole,� he said gravely. �The case does look very black against you. Nevertheless, I accept your assurance. Now, let us get to facts. I want you to tell me in your own words exactly how you came to make the acquaintance of Miss Emily French.�
�It was one day in Oxford Street. I saw an elderly lady crossing the road. She was carrying a lot of parcels. In the middle of the street she dropped them, tried to recover them, found a bus was almost on top of her and just managed to reach the kerb safely, dazed and bewildered by people having shouted at her. I recovered the parcels, wiped the mud off them as best I could, retied the string of one, and returned them to her.�
�There was no question of your having saved her life?�
�Oh! dear me, no. All I did was to perform a common act of courtesy. She was extremely grateful, thanked me warmly, and said something about my manners not being those of most of the younger generation � I can�t remember the exact words. Then I lifted my hat and went on. I never expected to see her again. But life is full of coincidences. That very evening I came across her at a party at a friend�s house. She recognized me at once and asked that I should be introduced to her. I then found out that she was a Miss Emily French and that she lived at Cricklewood. I talked to her for some time. She was, I imagine, an old lady who took sudden violent fancies to people. She took one to me on the strength of a perfectly simple action which anyone might have performed. On leaving, she shook me warmly by the hand, and asked me to come and see her. I replied, of course, that I should be very pleased to do so, and she then urged me to name a day. I did not want particularly to go, but it would have seemed churlish to refuse, so I fixed on the following Saturday. After she had gone, I learned something about her from my friends. That she was rich, eccentric, lived alone with one maid, and owned no less than eight cats.�
�I see,� said Mr. Mayherne. �The question of her being well off came up as early as that?�
�If you mean that I inquired�� began Leonard Vole hotly, but Mr. Mayherne stilled him with a gesture.
�I have to look at the case as it will be presented by the other side. An ordinary observer would not have supposed Miss French to be a lady of means. She lived poorly, almost humbly. Unless you had been told the contrary, you would in all probability have considered her to be in poor circumstances � at any rate to begin with. Who was it exactly who told you that she was well off?�
�My friend, George Harvey, at whose house the party took place.�
�Is he likely to remember having done so?�
�I really don�t know. Of course it is some time ago now.�
�Quite so, Mr. Vole. You see, the first aim of the prosecution will be to establish that you were in low water financially � that is true, is it not?�
Leonard Vole flushed.
�Yes,� he said, in a low voice. �I�d been having a run of infernal bad luck just then.�
�Quite so,� said Mr. Mayherne again. �That being, as I say, in low water financially, you met this rich old lady and cultivated her acquaintance assiduously. Now if we are in a position to say that you had no idea she was well off, and that you visited her out of pure kindness of heart��
�Which is the case.�
�I dare say. I am not disputing the point. I am looking at it from the outside point of view. A great deal depends on the memory of Mr. Harvey. Is he likely to remember that conversation or is he not? Could he be confused by counsel into believing that it took place later?�
Leonard Vole reflected for some minutes. Then he said steadily enough, but with a rather paler face:
�I do not think that that line would be successful, Mr. Mayherne. Several of those present heard his remark, and one or two of them chaffed me about my conquest of a rich old lady.�
The solicitor endeavoured to hide his disappointment with a wave of the hand.
�Unfortunately,� he said. �But I congratulate you upon your plain speaking, Mr. Vole. It is to you I look to guide me. Your judgement is quite right. To persist in the line I spoke of would have been disastrous. We must leave that point. You made the acquaintance of Miss French, you called upon her, the acquaintanceship progressed. We want a clear reason for all this. Why did you, a young man of thirty-three, good-looking, fond of sport, popular with your friends, devote so much time to an elderly woman with whom you could hardly have anything in common?�
Leonard Vole flung out his hands in a nervous gesture.
�I can�t tell you � I really can�t tell you. After the first visit, she pressed me to come again, spoke of being lonely and unhappy. She made it difficult for me to refuse. She showed so plainly her fondness and affection for me that I was placed in an awkward position. You see, Mr. Mayherne, I�ve got a weak nature � I drift � I�m one of those people who can�t say �No.� And believe me or not, as you like, after the third or fourth visit I paid her I found myself getting genuinely fond of the old thing. My mother died when I was young, an aunt brought me up, and she too died before I was fifteen. If I told you that I genuinely enjoyed being mothered and pampered, I dare say you�d only laugh.�
Mr. Mayherne did not laugh. Instead he took off his pince-nez again and polished them, always a sign with him that he was thinking deeply.
�I accept your explanation, Mr. Vole,� he said at last. �I believe it to be psychologically probable. Whether a jury would take that view of it is another matter. Please continue your narrative. When was it that Miss French first asked you to look into her business affairs?�
�After my third or fourth visit to her. She understood very little of money matters, and was worried about some investments.�
Mr. Mayherne looked up sharply.
�Be careful, Mr. Vole. The maid, Janet Mackenzie, declares that her mistress was a good woman of business and transacted all her own affairs, and this is borne out by the testimony of her bankers.�
�I can�t help that,� said Vole earnestly. �That�s what she said to me.�
Mr. Mayherne looked at him for a moment or two in silence. Though he had no intention of saying so, his belief in Leonard Vole�s innocence was at that moment strengthened. He knew something of the mentality of elderly ladies. He saw Miss French, infatuated with the good-looking young man, hunting about for pretexts that should bring him to the house. What more likely than that she should plead ignorance of business, and beg him to help her with her money affairs? She was enough of a woman of the world to realize that any man is slightly flattered by such an admission of his superiority. Leonard Vole had been flattered. Perhaps, too, she had not been averse to letting this young man know that she was wealthy. Emily French had been a strong-willed old woman, willing to pay her price for what she wanted. All this passed rapidly through Mr. Mayherne�s mind, but he gave no indication of it, and asked instead a further question.
�And you did handle her affairs for her at her request?�
�I did.�
�Mr. Vole,� said the solicitor, �I am going to ask you a very serious question, and one to which it is vital I should have a truthful answer. You were in low water financially. You had the handling of an old lady�s affairs � an old lady who, according to her own statement, knew little or nothing of business. Did you at any time, or in any manner, convert to your own use the securities which you handled? Did you engage in any transaction for your own pecuniary advantage which will not bear the light of day?� He quelled the other�s response. �Wait a minute before you answer. There are two courses open to us. Either we can make a feature of your probity and honesty in conducting her affairs whilst pointing out how unlikely it is that you would commit murder to obtain money which you might have obtained by such infinitely easier means. If, on the other hand, there is anything in your dealings which the prosecution will get hold of � if, to put it baldly, it can be proved that you swindled the old lady in any way, we must take the line that you had no motive for the murder, since she was already a profitable source of income to you. You perceive the distinction. Now, I beg of you, take your time before you reply.�
But Leonard Vole took no time at all.
�My dealings with Miss French�s affairs are all perfectly fair and aboveboard. I acted for her interests to the very best of my ability, as anyone will find who looks into the matter.�
�Thank you,� said Mr. Mayherne. �You relieve my mind very much. I pay you the compliment of believing that you are far too clever to lie to me over such an important matter.�
�Surely,� said Vole eagerly, �the strongest point in my favour is the lack of motive. Granted that I cultivated the acquaintanceship of a rich old lady in the hope of getting money out of her � that, I gather, is the substance of what you have been saying � surely her death frustrates all my hopes?�
The solicitor looked at him steadily. Then, very deliberately, he repeated his unconscious trick with his pince-nez. It was not until they were firmly replaced on his nose that he spoke.
�Are you not aware, Mr. Vole, Miss French left a will under which you are the principal beneficiary?�
�What?� The prisoner sprang to his feet. His dismay was obvious and unforced. �My God! What are you saying? She left her money to me?�
Mr. Mayherne nodded slowly. Vole sank down again, his head in his hands.
�You pretend you know nothing of this will?�
�Pretend? There�s no pretence about it. I knew nothing about it.�
�What would you say if I told you that the maid, Janet Mackenzie, swears that you did know? That her mistress told her distinctly that she had consulted you in the matter, and told you of her intentions?�
�Say? That she�s lying! No, I go too fast. Janet is an elderly woman. She was a faithful watchdog to her mistress, and she didn�t like me. She was jealous and suspicious. I should say that Miss French confided her intentions to Janet, and that Janet either mistook something she said, or else was convinced in her own mind that I had persuaded the old lady into doing it. I dare say that she believes herself now that Miss French actually told her so.�
�You don�t think she dislikes you enough to lie deliberately about the matter?�
Leonard Vole looked shocked and startled.
�No, indeed! Why should she?�
�I don�t know,� said Mr. Mayherne thoughtfully. �But she�s very bitter against you.�
The wretched young man groaned again.
�I�m beginning to see,� he muttered. �It�s frightful. I made up to her, that�s what they�ll say, I got her to make a will leaving her money to me, and then I go there that night, and there�s nobody in the house � they find her the next day � oh! my God, it�s awful!�
�You are wrong about there being nobody in the house,� said Mr. Mayherne. �Janet, as you remember, was to go out for the evening. She went, but about half past nine she returned to fetch the pattern of a blouse sleeve which she had promised to a friend. She let herself in by the back door, went upstairs and fetched it, and went out again. She heard voices in the sitting room, though she could not distinguish what they said, but she will swear that one of them was Miss French�s and one was a man�s.�
�At half past nine,� said Leonard Vole. �At half past nine...� He sprang to his feet. �But then I�m saved � saved��
�What do you mean, saved?� cried Mr. Mayherne, astonished.
�By half past nine I was at home again! My wife can prove that. I left Miss French about five minutes to nine. I arrived home about twenty past nine. My wife was there waiting for me. Oh! thank God � thank God! And bless Janet Mackenzie�s sleeve pattern.�
In his exuberance, he hardly noticed that the grave expression of the solicitor�s face had not altered. But the latter�s words brought him down to earth with a bump.
�Who, then, in your opinion, murdered Miss French?�
�Why, a burglar, of course, as was thought at first. The window was forced, you remember. She was killed with a heavy blow from a crowbar, and the crowbar was found lying on the floor beside the body. And several articles were missing. But for Janet�s absurd suspicions and dislike of me, the police would never have swerved from the right track.�
�That will hardly do, Mr. Vole,� said the solicitor. �The things that were missing were mere trifles of no value, taken as a blind. And the marks on the window were not all conclusive. Besides, think for yourself. You say you were no longer in the house by half past nine. Who, then, was the man Janet heard talking to Miss French in the sitting room? She would hardly be having an amicable conversation with a burglar?�
�No,� said Vole. �No�� He looked puzzled and discouraged. �But anyway,� he added with reviving spirit, �it lets me out. I�ve got an alibi. You must see Romaine � my wife � at once.�
�Certainly,� acquiesced the lawyer. �I should already have seen Mrs. Vole but for her being absent when you were arrested. I wired to Scotland at once, and I understand that she arrives back tonight. I am going to call upon her immediately I leave here.�
Vole nodded, a great expression of satisfaction settling down over his face.
�Yes, Romaine will tell you. My God! It�s a lucky chance that.�
�Excuse me, Mr. Vole, but you are very fond of your wife?�
�Of course.�
�And she of you?�
�Romaine is devoted to me. She�d do anything in the world for me.�
He spoke enthusiastically, but the solicitor�s heart sank a little lower. The testimony of a devoted wife � would it gain credence?
�Was there anyone else who saw you return at nine twenty? A maid, for instance?�
�We have no maid.�
�Did you meet anyone in the street on the way back?�
�Nobody I knew. I rode part of the way in a bus. The conductor might remember.�
Mr. Mayherne shook his head doubtfully.
�There is no one, then, who can confirm your wife�s testimony?�
�No. But it isn�t necessary, surely?�
�I dare say not. I dare say not,� said Mr. Mayherne hastily. �Now there�s just one thing more. Did Miss French know that you were a married man?�
�Oh, yes.�
�Yet you never took your wife to see her. Why was that?�
For the first time, Leonard Vole�s answer came halting and uncertain.
�Well � I don�t know.�
�Are you aware that Janet Mackenzie says her mistress believed you to be single, and contemplated marrying you in the future?�
Vole laughed.
�Absurd! There was forty years� difference in age between us.�
�It has been done,� said the solicitor drily. �The fact remains. Your wife never met Miss French?�
�No�� Again the constraint.
�You will permit me to say,� said the lawyer, �that I hardly understand your attitude in the matter.�
Vole flushed, hesitated, and then spoke.
�I�ll make a clean breast of it. I was hard up, as you know. I hoped that Miss French might lend me some money. She was fond of me, but she wasn�t at all interested in the struggles of a young couple. Early on, I found that she had taken it for granted that my wife and I didn�t get on � were living apart. Mr. Mayherne � I wanted the money � for Romaine�s sake. I said nothing, and allowed the old lady to think what she chose. She spoke of my being an adopted son for her. There was never any question of marriage � that must be just Janet�s imagination.�
�And that is all?�
�Yes � that is all.�
Was there just a shade of hesitation in the words? The lawyer fancied so. He rose and held out his hand.
�Goodbye, Mr. Vole.� He looked into the haggard young face and spoke with an unusual impulse. �I believe in your innocence in spite of the multitude of facts arrayed against you. I hope to prove it and vindicate you completely.�
Vole smiled back at him.
�You�ll find the alibi is all right,� he said cheerfully.
Again he hardly noticed that the other did not respond.
�The whole thing hinges a good deal on the testimony of Janet Mackenzie,� said Mr. Mayherne. �She hates you. That much is clear.�
�She can hardly hate me,� protested the young man.
The solicitor shook his head as he went out.
�Now for Mrs. Vole,� he said to himself.
He was seriously disturbed by the way the thing was shaping.
The Voles lived in a small shabby house near Paddington Green. It was to this house that Mr. Mayherne went.
In answer to his ring, a big slatternly woman, obviously a charwoman, answered the door.
�Mrs. Vole? Has she returned yet?�
�Got back an hour ago. But I dunno if you can see her.�
�If you will take my card to her,� said Mr. Mayherne quietly, �I am quite sure that she will do so.�
The woman looked at him doubtfully, wiped her hand on her apron and took the card. Then she closed the door in his face and left him on the step outside.
In a few minutes, however, she returned with a slightly altered manner.
�Come inside, please.�
She ushered him into a tiny drawing room. Mr. Mayherne, examining a drawing on the wall, stared up suddenly to face a tall pale woman who had entered so quietly that he had not heard her.
�Mr. Mayherne? You are my husband�s solicitor, are you not? You have come from him? Will you please sit down?�
Until she spoke he had not realized that she was not English. Now, observing her more closely, he noticed the high cheekbones, the dense blue-black of the hair, and an occasional very slight movement of the hands that was distinctly foreign. A strange woman, very quiet. So quiet as to make one uneasy. From the very first Mr. Mayherne was conscious that he was up against something that he did not understand.
�Now, my dear Mrs. Vole,� he began, �you must not give way��
He stopped. It was so very obvious that Romaine Vole had not the slightest intention of giving way. She was perfectly calm and composed.
�Will you please tell me all about it?� she said. �I must know everything. Do not think to spare me. I want to know the worst.� She hesitated, then repeated in a lower tone, with a curious emphasis which the lawyer did not understand: �I want to know the worst.�
Mr. Mayherne went over his interview with Leonard Vole. She listened attentively, nodding her head now and then.
�I see,� she said, when he had finished. �He wants me to say that he came in at twenty minutes past nine that night?�
�He did come in at that time?� said Mr. Mayherne sharply.
�That is not the point,� she said coldly. �Will my saying so acquit him? Will they believe me?�
Mr. Mayherne was taken aback. She had gone so quickly to the core of the matter.
�That is what I want to know,� she said. �Will it be enough? Is there anyone else who can support my evidence?�
There was a suppressed eagerness in her manner that made him vaguely uneasy.
�So far there is no one else,� he said reluctantly.
�I see,� said Romaine Vole.
She sat for a minute or two perfectly still. A little smile played over her lips.
The lawyer�s feeling of alarm grew stronger and stronger.
�Mrs. Vole�� he began. �I know what you must feel��
�Do you?� she said. �I wonder.�
�In the circumstances��
�In the circumstances � I intend to play a lone hand.�
He looked at her in dismay.
�But, my dear Mrs. Vole � you are overwrought. Being so devoted to your husband��
�I beg your pardon?�
The sharpness of her voice made him start. He repeated in a hesitating manner:
�Being so devoted to your husband��
Romaine Vole nodded slowly, the same strange smile on her lips.
�Did he tell you that I was devoted to him?� she asked softly. �Ah! yes, I can see he did. How stupid men are! Stupid � stupid � stupid��
She rose suddenly to her feet. All the intense emotion that the lawyer had been conscious of in the atmosphere was now concentrated in her tone.
�I hate him, I tell you! I hate him. I hate him, I hate him! I would like to see him hanged by the neck till he is dead.�
The lawyer recoiled before her and the smouldering passion in her eyes.
She advanced a step nearer, and continued vehemently:
�Perhaps I shall see it. Supposing I tell you that he did not come in that night at twenty past nine, but at twenty past ten? You say that he tells you he knew nothing about the money coming to him. Supposing I tell you he knew all about it, and counted on it, and committed murder to get it? Supposing I tell you that he admitted to me that night when he came in what he had done? That there was blood on his coat? What then? Supposing that I stand up in court and say all these things?�
Her eyes seemed to challenge him. With an effort, he concealed his growing dismay, and endeavoured to speak in a rational tone.
�You cannot be asked to give evidence against your own husband��
�He is not my husband!�
The words came out so quickly that he fancied he had misunderstood her.
�I beg your pardon? I��
�He is not my husband.�
The silence was so intense that you could have heard a pin drop.
�I was an actress in Vienna. My husband is alive but in a madhouse. So we could not marry. I am glad now.�
She nodded defiantly.
�I should like you to tell me one thing,� said Mr. Mayherne. He contrived to appear as cool and unemotional as ever. �Why are you so bitter against Leonard Vole?�
She shook her head, smiling a little.
�Yes, you would like to know. But I shall not tell you. I will keep my secret...�
Mr. Mayherne gave his dry little cough and rose.
�There seems no point in prolonging this interview,� he remarked. �You will hear from me again after I have communicated with my client.�
She came closer to him, looking into his eyes with her own wonderful dark ones.
�Tell me,� she said, �did you believe � honestly � that he was innocent when you came here today?�
�I did,� said Mr. Mayherne.
�You poor little man,� she laughed.
�And I believe so still,� finished the lawyer. �Good evening, madam.�
He went out of the room, taking with him the memory of her startled face.
�This is going to be the devil of a business,� said Mr. Mayherne to himself as he strode along the street.
Extraordinary, the whole thing. An extraordinary woman. A very dangerous woman. Women were the devil when they got their knife into you.
What was to be done? That wretched young man hadn�t a leg to stand upon. Of course, possibly he did commit the crime...
�No,� said Mr. Mayherne to himself. �No � there�s almost too much evidence against him. I don�t believe this woman. She was trumping up the whole story. But she�ll never bring it into court.�
He wished he felt more conviction on the point.

The police court proceedings were brief and dramatic. The principal witnesses for the prosecution were Janet Mackenzie, maid to the dead woman, and Romaine Heilger, Austrian subject, the mistress of the prisoner.
Mr. Mayherne sat in the court and listened to the damning story that the latter told. It was on the lines she had indicated to him in their interview.
The prisoner reserved his defence and was committed for trial.
Mr. Mayherne was at his wits� end. The case against Leonard Vole was black beyond words. Even the famous KC who was engaged for the defence held out little hope.
�If we can shake that Austrian woman�s testimony, we might do something,� he said dubiously. �But it�s a bad business.�
Mr. Mayherne had concentrated his energies on one single point. Assuming Leonard Vole to be speaking the truth, and to have left the murdered woman�s house at nine o�clock, who was the man whom Janet heard talking to Miss French at half past nine?
The only ray of light was in the shape of a scapegrace nephew who had in bygone days cajoled and threatened his aunt out of various sums of money. Janet Mackenzie, the solicitor learned, had always been attached to this young man, and had never ceased urging his claims upon her mistress. It certainly seemed possible that it was this nephew who had been with Miss French after Leonard Vole left, especially as he was not to be found in any of his old haunts.
In all other directions, the lawyer�s researches had been negative in their result. No one had seen Leonard Vole entering his own house or leaving that of Miss French. No one had seen any other man enter or leave the house in Cricklewood. All inquiries drew a blank.
It was the eve of the trial when Mr. Mayherne received the letter which was to lead his thoughts in an entirely new direction.
It came by the six o�clock post. An illiterate scrawl, written on common paper and enclosed in a dirty envelope with the stamp stuck on crookedly.
Mr. Mayherne read it through once or twice before he grasped its meaning.
Dear Mister
Youre the lawyer chap wot acks for the young feller. if you want that painted foreign hussy showd up for wot she is an her pack of lies you come to 16 Shaw�s Rents Stepney tonight. It ul cawst you 2 hundred quid Arsk for Missis Mogson.

The solicitor read and reread this strange epistle. It might, of course, be a hoax, but when he thought it over, he became increasingly convinced that it was genuine, and also convinced that it was the one hope for the prisoner. The evidence of Romaine Heilger damned him completely, and the line the defence meant to pursue, the line that the evidence of a woman who had admittedly lived an immoral life was not to be trusted, was at best a weak one.
Mr. Mayherne�s mind was made up. It was his duty to save his client at all costs. He must go to Shaw�s Rents.
He had some difficulty in finding the place, a ramshackle building in an evil-smelling slum, but at last he did so, and on inquiry for Mrs. Mogson was sent up to a room on the third floor. On this door he knocked and, getting no answer, knocked again.
At this second knock, he heard a shuffling sound inside, and presently the door was opened cautiously half an inch and a bent figure peered out.
Suddenly the woman, for it was a woman, gave a chuckle and opened the door wider.
�So it�s you, dearie,� she said, in a wheezy voice. �Nobody with you, is there? No playing tricks? That�s right. You can come in � you can come in.�
With some reluctance the lawyer stepped across the threshold into the small dirty room, with its flickering gas jet. There was an untidy unmade bed in a corner, a plain deal table and two rickety chairs. For the first time Mr. Mayherne had a full view of the tenant of this unsavoury apartment. She was a woman of middle age, bent in figure, with a mass of untidy grey hair and a scarf wound tightly round her face. She saw him looking at this and laughed again, the same curious toneless chuckle.
�Wondering why I hide my beauty, dear? He, he, he. Afraid it may tempt you, eh? But you shall see � you shall see.�
She drew aside the scarf and the lawyer recoiled involuntarily before the almost formless blur of scarlet. She replaced the scarf again.
�So you�re not wanting to kiss me, dearie? He, he, I don�t wonder. And yet I was a pretty girl once � not so long ago as you�d think, either. Vitriol, dearie, vitriol � that�s what did that. Ah! but I�ll be even with �em��
She burst into a hideous torrent of profanity which Mr. Mayherne tried vainly to quell. She fell silent at last, her hands clenching and unclenching themselves nervously.
�Enough of that,� said the lawyer sternly. �I�ve come here because I have reason to believe you can give me information which will clear my client, Leonard Vole. Is that the case?�
Her eye leered at him cunningly.
�What about the money, dearie?� she wheezed. �Two hundred quid, you remember.�
�It is your duty to give evidence, and you can be called upon to do so.�
�That won�t do, dearie. I�m an old woman, and I know nothing. But you give me two hundred quid, and perhaps I can give you a hint or two. See?�
�What kind of hint?�
�What should you say to a letter? A letter from her. Never mind now how I got hold of it. That�s my business. It�ll do the trick. But I want my two hundred quid.�
Mr. Mayherne looked at her coldly, and made up his mind.
�I�ll give you ten pounds, nothing more. And only that if this letter is what you say it is.�
�Ten pounds?� She screamed and raved at him.
�Twenty,� said Mr. Mayherne, �and that�s my last word.�
He rose as if to go. Then, watching her closely, he drew out a pocketbook, and counted out twenty one-pound notes.
�You see,� he said. �That is all I have with me. You can take it or leave it.�
But already he knew that the sight of the money was too much for her. She cursed and raved impotently, but at last she gave in. Going over to the bed, she drew something out from beneath the tattered mattress.
�Here you are, damn you!� she snarled. �It�s the top one you want.�
It was a bundle of letters that she threw to him, and Mr. Mayherne untied them and scanned them in his usual cool, methodical manner. The woman, watching him eagerly, could gain no clue from his impassive face.
He read each letter through, then returned again to the top one and read it a second time. Then he tied the whole bundle up again carefully.
They were love letters, written by Romaine Heilger, and the man they were written to was not Leonard Vole. The top letter was dated the day of the latter�s arrest.
�I spoke true, dearie, didn�t I?� whined the woman. �It�ll do for her, that letter?�
Mr. Mayherne put the letters in his pocket, then he asked a question.
�How did you get hold of this correspondence?�
�That�s telling,� she said with a leer. �But I know something more. I heard in court what that hussy said. Find out where she was at twenty past ten, the time she says she was at home. Ask at the Lion Road Cinema. They�ll remember � a fine upstanding girl like that � curse her!�
�Who is the man?� asked Mr. Mayherne. �There�s only a Christian name here.�
The other�s voice grew thick and hoarse, her hands clenched and unclenched. Finally she lifted one to her face.
�He�s the man that did this to me. Many years ago now. She took him away from me � a chit of a girl she was then. And when I went after him � and went for him too � he threw the cursed stuff at me! And she laughed � damn her! I�ve had it in for her for years. Followed her, I have, spied upon her. And now I�ve got her! She�ll suffer for this, won�t she, Mr. Lawyer? She�ll suffer?�
�She will probably be sentenced to a term of imprisonment for perjury,� said Mr. Mayherne quietly.
�Shut away � that�s what I want. You�re going, are you? Where�s my money? Where�s that good money?�
Without a word, Mr. Mayherne put down the notes on the table. Then, drawing a deep breath, he turned and left the squalid room. Looking back, he saw the old woman crooning over the money.
He wasted no time. He found the cinema in Lion Road easily enough, and, shown a photograph of Romaine Heilger, the commissionaire recognized her at once. She had arrived at the cinema with a man some time after ten o�clock on the evening in question. He had not noticed her escort particularly, but he remembered the lady who had spoken to him about the picture that was showing. They stayed until the end, about an hour later.
Mr. Mayherne was satisfied. Romaine Heilger�s evidence was a tissue of lies from beginning to end. She had evolved it out of her passionate hatred. The lawyer wondered whether he would ever know what lay behind that hatred. What had Leonard Vole done to her? He had seemed dumbfounded when the solicitor had reported her attitude to him. He had declared earnestly that such a thing was incredible � yet it had seemed to Mr. Mayherne that after the first astonishment his protests had lacked sincerity.
He did know. Mr. Mayherne was convinced of it. He knew, but had no intention of revealing the fact. The secret between those two remained a secret. Mr. Mayherne wondered if some day he should come to learn what it was.
The solicitor glanced at his watch. It was late, but time was everything. He hailed a taxi and gave an address.
�Sir Charles must know of this at once,� he murmured to himself as he got in. The trial of Leonard Vole for the murder of Emily French aroused widespread interest. In the first place the prisoner was young and good-looking, then he was accused of a particularly dastardly crime, and there was the further interest of Romaine Heilger, the principal witness for the prosecution. There had been pictures of her in many papers, and several fictitious stories as to her origin and history.
The proceedings opened quietly enough. Various technical evidence came first. Then Janet Mackenzie was called. She told substantially the same story as before. In cross-examination counsel for the defence succeeded in getting her to contradict herself once or twice over her account of Vole�s association with Miss French, he emphasized the fact that though she had heard a man�s voice in the sitting room that night, there was nothing to show that it was Vole who was there, and he managed to drive home a feeling that jealousy and dislike of the prisoner were at the bottom of a good deal of her evidence.
Then the next witness was called.
�Your name is Romaine Heilger?�
�Yes.�
�You are an Austrian subject?�
�Yes.�
�For the last three years you have lived with the prisoner and passed yourself off as his wife?�
Just for a moment Romaine Heilger�s eye met those of the man in the dock. Her expression held something curious and unfathomable.
�Yes.�
The questions went on. Word by word the damning facts came out. On the night in question the prisoner had taken out a crowbar with him. He had returned at twenty minutes past ten, and had confessed to having killed the old lady. His cuffs had been stained with blood, and he had burned them in the kitchen stove. He had terrorized her into silence by means of threats.
As the story proceeded, the feeling of the court which had, to begin with, been slightly favourable to the prisoner, now set dead against him. He himself sat with downcast head and moody air, as though he knew he were doomed.
Yet it might have been noted that her own counsel sought to restrain Romaine�s animosity. He would have preferred her to be a more unbiased witness.
Formidable and ponderous, counsel for the defence arose.
He put it to her that her story was a malicious fabrication from start to finish, that she had not even been in her own house at the time in question, that she was in love with another man and was deliberately seeking to send Vole to his death for a crime he did not commit.
Romaine denied these allegations with superb insolence.
Then came the surprising denouement, the production of the letter. It was read aloud in court in the midst of a breathless stillness.
Max, beloved, the Fates have delivered him into our hands! He has been arrested for murder � but, yes, the murder of an old lady! Leonard who would not hurt a fly! At last I shall have my revenge. The poor chicken! I shall say that he came in that night with blood upon him � that he confessed to me. I shall hang him, Max � and when he hangs he will know and realize that it was Romaine who sent him to his death. And then � happiness, Beloved! Happiness at last!

There were experts present ready to swear that the handwriting was that of Romaine Heilger, but they were not needed. Confronted with the letter, Romaine broke down utterly and confessed everything. Leonard Vole had returned to the house at the time he said, twenty past nine. She had invented the whole story to ruin him.
With the collapse of Romaine Heilger, the case for the Crown collapsed also. Sir Charles called his few witnesses, the prisoner himself went into the box and told his story in a manly straightforward manner, unshaken by cross-examination.
The prosecution endeavoured to rally, but without great success. The judge�s summing up was not wholly favourable to the prisoner, but a reaction had set in and the jury needed little time to consider their verdict.
�We find the prisoner not guilty.�
Leonard Vole was free!
Little Mr. Mayherne hurried from his seat. He must congratulate his client.
He found himself polishing his pince-nez vigorously, and checked himself. His wife had told him only the night before that he was getting a habit of it. Curious things habits. People themselves never knew they had them.
An interesting case � a very interesting case. That woman, now, Romaine Heilger.
The case was dominated for him still by the exotic figure of Romaine Heilger. She had seemed a pale quiet woman in the house at Paddington, but in court she had flamed out against the sober background. She had flaunted herself like a tropical flower.
If he closed his eyes he could see her now, tall and vehement, her exquisite body bent forward a little, her right hand clenching and unclenching itself unconsciously all the time. Curious things, habits. That gesture of hers with the hand was her habit, he supposed. Yet he had seen someone else do it quite lately. Who was it now? Quite lately�
He drew in his breath with a gasp as it came back to him. The woman in Shaw�s Rents...
He stood still, his head whirling. It was impossible � impossible � Yet, Romaine Heilger was an actress.
The KC came up behind him and clapped him on the shoulder.
�Congratulated our man yet? He�s had a narrow shave, you know. Come along and see him.�
But the little lawyer shook off the other�s hand.
He wanted one thing only � to see Romaine Heilger face to face.
He did not see her until some time later, and the place of their meeting is not relevant.
�So you guessed,� she said, when he had told her all that was in his mind. �The face? Oh! that was easy enough, and the light of that gas jet was too bad for you to see the makeup.�
�But why � why��
�Why did I play a lone hand?� She smiled a little, remembering the last time she had used the words.
�Such an elaborate comedy!�
�My friend � I had to save him. The evidence of a woman devoted to him would not have been enough � you hinted as much yourself. But I know something of the psychology of crowds. Let my evidence be wrung from me, as an admission, damning me in the eyes of the law, and a reaction in favour of the prisoner would immediately set in.�
�And the bundle of letters?�
�One alone, the vital one, might have seemed like a � what do you call it?�� put-up job.�
�Then the man called Max?�
�Never existed, my friend.�
�I still think,� said little Mr. Mayherne, in an aggrieved manner, �that we could have got him off by the � er � normal procedure.�
�I dared not risk it. You see, you thought he was innocent��
�And you knew it? I see,� said little Mr. Mayherne.
�My dear Mr. Mayherne,� said Romaine, �you do not see at all. I knew � he was guilty!�
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THE ENEMY
Charlotte Armstrong

They sat late at the lunch table and afterwards moved through the dim, cool, high-ceilinged rooms to the judge�s library where, in their quiet talk, the old man�s past and the young man�s future seemed to telescope and touch. But at twenty minutes after three, on that hot, bright, June Saturday afternoon, the present tense erupted. Out in the quiet street arose the sound of trouble.
Judge Kittinger adjusted his pince-nez, rose, and led the way to his old-fashioned veranda from which they could overlook the tree-roofed intersection of Greenwood Lane and Hannibal Street. Near the steps to the corner house, opposite, there was a surging knot of children and one man. Now, from the house on the judge�s left, a woman in a blue house dress ran diagonally toward the excitement. And a police car slipped up Hannibal Street, gliding to the curb. One tall officer plunged into the group and threw restraining arms around a screaming boy.
Mike Russell, saying to his host, �Excuse me, sir,� went rapidly across the street. Trouble�s center was the boy, ten or eleven years old, a tow-headed boy with tawny-lashed blue eyes, a straight nose, a fine brow. He was beside himself, writhing in the policeman�s grasp. The woman in the blue dress was yammering at him. �Freddy! Freddy! Freddy!� Her voice simply did not reach his ears.
�You ole stinker! You rotten ole stinker! You ole nut!� All the boy�s heart was in the epithets.
�Now, listen...� The cop shook the boy who, helpless in those powerful hands, yet blazed. His fury had stung to crimson the face of the grown man at whom it was directed.
This man, who stood with his back to the house as one besieged, was plump, half-bald, with eyes much magnified by glasses. �Attacked me!� he cried in a high whine. �Rang my bell and absolutely leaped on me!�
Out of the seven or eight small boys clustered around them came overlapping fragments of shrill sentences. It was clear only that they opposed the man. A small woman in a print dress, a man in shorts, whose bare chest was winter-white, stood a little apart, hesitant and distressed. Up on the veranda of the house the screen door was half open, and a woman seated in a wheel chair peered forth anxiously.
On the green grass, in the shade perhaps thirty feet away, there lay in death a small brown-and-white dog.
The judge�s luncheon guest observed all this. When the judge drew near, there was a lessening of the noise. Judge Kittinger said, �This is Freddy Titus, isn�t it? Mr. Matlin? What�s happened?�
The man�s head jerked. �I,� he said, �did nothing to the dog. Why would I trouble to hurt the boy�s dog? I try � you know this, Judge � I try to live in peace here. But these kids are terrors! They�ve made this block a perfect hell for me and my family.� The man�s voice shook. �My wife, who is not strong... My step-daughter, who is a cripple... These kids are no better than a slum gang. They are vicious! That boy rang my bell and attacked...! I�ll have him up for assault! I...�
The judge�s face was old ivory and he was aloof behind it.
On the porch a girl pushed past the woman in the chair, a girl who walked with a lurching gait.
Mike Russell asked, quietly, �Why do the boys say it was you, Mr. Matlin, who hurt the dog?�
The kids chorused. �He�s an ole mean...� �He�s a nut...� �Just because...� �...took Clive�s hat and...� �...chases us...� �...tries to put everything on us.� �...told my mother lies...� �...just because...�
He is our enemy, they were saying; he is our enemy.
�They...� began Matlin, his throat thick with anger.
�Hold it a minute.� The second cop, the thin one, walked toward where the dog was lying.
�Somebody,� said Mike Russell in a low voice, �must do something for the boy.�
The judge looked down at the frantic child. He said, gently, �I am as sorry as I can be, Freddy.� But in his old heart there was too much known, and too many little dogs he remembered that had already died, and even if he were as sorry as he could be, he couldn�t be sorry enough. The boy�s eyes turned, rejected, returned. To the enemy.
Russell moved near the woman in blue, who pertained to this boy somehow. �His mother?�
�His folks are away. I�m there to take care of him,� she snapped, as if she felt herself put upon by a crisis she had not contracted to face.
�Can they be reached?�
�No,� she said decisively.
The young man put his stranger�s hand on the boy�s rigid little shoulder. But he too was rejected. Freddy�s eyes, brilliant with hatred, clung to the enemy. Hatred doesn�t cry.
�Listen,� said the tall cop, �if you could hang onto him for a minute��
�Not I,� said Russell.
The thin cop came back. �Looks like the dog got poison. When was he found?�
�Just now,� the kids said.
�Where? There?�
�Up Hannibal Street. Right on the edge of ole Matlin�s back lot.�
�Edge of my lot!� Matlin�s color freshened again. �On the sidewalk, why don�t you say? Why don�t you tell the truth?�
�We are! We don�t tell lies!�
�Quiet, you guys,� the cop said. �Pipe down, now.�
�Heaven�s my witness, I wasn�t even here!� cried Matlin. �I played nine holes of golf today. I didn�t get home until... May?� he called over his shoulder. �What time did I come in?�
The girl on the porch came slowly down, moving awkwardly on her uneven legs. She was in her twenties, no child. Nor was she a woman. She said in a blurting manner, �About three o�clock, Daddy Earl. But the dog was dead.�
�What�s that, miss?�
�This is my step-daughter.�
�The dog was dead,� the girl said, �before he came home. I saw it from upstairs, before three o�clock. Lying by the sidewalk.�
�You drove in from Hannibal Street, Mr. Matlin? Looks like you�d have seen the dog.�
Matlin said with nervous thoughtfulness, �I don�t know. My mind... Yes, I...�
�He�s telling a lie!�
�Freddy!�
�Listen to that,� said May Matlin, �will you?�
�She�s a liar, too!�
The cop shook Freddy. Mr. Matlin made a sound of helpless exasperation. He said to the girl, �Go keep your mother inside, May.� He raised his arm as if to wave. �It�s all right, honey,� he called to the woman in the chair, with a false cheeriness that grated on the ear. �There�s nothing to worry about now.�
Freddy�s jaw shifted and young Russell�s watching eyes winced. The girl began to lurch back to the house.
�It was my wife who put in the call,� Matlin said. �After all, they were on me like a pack of wolves. Now, I... I understand that the boy�s upset. But all the same, he cannot... He must learn... I will not have... I have enough to contend with, without this malice, this unwarranted antagonism, this persecution.�
Freddy�s eyes were unwinking.
�It has got to stop!� said Matlin almost hysterically.
�Yes,� murmured Mike Russell, �I should think so.� Judge Kittinger�s white head, nodding, agreed.
�We�ve heard about quite a few dog-poisoning cases over the line in Redfern,� said the thin cop with professional calm. �None here.�
The man in the shorts hitched them up, looking shocked. �Who�d do a thing like that?�
A boy said, boldly, �Ole Matlin would.� He had an underslung jaw and wore spectacles on his snug nose. �I�m Phil Bourchard,� he said to the cop. He had courage.
�We jist know,� said another. �I�m Ernie Allen.� Partisanship radiated from his whole thin body. �Ole Matlin doesn�t want anybody on his ole property.�
�Sure.� �He doesn�t want anybody on his ole property.� �It was ole Matlin.�
�It was. It was,� said Freddy Titus.
�Freddy,� said the housekeeper in blue, �now, you better be still. I�ll tell your Dad.� It was a meaningless fumble for control. The boy didn�t even hear it.
Judge Kittinger tried, patiently. �You can�t accuse without cause, Freddy.�
�Bones didn�t hurt his ole property. Bones wouldn�t hurt anything. Ole Matlin did it.�
�You lying little devil!�
�He�s a liar!�
The cop gave Freddy another shake. �You kids found him, eh?�
�We were up at Bourchard�s and were going down to the Titus house.�
�And he was dead,� said Freddy.
�I know nothing about it,� said Matlin icily. �Nothing at all.�
The cop, standing between, said wearily, �Any of you people see what coulda happened?�
�I was sitting in my backyard,� said the man in shorts. �I�m Daugherty, next door, up Hannibal Street. Didn�t see a thing.�
The small woman in a print dress spoke up. �I am Mrs. Page. I live across on the corner, Officer. I believe I did see a strange man go into Mr. Matlin�s driveway this morning.�
�When was this, ma�am?�
�About eleven o�clock. He was poorly dressed. He walked up the drive and around the garage.�
�Didn�t go to the house?�
�No. He was only there a minute. I believe he was carrying something. He was rather furtive. And very poorly dressed, almost like a tramp.�
There was a certain relaxing among the elders. �Ah, the tramp,� said Mike Russell. �The good old reliable tramp. Are you sure, Mrs. Page? It�s very unlikely.�
But she bristled. �Do you think I am lying?�
Russell�s lips parted, but he felt the judge�s hand on his arm. �This is my guest, Mr. Russell... Freddy.� The judge�s voice was gentle. �Let him go, Officer. I�m sure he understands, now. Mr. Matlin was not even at home, Freddy. It�s possible that this � er � stranger... Or it may have been an accident.�
�Wasn�t a tramp. Wasn�t an accident.�
�You can�t know that, boy,� said the judge, somewhat sharply. Freddy said nothing. As the officer slowly released his grasp, the boy took a free step backwards, and the other boys surged to surround him. There stood the enemy, the monster who killed and lied, and the grownups with their reasonable doubts were on the monster�s side. But the boys knew what Freddy knew. They stood together.
�Somebody,� murmured the judge�s guest, �somebody�s got to help the boy.� And the judge sighed.
The cops went up Hannibal Street towards Matlin�s back lot, with Mr. Daugherty. Matlin lingered at the corner talking to Mrs. Page. In the front window of Matlin�s house the curtain fell across the glass.
Mike Russell sidled up to the housekeeper. �Any uncles or aunts here in town? A grandmother?�
�No,� she said, shortly.
�Brothers or sisters, Mrs...?�
�Miz Somers. No, he�s the only one. Only reason they didn�t take him along was it�s the last week of school and he didn�t want to miss.�
Mike Russell�s brown eyes suggested the soft texture of velvet, and they were deeply distressed. She slid away from their appeal. �He�ll just have to take it, I guess, like everybody else,� Mrs. Somers said. �These things happen.�
He was listening intently. �Don�t you care for dogs?�
�I don�t mind a dog,� she said. She arched her neck. She was going to call to the boy.
�Wait. Tell me, does the family go to church? Is there a pastor or a priest who knows the boy?�
�They don�t go, far as I ever saw.� She looked at him as if he were an eccentric.
�Then school. He has a teacher. What grade?�
�Sixth grade,� she said. �Miss Dana. Oh, he�ll be okay.� Her voice grew loud, to reach the boy and hint to him. �He�s a big boy.�
Russell said, desperately, �Is there no way to telephone his parents?�
�They�re on the road. They�ll be in some time tomorrow. That�s all I know.� She was annoyed. �I�ll take care of him. That�s why I�m here.� She raised her voice and this time it was arch and seductive. �Freddy, better come wash your face. I know where there�s some chocolate cookies.�
The velvet left the young man�s eyes. Hard as buttons, they gazed for a moment at the woman. Then he whipped around and left her. He walked over to where the kids had drifted, near the little dead creature on the grass. He said softly, �Bones had his own doctor, Freddy? Tell me his name?� The boy�s eyes flickered. �We must know what it was that he took. A doctor can tell. I think his own doctor would be best, don�t you?�
The boy nodded, mumbled a name, an address. That Russell mastered the name and the numbers, asking for no repetition, was a sign of his concern. Besides, it was this young man�s quality � that he listened. �May I take him, Freddy? I have a car. We ought to have a blanket,� he added softly, �a soft, clean blanket.�
�I got one, Freddy...� �My mother�d let me...�
�I can get one,� Freddy said brusquely. They wheeled, almost in formation.
Mrs. Somers frowned. �You must let them take a blanket,� Russell warned her, and his eyes were cold.
�I will explain to Mrs. Titus,� said the judge quickly.
�Quite a fuss,� she said, and tossed her head and crossed the road.
Russell gave the judge a quick, nervous grin. He walked to the returning cops. �You�ll want to run tests, I suppose? Can the dog�s own vet do it?�
�Certainly. Humane officer will have to be in charge. But that�s what the vet�ll want.�
�I�ll take the dog, then. Any traces up there?�
�Not a thing.�
�Will you explain to the boy that you are investigating?�
�Well, you know how these things go.� The cop�s feet shuffled. �Humane officer does what he can. Probably Monday, after we identify the poison, he�ll check the drug stores. Usually, if it is a cranky neighbor, he has already put in a complaint about the dog. This Matlin says he never did. The humane officer will get on it Monday. He�s out of town today. The devil of these cases, we can�t prove a thing, usually. You get an idea who it was, maybe you can scare him. It�s a misdemeanor all right. Never heard of a conviction myself.�
�But will you explain to the boy...?� Russell stopped, chewed his lip, and the judge sighed.
�Yeah, it�s tough on a kid,� the cop said.

When the judge�s guest came back it was nearly five o�clock. He said, �I came to say goodbye, sir, and to thank you for the...� But his mind wasn�t on the sentence and he lost it and looked up.
The judge�s eyes were affectionate. �Worried?�
�Judge, sir,� the young man said, �must they feed him? Where, sir, in this classy neighborhood is there an understanding woman�s heart? I herded them to that Mrs. Allen. But she winced, sir, and she diverted them. She didn�t want to deal with tragedy, didn�t want to think about it. She offered cakes and cokes and games.�
�But my dear boy...�
�What do they teach the kids these days, judge? To turn away? Put something in your stomach. Take a drink. Play a game. Don�t weep for your dead. Just skip it, think about something else.�
�I�m afraid the boy�s alone,� the judge said gently, �but it�s only for the night.� His voice was melodious. �Can�t be sheltered from grief when it comes. None of us can.�
�Excuse me, sir, but I wish he would grieve. I wish he would bawl his heart out. Wash out that black hate. I ought to go home. None of my concern. It�s a woman�s job.� He moved and his hand went toward the phone. �He has a teacher. I can�t help feeling concerned, sir. May I try?�
The judge said, �Of course, Mike,� and he put his brittle old bones into a chair.
Mike Russell pried the number out of the Board of Education. �Miss Lillian Dana? My name is Russell. You know a boy named Freddy Titus?�
�Oh, yes. He�s in my class.� The voice was pleasing.
�Miss Dana, there is trouble. You know Judge Kittinger�s house? Could you come there?�
�What is the trouble?�
�Freddy�s little dog is dead of poison. I�m afraid Freddy is in a bad state. There is no one to help him. His folks are away. The woman taking care of him,� Mike�s careful explanatory sentences burst into indignation, �has no more sympathetic imagination than a broken clothes pole.� He heard a little gasp. �I�d like to help him, Miss Dana, but I�m a man and a stranger, and the judge...� He paused.
�...is old,� said the judge in his chair.
�I�m terribly sorry,� the voice on the phone said slowly. �Freddy�s a wonderful boy.�
�You are his friend?�
�Yes, we are friends.�
�Then could you come? You see, we�ve got to get a terrible idea out of his head. He thinks a man across the street poisoned his dog on purpose. Miss Dana, he has no doubt! And he doesn�t cry.� She gasped again. �Greenwood Lane,� he said, �and Hannibal Street � the southeast corner.�
She said, �I�ll come. I have a car. I�ll come as soon as I can.�
Russell turned and caught the judge biting his lips. �Am I making too much of this, sir?� he inquired humbly.
�I don�t like the boy�s stubborn conviction.� The judge�s voice was dry and clear. �Any more than you do. I agree that he must be brought to understand. But...� the old man shifted in the chair. �Of course, the man, Matlin, is a fool, Mike. There is something solemn and silly about him that makes him fair game. He�s unfortunate. He married a widow with a crippled child, and no sooner were they married than she collapsed. And he�s not well off. He�s encumbered with that enormous house.�
�What does he do, sir?�
�He�s a photographer. Oh, he struggles, tries his best, and all that; but with such tension, Mike. That poor misshapen girl over there tries to keep the house; devoted to her mother. Matlin works hard, is devoted, too. And yet the sum comes out in petty strife, nerves, quarrels, uproar. And certainly it cannot be necessary to feud with children.�
�The kids have done their share of that, I�ll bet,� mused Mike. �The kids are delighted � a neighborhood ogre, to add the fine flavor of menace. A focus for mischief. An enemy.�
�True enough.� The judge sighed.
�So the myth is made. No rumor about ole Matlin loses anything in the telling. I can see it�s been built up. You don�t knock it down in a day.�
�No,� said the judge uneasily. He got up from the chair.
The young man rubbed his dark head. �I don�t like it, sir. We don�t know what�s in the kids� minds, or who their heroes are. There is only the gang. What do you suppose it advises?�
�What could it advise, after all?� said the judge crisply. �This isn�t the slums, whatever Matlin says.� He went nervously to the window. He fiddled with the shade pull. He said, suddenly, �From my little summerhouse in the backyard you can overhear the gang. They congregate under that oak. Go and eavesdrop, Mike.�
The young man snapped to attention. �Yes, sir.�
�I... think we had better know,� said the judge, a trifle sheepishly.

The kids sat under the oak, in a grassy hollow. Freddy was the core. His face was tight. His eyes never left off watching the house of the enemy. The others watched him, or hung their heads, or watched their own brown hands play with the grass.
They were not chattering. There hung about them a heavy, sullen silence, heavy with a sense of tragedy, sullen with a sense of wrong, and from time to time one voice or another would fling out a pronouncement which would sink into the silence, thickening its ugliness.

The judge looked up from his paper. �Could you...?�
�I could hear,� said Mike in a quiet voice. �They are condemning the law, sir. They call it corrupt. They are quite certain that Matlin killed the dog. They see themselves as Robin Hoods, vigilantes defending the weak, the wronged, the dog. They think they are discussing justice. They are waiting for dark. They speak of weapons, sir � the only ones they have. B.B. guns, after dark.�
�Great heavens!�
�Don�t worry. Nothing�s going to happen.�
�What are you going to do?�
�I�m going to stop it.�

Mrs. Somers was cooking supper when he tapped on the screen. �Oh, it�s you. What do you want?�
�I want your help, Mrs. Somers. For Freddy.�
�Freddy,� she interrupted loudly, with her nose high, �is going to have his supper and go to bed his regular time, and that�s all about Freddy. Now, what did you want?�
He said, �I want you to let me take the boy to my apartment for the night.�
�I couldn�t do that!� She was scandalized.
�The judge will vouch...�
�Now, see here, Mr. what�s your name � Russell. This isn�t my house and Freddy�s not my boy. I�m responsible to Mr. and Mrs. Titus. You�re a stranger to me. As far as I can see, Freddy is no business of yours whatsoever.�
�Which is his room?� asked Mike sharply.
�Why do you want to know?� She was hostile and suspicious.
�Where does he keep his B.B. gun?�
She was startled to an answer. �In the shed out back. Why?�
He told her.
�Kid�s talk,� she scoffed. �You don�t know much about kids, do you, young man? Freddy will go to sleep. First thing he�ll know, it�s morning. That�s about the size of it.�
�You may be right. I hope so.�
Mrs. Somers slapped potatoes into the pan. Her lips quivered indignantly. She felt annoyed because she was a little shaken. The strange young man really had hoped so.

Russell scanned the street, went across to Matlin�s house. The man himself answered the bell. The air in this house was stale, and bore the faint smell of old grease. There was over everything an atmosphere of struggle and despair. Many things ought to have been repaired and had not been repaired. The place was too big. There wasn�t enough money, or strength. It was too much.
Mrs. Matlin could not walk. Otherwise, one saw, she struggled and did the best she could. She had a lost look, as if some anxiety, ever present, took about nine-tenths of her attention. May Matlin limped in and sat down, lumpishly.
Russell began earnestly, �Mr. Matlin, I don�t know how this situation between you and the boys began. I can guess that the kids are much to blame. I imagine they enjoy it.� He smiled. He wanted to be sympathetic toward this man.
�Of course they enjoy it.� Matlin looked triumphant.
�They call me the Witch,� the girl said. �Pretend they�re scared of me. The devils. I�m scared of them.�
Matlin flicked a nervous eye at the woman in the wheel chair. �The truth is, Mr. Russell,� he said in his high whine, �they�re vicious.�
�It�s too bad,� said his wife in a low voice. �I think it�s dangerous.�
�Mama, you mustn�t worry,� said the girl in an entirely new tone. �I won�t let them hurt you. Nobody will hurt you.�
�Be quiet, May,� said Matlin. �You�ll upset her. Of course nobody will hurt her.�
�Yes, it is dangerous, Mrs. Matlin,� said Russell quietly. �That�s why I came over.�
Matlin goggled. �What? What�s this?�
�Could I possibly persuade you, sir, to spend the night away from this neighborhood � and depart noisily?�
�No,� said Matlin, raring up, his ego bristling, �no, you cannot! I will under no circumstances be driven away from my own home.� His voice rose. �Furthermore, I certainly will not leave my wife and step-daughter.�
�We could manage, dear,� said Mrs. Matlin anxiously.
Russell told them about the talk under the oak, the B.B. gun.
�Devils,� said May Matlin, �absolutely...�
�Oh, Earl,� trembled Mrs. Matlin, �maybe we had all better go away.�
Matlin, red-necked, furious, said, �We own this property. We pay our taxes. We have our rights. Let them! Let them try something like that! Then, I think, the law would have something to say. This is outrageous! I did not harm that animal. Therefore, I defy...� He looked solemn and silly, as the judge had said, with his face crimson, his weak eyes rolling.
Russell rose. �I thought I ought to make the suggestion,� he said mildly, �because it would be the safest thing to do. But don�t worry, Mrs. Matlin, because I��
�A B.B. gun can blind,� she said tensely.
�Or even worse,� Mike agreed. �But I am thinking of the��
�Just a minute,� Matlin roared. �You can�t come in here and terrify my wife! She is not strong. You have no right.� He drew himself up with his feet at a right angle, his pudgy arm extended, his plump jowls quivering. �Get out,� he cried. He looked ridiculous.
Whether the young man and the bewildered woman in the chair might have understood each other was not to be known. Russell, of course, got out. May Matlin hobbled to the door and as Russell went through it she said, �Well, you warned us, anyhow.�
Russell plodded across the pavement again. Long enchanting shadows from the lowering sun struck aslant through the golden air and all the old houses were gilded and softened in their green setting. He moved toward the big oak. He hunkered down. The sun struck its golden shafts deep under the boughs. �How�s it going?� he asked.
Freddy Titus looked frozen and still. �Okay,� said Phil Bourchard with elaborate ease. Light on his owlish glasses hid the eyes.
Mike opened his lips, hesitated. Suppertime struck on the neighborhood clock. Calls, like chimes, were sounding.
� �S my Mom,� said Ernie Allen. �See you after.�
�See you after, Freddy.�
�Okay.�
�Okay.�
Mrs. Somers�s hoot had chimed with the rest and now Freddy got up, stiffly.
�Okay?� said Mike Russell. The useful syllables that take any meaning at all in American mouths asked, �Are you feeling less bitter, boy? Are you any easier?�
�Okay,� said Freddy. The same syllables shut the man out.
Mike opened his lips. Closed them. Freddy went across the lawn to his kitchen door. There was a brown crockery bowl on the back stoop. His sneaker, rigid on the ankle, stepped over it. Mike Russell watched, and then, with a movement of his arms, almost as if he would wring his hands, he went up the judge�s steps.
�Well?� The judge opened his door. �Did you talk to the boy?�
Russell didn�t answer. He sat down.
The judge stood over him. �The boy... The enormity of this whole idea must be explained to him.�
�I can�t explain,� Mike said. �I open my mouth. Nothing comes out.�
�Perhaps I had better...�
�What are you going to say, sir?�
�Why, give him the facts!�
�The facts are... the dog is dead.�
�There are no facts that point to Matlin.�
�There are no facts that point to a tramp, either. That�s too sloppy, sir.�
�What are you driving at?�
�Judge, the boy is more rightfully suspicious than we are.�
�Nonsense,� said the judge. �The girl saw the dog�s body before Matlin came...�
�There is no alibi for poison,� Mike said sadly.
�Are you saying the man is a liar?�
�Liars,� sighed Mike. �Truth and lies. How are those kids going to understand, sir? To that Mrs. Page, to the lot of them, truth is only a subjective intention. �I am no liar,� sez she, sez he. �I intend to be truthful. So do not insult me.� Lord, when will we begin? It�s what we were talking about at lunch, sir. What you and I believe. What the race has been told and told in such agony, in a million years of bitter lesson. Error, we were saying. Error is the enemy.�
He flung out of the chair. �We know that to tell the truth is not merely a good intention. It�s a damned difficult thing to do. It�s a skill, to be practiced. It�s a technique. It�s an effort. It takes brains. It takes watching. It takes humility and self-examination. It�s a science and an art. Why don�t we tell the kids these things? Why is everyone locked up in anger, shouting liar at the other side? Why don�t they automatically know how easy it is to be, not wicked, but mistaken? Why is there this notion of violence? Because Freddy doesn�t think to himself, �Wait a minute. I might be wrong.� The habit isn�t there. Instead, there are the heroes � the big-muscled, noble-hearted, gun-toting heroes, blind in a righteousness totally arranged by the author. Excuse me, sir.�
�All that may be,� said the judge grimly, �and I agree. But the police know the lesson. They��
�They don�t care.�
�What?�
�Don�t care enough, sir. None of us cares enough � about the dog.�
�I see,� said the judge. �Yes, I see. We haven�t the least idea what happened to the dog.� He touched his pince-nez.
Mike rubbed his head wearily. �Don�t know what to do except sit under his window the night through. Hardly seems good enough.�
The judge said, simply, �Why don�t you find out what happened to the dog?�
The young man�s face changed. �What we need, sir,� said Mike slowly, �is to teach Freddy how to ask for it. Just to ask for it. Just to want it.� The old man and the young man looked at each other. Past and future telescoped. �Now,� Mike said. �Before dark.�

Suppertime, for the kids, was only twenty minutes long. When the girl in the brown dress with the bare blond head got out of the shabby coup�, the gang was gathered again in its hollow under the oak. She went to them and sank down on the ground. �Ah, Freddy, was it Bones? Your dear little dog you wrote about in the essay?�
�Yes, Miss Dana.� Freddy�s voice was shrill and hostile. I won�t be touched! it cried to her. So she said no more, but sat there on the ground, and presently she began to cry. There was contagion. The simplest thing in the world. First, one of the smaller ones whimpering. Finally, Freddy Titus, bending over. Her arm guided his head, and then he lay weeping in her lap.
Russell, up in the summerhouse, closed his eyes and praised the Lord. In a little while he swung his legs over the railing and slid down the bank. �How do? I�m Mike Russell.�
�I�m Lillian Dana.� She was quick and intelligent, and her tears were real.
�Fellows,� said Mike briskly, �you know what�s got to be done, don�t you? We�ve got to solve this case.�
They turned their woeful faces.
He said, deliberately, �It�s just the same as a murder. It is a murder.�
�Yeah,� said Freddy and sat up, tears drying. �And it was ole Matlin.�
�Then we have to prove it.�
Miss Lillian Dana saw the boy�s face lock. He didn�t need to prove anything, the look proclaimed. He knew. She leaned over a little and said, �But we can�t make an ugly mistake and put it on Bones�s account. Bones was a fine dog. That would be a terrible monument.� Freddy�s eyes turned, startled.
�It�s up to us,� said Mike gratefully, �to go after the real facts, with real detective work. For Bones�s sake.�
�It�s the least we can do for him,� said Miss Dana, calmly and decisively.
Freddy�s face lifted.
�Trouble is,� Russell went on quickly, �people get things wrong. Sometimes they don�t remember straight. They make mistakes.�
�Ole Matlin tells lies,� said Freddy.
�If he does,� said Russell cheerfully, �then we�ve got to prove that he does. Now, I�ve figured out a plan, if Miss Dana will help us. You pick a couple of the fellows, Fred. Have to go to all the houses around and ask some questions. Better pick the smartest ones. To find out the truth is very hard,� he challenged.
�And then?� said Miss Dana in a fluttery voice.
�Then they, and you, if you will...�
�Me?� She straightened. �I�m a schoolteacher, Mr. Russell. Won�t the police...?�
�Not before dark.�
�What are you going to be doing?�
�Dirtier work.�
She bit her lip. �It�s nosy. It�s... not done.�
�No,� he agreed. �You may lose your job.�
She wasn�t a bad-looking young woman. Her eyes were fine. Her brow was serious, but there was the ghost of a dimple in her cheek. Her hands moved. �Oh, well, I can always take up beauty culture or something. What are the questions?� She had a pad of paper and a pencil half out of her purse, and looked alert and efficient.
Now, as the gang huddled, there was a warm sense of conspiracy growing. �Going to be the dickens of a job,� Russell warned them. And he outlined some questions. �Now, don�t let anybody fool you into taking a sloppy answer,� he concluded. �Ask how they know. Get real evidence. But don�t go to Matlin�s � I�ll go there.�
�I�m not afraid of him.� Freddy�s nostrils flared.
�I think I stand a better chance of getting the answers,� said Russell coolly. �Aren�t we after the answers?�
Freddy swallowed. �And if it turns out...?�
�It turns out the way it turns out,� said Russell, rumpling the towhead. �Choose your henchmen. Tough, remember.�
�Phil. Ernie.� The kids who were left out wailed as the three small boys and their teacher, who wasn�t a lot bigger, rose from the ground.
�It�ll be tough, Mr. Russell,� Miss Dana said grimly. �Whoever you are, thank you for getting me into this.�
�I�m just a stranger,� he said gently, looking down at her face. �But you are a friend and a teacher.� Pain crossed her eyes. �You�ll be teaching now, you know.�
Her chin went up. �Okay, kids. I�ll keep the paper and pencil. Freddy, wipe your face. Stick your shirt in, Phil. Now, let�s organize...�

It was nearly nine o�clock when the boys and the teacher, looking rather exhausted, came back to the judge�s house. Russell, whose face was grave, reached for the papers in her hands.
�Just a minute,� said Miss Dana. �Judge, we have some questions.�
Ernie Allen bared all his heap of teeth and stepped forward. �Did you see Bones today?� he asked with the firm skill of repetition. The judge nodded. �How many times and when?�
�Once. Er � shortly before noon. He crossed my yard, going east.�
The boys bent over the pad. Then Freddy�s lips opened hard. �How do you know the time, Judge Kittinger?�
�Well,� said the judge, �hm... let me think. I was looking out the window for my company and just then he arrived.�
�Five minutes of one, sir,� Mike said.
Freddy flashed around. �What makes you sure?�
�I looked at my watch,� said Russell. �I was taught to be exactly five minutes early when I�m asked to a meal.� There was a nodding among the boys, and Miss Dana wrote on the pad.
�Then I was mistaken,� said the judge, thoughtfully. �It was shortly before one. Of course.�
Phil Bourchard took over. �Did you see anyone go into Matlin�s driveway or back lot?�
�I did not.�
�Were you out of doors or did you look up that way?�
�Yes, I... When we left the table. Mike?�
�At two-thirty, sir.�
�How do you know that time for sure?� asked Freddy Titus.
�Because I wondered if I could politely stay a little longer.� Russell�s eyes congratulated Miss Lillian Dana. She had made them a team, and on it, Freddy was the How-do-you-know-for-sure Department.
�Can you swear,� continued Phil to the judge, �there was nobody at all around Matlin�s back lot then?�
�As far as my view goes,� answered the judge cautiously.
Freddy said promptly, �He couldn�t see much. Too many trees. We can�t count that.�
They looked at Miss Dana and she marked on the pad. �Thank you. Now, you have a cook, sir? We must question her.�
�This way,� said the judge, rising and bowing.
Russell looked after them and his eyes were velvet again. He met the judge�s twinkle. Then he sat down and ran an eye quickly over some of the sheets of paper, passing each on to his host.
Startled, he looked up. Lillian Dana, standing in the door, was watching his face.
�Do you think, Mike...?�
A paper drooped in the judge�s hand.
�We can�t stop,� she challenged.
Russell nodded, and turned to the judge. �May need some high brass, sir.� The judge rose. �And tell me, sir, where Matlin plays golf. And the telephone number of the Salvage League. No, Miss Dana, we can�t stop. We�ll take it where it turns.�
�We must,� she said.

It was nearly ten when the neighbors began to come in. The judge greeted them soberly. The Chief of Police arrived. Mrs. Somers, looking grim and uprooted in a cr�pe dress, came. Mr. Matlin, Mrs. Page, Mr. and Mrs. Daugherty, a Mr. and Mrs. Baker, and Diane Bourchard, who was sixteen. They looked curiously at the tight little group, the boys and their blond teacher.
Last of all to arrive was young Mr. Russell, who slipped in from the dark veranda, accepted the judge�s nod, and called the meeting to order.
�We have been investigating the strange death of a dog,� he began. �Chief Anderson, while we know your department would have done so in good time, we also know you are busy, and some of us,� he glanced at the dark windowpane, �couldn�t wait. Will you help us now?�
The chief said, genially, �That�s why I�m here, I guess.� It was the judge and his stature that gave this meeting any standing. Na�ve, young, a little absurd it might have seemed had not the old man sat so quietly attentive among them.
�Thank you, sir. Now, all we want to know is what happened to the dog.� Russell looked about him. �First, let us demolish the tramp.� Mrs. Page�s feathers ruffled. Russell smiled at her. �Mrs. Page saw a man go down Matlin�s drive this morning. The Salvage League sent a truck to pick up rags and papers which at ten-forty-two was parked in front of the Daughertys�. The man, who seemed poorly dressed in his working clothes, went to the toolroom behind Matlin�s garage, as he had been instructed to. He picked up a bundle and returned to his truck. Mrs. Page,� purred Mike to her scarlet face, �the man was there. It was only your opinion about him that proves to have been, not a lie, but an error.�
He turned his head. �Now, we have tried to trace the dog�s day and we have done remarkably well, too.� As he traced it for them, some faces began to wear at least the ghost of a smile, seeing the little dog frisking through the neighborhood. �Just before one,� Mike went on, �Bones ran across the judge�s yard to the Allens� where the kids were playing ball. Up to this time no one saw Bones above Greenwood Lane or up Hannibal Street. But Miss Diane Bourchard, recovering from a sore throat, was not in school today. After lunch, she sat on her porch directly across from Mr. Matlin�s back lot. She was waiting for school to be out, when she expected her friends to come by.
�She saw, not Bones, but Corky, an animal belonging to Mr. Daugherty, playing in Matlin�s lot at about two o�clock. I want your opinion. If poisoned bait had been lying there at two, would Corky have found it?�
�Seems so,� said Daugherty. �Thank God Corky didn�t.� He bit his tongue. �Corky�s a show dog,� he blundered.
�But Bones,� said Russell gently, �was more like a friend. That�s why we care, of course.�
�It�s a damned shame!� Daugherty looked around angrily.
�It is,� said Mrs. Baker. �He was a friend of mine, Bones was.�
�Go on,� growled Daugherty. �What else did you dig up?�
�Mr. Matlin left for his golf at eleven-thirty. Now, you see, it looks as if Matlin couldn�t have left poison behind him.�
�I most certainly did not,� snapped Matlin. �I have said so. I will not stand for this sort of innuendo, I am not a liar. You said it was a conference.�
Mike held the man�s eyes. �We are simply trying to find out what happened to the dog,� he said. Matlin fell silent.
�Surely you realize,� purred Mike, �that, human frailty being what it is, there may have been other errors in what we were told this afternoon. There was at least one more.
�Mr. and Mrs. Baker,� he continued, �worked in their garden this afternoon. Bones abandoned the ball game to visit the Bakers� dog, Smitty. At three o�clock the Bakers, after discussing the time carefully lest it be too late in the day, decided to bathe Smitty. When they caught him for his ordeal, Bones was still there. So, you see, Miss May Matlin, who says she saw Bones lying by the sidewalk before three o�clock, was mistaken.�
Matlin twitched. Russell said sharply, �The testimony of the Bakers is extremely clear.� The Bakers, who looked alike, both brown outdoor people, nodded vigorously.
�The time at which Mr. Matlin returned is quite well established. Diane saw him. Mrs. Daugherty, next door, decided to take a nap at five after three. She had a roast to put in at four-thirty. Therefore she is sure of the time. She went upstairs and from an upper window she, too, saw Mr. Matlin come home. Both witnesses say he drove his car into the garage at three-ten, got out, and went around the building to the right of it � on the weedy side.�
Mr. Matlin was sweating. His forehead was beaded. He did not speak.
Mike shifted papers. �Now, we know that the kids trooped up to Phil Bourchard�s kitchen at about a quarter of three. Whereas Bones, realizing that Smitty was in for it, and shying away from soap and water like any sane dog, went up Hannibal Street at three o�clock sharp. He may have known in some doggy way where Freddy was. Can we see Bones loping up Hannibal Street, going above Greenwood Lane?�
�We can,� said Daugherty. He was watching Matlin. �Besides, he was found above Greenwood Lane soon after.�
�No one,� said Mike slowly, �was seen in Matlin�s back lot, except Matlin. Yet almost immediately after Matlin was there, the little dog died.�
�Didn�t Diane...?�
�Diane�s friends came at three-twelve. Their evidence is not reliable.� Diane blushed.
�This � this is intolerable!� croaked Matlin. �Why my back lot?�
Daugherty said, �There was no poison lying around my place, I�ll tell you that.�
�How do you know?� begged Matlin. And Freddy�s eyes, with the smudges under them, followed to Russell�s face. �Why not in the street? From some passing car?�
Mike said, �I�m afraid it�s not likely. You see, Mr. Otis Carnavon was stalled at the corner of Hannibal and Lee. Trying to flag a push. Anything thrown from a car on that block he ought to have seen.�
�Was the poison quick?� demanded Daugherty. �What did he get?�
�It was quick. The dog could not go far after he got it. He got cyanide.�
Matlin�s shaking hand removed his glasses. They were wet.
�Some of you may be amateur photographers,� Mike said. �Mr. Matlin, is there cyanide in your cellar darkroom?�
�Yes, but I keep it... most meticulously...� Matlin began to cough.
When the noise of his spasm died, Mike said, �The poison was embedded in ground meat which analyzed, roughly, half-beef and the rest pork and veal, half and half.� Matlin encircled his throat with his fingers. �I�ve checked with four neighborhood butchers and the dickens of a time I had,� said Mike. No one smiled. Only Freddy looked up at him with solemn sympathy. �Ground meat was delivered to at least five houses in the vicinity. Meat that was one-half beef, one-quarter pork, one-quarter veal, was delivered at ten this morning to Matlin�s house.�
A stir like an angry wind blew over the room. The Chief of Police made some shift of his weight so that his chair creaked.
�It begins to look...� growled Daugherty.
�Now,� said Russell sharply, �we must be very careful. One more thing. The meat had been seasoned.�
�Seasoned!�
�With salt. And with... thyme.�
�Thyme,� groaned Matlin.
Freddy looked up at Miss Dana with bewildered eyes. She put her arm around him.
�As far as motives are concerned,� said Mike quietly, �I can�t discuss them. It is inconceivable to me that any man would poison a dog.� Nobody spoke. �However, where are we?� Mike�s voice seemed to catch Matlin just in time to keep him from falling off the chair. �We don�t know yet what happened to the dog.� Mike�s voice rang. �Mr. Matlin, will you help us to the answer?�
Matlin said thickly, �Better get those kids out of here.�
Miss Dana moved, but Russell said, �No. They have worked hard for the truth. They have earned it. And if it is to be had, they shall have it.�
�You know?� whimpered Matlin.
Mike said, �I called your golf club. I�ve looked into your trash incinerator. Yes, I know. But I want you to tell us.�
Daugherty said, �Well? Well?� And Matlin covered his face.
Mike said, gently, �I think there was an error. Mr. Matlin, I�m afraid, did poison the dog. But he never meant to, and he didn�t know he had done it.�
Matlin said, �I�m sorry... It�s � I can�t... She means to do her best. But she�s a terrible cook. Somebody gave her those � those herbs. Thyme � thyme in everything. She fixed me a lunch box. I � couldn�t stomach it. I bought my lunch at the club.�
Mike nodded.
Matlin went on, his voice cracking. �I never... You see, I didn�t even know it was meat the dog got. She said � she told me the dog was already dead.�
�And of course,� said Mike, �in your righteous wrath, you never paused to say to yourself, �Wait, what did happen to the dog?� �
�Mr. Russell, I didn�t lie. How could I know there was thyme in it? When I got home, I had to get rid of the hamburger she�d fixed for me � I didn�t want to hurt her feelings. She tries... tries so hard...� He sat up suddenly. �But what she tried to do today,� he said, with his eyes almost out of his head, �was to poison me!� His bulging eyes roved. They came to Freddy. He gasped. He said, �Your dog saved my life!�
�Yes,� said Mike quickly, �Freddy�s dog saved your life. You see, your step-daughter would have kept trying.�
People drew in their breaths. �The buns are in your incinerator,� Mike said. �She guessed what happened to the dog, went for the buns, and hid them. She was late, you remember, getting to the disturbance. And she did lie.�
Chief Anderson rose.
�Her mother...� said Matlin frantically, �her mother...�
Mike Russell put his hand on the plump shoulder. �Her mother�s been in torment, tortured by the rivalry between you. Don�t you think her mother senses something wrong?�
Miss Lillian Dana wrapped Freddy in her arms. �Oh, what a wonderful dog Bones was!� she covered the sound of the other voices. �Even when he died, he saved a man�s life. Oh, Freddy, he was a wonderful dog.�
And Freddy, not quite taking everything in yet, was released to simple sorrow and wept quietly against his friend...
When they went to fetch May Matlin, she was not in the house. They found her in the Titus�s back shed. She seemed to be looking for something.
Next day, when Mr. and Mrs. Titus came home, they found that although the little dog had died, their Freddy was all right. The judge, Russell, and Miss Dana told them all about it.
Mrs. Titus wept. Mr. Titus swore. He wrung Russell�s hand. �...for stealing the gun...� he babbled.
But the mother cried, �...for showing him, for teaching him... Oh, Miss Dana, oh, my dear!�

The judge waved from his veranda as the dark head and the blond drove away.
�I think Miss Dana likes him,� said Ernie Allen.
�How do you know for sure?� said Freddy Titus.
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I WOULDN�T BE IN YOUR SHOES
Cornell Woolrich

It started in low and rolling each time, like a tea-kettle simmering, or a car-engine turning over, or a guy gargling mouthwash. Then it went high. Higher than the highest scream. Higher than a nail scratching glass. Higher than human nerves could stand. Eeeee-yow. Then it wound up in a vicious reptilian hiss, with a salivary explosion for a finale. Hah-tutt! Then it started all over again.
Tom Quinn pulled the bedcovers from his ears at the sound of the window-sash slamming down. His face was steaming from the ineffective sound-proofing that had only managed to smother him without toning down the performance any.
�How we going to sleep on a hot night like this with the window closed?� he said irritably.
�Well, how we going to sleep with that going on?� his wife demanded, not unreasonably. �Are they making love, or are they sore at each other, or are they just suffering down there?�
The floodgates of his pent-up wrath burst at that. It had been going on ever since they�d retired. He reared up with the violence of an earthquake, scattering the bedding all over the floor. He snatched up something from the floor, took two quick, slapping, barefooted steps over to the window, jerked it up, wound up his right arm like a big league pitcher, let fly into the obscured backyard five stories below.
His wife didn�t see what the object was in time to stop him. There was a complete lack of any answering impact or thud from below to show that the missile had found a mark. There was not even a hitch in the caterwauling. To Quinn�s inflamed ears it even seemed to take on an added derisive note, as though the felines were razzing him.
��cats!� he panted hoarsely. He jumped back to the bed again, stooped for the mate to what he�d flung the first time, returned to the window, and again wound up.
This time she saw what it was, tried to catch his arm in time, just missed as he let go.
�Tom!� she wailed. �Not your shoes! What�s the matter with you?�
There was as complete a lack of results as the first time. The heavy-soled object might have taken wings, gone up into the air instead of down, for all the sound of striking that reached them. The vocal pyrotechnics went on unabated.
�Well, that was a smart stunt!� his wife commented acidly. �How are you going to work tomorrow? In your stocking feet?�
His anger had turned to sheepishness, the way it does when a man has made a fool of himself. �I got another pair in the closet, haven�t I?� he defended himself.
�I don�t care, you�re not throwing a perfectly good pair of shoes out of the window like that! They cost ten dollars, with those special built-in arches for your flat feet! You go down there and bring them back.�
�At this hour?�
�You march down there and get them before one of the janitors picks them up in the morning!� she insisted.
He thrust a moth-eaten robe around him unwillingly, found a pair of carpet slippers, and started out, mumbling: �Didn�t even hear them hit anything. I�ve got an aim like a��
It was a full quarter of an hour before he came back. When he did, he looked more crestfallen, sheepish, than ever. His wife didn�t need to be told. She could see that his hands were empty. �I thought so!� she said scathingly. �Couldn�t find them, now could you?�
�I looked all around in both yards, ours and the next one over,� he said shamefacedly. �Not a sign of them anywhere.�
�They must be down there somewhere!� she insisted. �There hasn�t been anyone else down there. I�ve been watching from the window the whole time. Why didn�t you take that flashlight with you?�
�I lit matches,� he said. �I went over every square inch of those two yards, even climbed over the fence in my robe. They must have gone in somebody�s open window on one of the lower floors, on that side facing us.�
�Well then, why didn�t you ring their doorbells, find out for sure?�
�Wake people up at this hour, asking for my shoes? What kind of a sap d�you think I want them to take me for? They�d laugh in my face!� It was true; it was one of those things that the average man finds it strangely difficult to bring himself to do. He doesn�t mind appearing ridiculous to his wife, but with outsiders it�s a different matter.
�Well, don�t expect me to go down there and ask for them back for you,� she said. �You were the one threw them � now you can do without them! We�re so well off we can�t get away out of this awful heat, like most of the people that live around us, but you can afford to throw ten-dollar shoes out of the window.�
Tom Quinn was back in bed again. He looped the clothing around his upturned ear once more, not against the cats this time but against his wife�s reproaches � which he had a sneaking suspicion were well-earned.
He heard a good deal about it the next morning, more than he cared to. He went off to his work still tingling all over from her verbal thrusts and jabs. He expected to hear a good deal about it that evening when he returned, too, and in fact for several days to come. It would be a week before he heard the end of it. Not that Mrs. Quinn was a nagger � quite the opposite. She was cheerful and easy to get along with as a rule. The heat, which had been unabated for three weeks now, was probably telling on her. And then outside of that, he could see her point in this case. They were not well off, quite the reverse. Things had been getting worse for several years now with him, instead of better. His shoes, because of his arch deformity, were one of the largest items of expense they had. Unlike most couples, he paid twice as much for his as she did for hers. And the more he thought about the way he had thrown them away, the more childish and stupid he had to admit he�d been. So childish and stupid that it became doubly impossible for him to go around to the flats on the next street and make inquiries about them, or even have the janitor of his own building do it for him. The way the people were in this neighborhood, whoever had them would probably deny finding them, keep them � he tried to console himself. But it was no use.
He even toyed with the idea of buying himself a new pair, rubbing a little dust on them, and pretending to his wife that they were his former ones returned, to avoid being subjected to her sarcasm, but he found it impossible to do that because he didn�t have the necessary ten dollars to spare.
However, when he returned from work that evening expecting to hear quite a good deal more about those shoes and none of it complimentary, he found her opening remarks bewildering. She seemed to have no further complaint to make.
�Well,� she said admiringly, �I�m glad you had spunk enough to go around and demand them back, like I told you to. I really didn�t think you would.�
She pointed, and he saw the shoes there side by side on the floor, on a sheet of newspaper they�d been wrapped in.
She took it for granted it was his doing that they had been restored. �Guess you didn�t have time to come back upstairs with them yourself this morning, did you? You were late for work as it was,� she went on, answering her own question.
�Oh, then you didn�t see who brought them?� Quinn pumped.
�No, I found them standing out there at the door, wrapped up in paper, when I went out at noon. Funny they didn�t ring the bell and hand them over personally. Still, it was nice of them to go to all the trouble of climbing those four flights of stairs. Who had them?�
Quinn decided he might as well bask in her good opinion, even if he hadn�t earned it. The shoes were back, so what difference did it make? If he admitted it hadn�t been through him they were returned, she might start in criticizing him all over again. �Somebody across the way,� he said vaguely. That was undoubtedly the truth of the matter anyway, since they certainly hadn�t been able to do a boomerang loop in the air and fly in some window on this same side of the court.
She didn�t press him for further details.
He picked the shoes up and looked them over curiously, but they looked no different to his untrained eye than they had when he had taken them off last night and parked them under his bed. They needed a shine, but they had then too; he decided he�d celebrate their return by blowing them to one. He got about one shine a year, as a rule.
At the same time he was wondering how the mysterious person had known which flat to return them to. She�d turned on the light in the bedroom, he remembered, when he went down to look for them, and he supposed the finder had judged by that. But then why hadn�t they rung the bell when they were returning them and waited a minute to make sure they had the right party? Or for that matter, if they�d been awake at the time and seen the tell-tale lighted window, why hadn�t they called out to him then and there, while he was down there in the yard looking? Why wait until today?
The only explanation he could find for that was that they had been awake and had seen the window light up, but didn�t discover that the shoes were in the same room with them until today, in the daylight. Maybe they didn�t sleep in the room the shoes had landed in, therefore didn�t hear them tumble. Or if they did (and most people�s bedrooms were at the back in these flats), maybe the shoes had landed on a carpeted floor or in the seat of an overstuffed sofa. It was certainly uncanny that they had both passed through one and the same window, and avoided smashing the pane.
In any case, Quinn felt, the whole thing was too trivial, too unimportant one way or the other, to waste time wondering about. He�d miraculously gotten his shoes back, and that was all that mattered. By the following morning he and his wife had both practically forgotten the episode. By the following evening they definitely had. By the second morning after it was so completely erased that only direct mention of it could have brought it back into their minds, and they were the only ones who knew about it, so who else was to mention it to them?

The old frame house down near the waterfront had never held so many people since the day it was put up. It must have been a pleasant place fifty years before: trees overhanging the limpid water, cows grazing in the meadows on both sides of the river, little frame houses like this one dotting the banks here and there. It wasn�t a pleasant place any more: garbage scows, coal yards, the river a greasy gray soup. Dead-end blocks of decrepit tenements on one side of it, lumberyards and ice-plants and tall stacks on the other.
The house was set far back from the street, hemmed in by the blank walls that rose around it.
The inspector, who was a heavily-built man, looked doubtfully up at it as he stepped in under the warped porch-shed. �I hope I don�t put my foot in the wrong place and bring it tumbling down on top of us.�
�Living in a place like this was asking for it,� one of the men with him remarked. �A regular corner-pocket; it must be pitch-dark all the way back here at night.�
The house was bigger on the inside than it gave the impression of being from the front. They passed down a tunnel-like hall to a room at the back, which kept lighting up, bright blue, as though there were a short circuit in there. A couple of men lugging a camera came hustling out, nodded, and left, trailing an acrid odor of flashlight powder behind them.
The inspector went in, said: �So that�s him, eh?�
There was a man lying dead on the floor, with a section of clothesline wound around his neck. Although the activity going on all around stemmed from him, nobody was paying much attention to him any more. One of the detectives even stepped over him to save time getting from one side of the room to the other.
A pyramid of empty tin cans had toppled down in the corner. A terrified mouse darted out, around, and in again. Its long tail stayed visible between two of the cans, then vanished more slowly than the rest of it had.
The inspector said, �I�m only surprised it didn�t happen long ago.�
�He only went out once a month to buy canned goods. Never left the place outside of that. I guess that�s how he managed to stay alive as long as he did.�
�Well, he�s going out now and it ain�t to buy canned goods,� the inspector said. He called out into the hall: �Morgue! We don�t need him any more.� A couple of men waiting out there came in with a basket.
�How�d they get in, whoever it was?� the inspector wanted to know.
�Right there.� One of them indicated a wide-open window, facing the back. �The old guy would never open the front door for anyone of his own accord. Too suspicious. It was still locked on the inside when we got here, anyway. He must have left this window open a little on account of the awful heat. In came death.�
�Hidden hoard motive, like with all these recluses,� suggested the inspector. �Well, did they get it? How does it look to you men?�
A man riffling a sheaf of old papers, letters, and clippings through his fingers, and sneezing from the dust at intervals, spoke up. �I think they did get something. There�s not a sign of a bank book, safe deposit key, or memorandum of any investments anywhere around, and it�s a cinch he didn�t live on air. The storekeeper where he got his monthly groceries says he never showed up with anything smaller than a twenty-dollar bill. The large old-fashioned kind that don�t circulate any more.�
�How does he look?� asked the inspector crisply.
�Okay at first sight. He was the one notified us. You see, this Wontner had been buying from him so long, he knew just which day to expect him in. Always the first of the month. It never varied. So when he didn�t show, today being the day, the grocer came around and knocked, thinking the guy might be ill and need help. When he didn�t get any answer, he tipped off a cop.�
�It happened last night, the examiner tells me.�
�Yep, somewhere within the past twenty-four hours. The killer was unaware of Wontner�s habits, otherwise he could have timed it different and given himself a whole month�s head-start on us. By doing it last night, he cut himself down to within twenty-four hours� margin of safety. If it had happened tonight, after he got his groceries, no one would have been any the wiser for a whole thirty days to come. The guy was a complete hermit.�
�Well, they got his hoard, proof enough,� said the inspector. �Now one of the first things we want to watch out for is sudden signs of mysterious prosperity around here in the immediate neighborhood. They�ll lie low at first, think they�re smart, but they won�t be able to hold out for long. Anyone that breaks out in a new suit or starts dolling his wife up, or moves kind of sudden to a new flat, or starts setting them up for the boys down at the corner, we�ll keep our eyes open for that kind of thing.� He added abruptly, �Where�d the rope come from? Think that�ll do us any good?�
�No, we�ve already traced it. He picked it up right out in back here. Wontner used to hang his shirts on it to dry.�
The inspector went over to the open window, peered out. Something like a high-powered lightning bug was flashing on and off around the side of the house, where there was a narrow chasm between it and the warehouse wall that towered over it. �Who�s out there?� he asked.
�Bob White, digging for worms.�
The gleam went out, and a man in horn-rimmed glasses, his collar open and his necktie-knot pulled nearly around to his shoulder to lessen the heat, came up to the outside of the window.
�Just in time, inspector,� he said. �I�ve got a beauty out here, a pip! Come on out and take a look.�
Bob White didn�t look much like a detective. He suggested a college student of the post-war generation, of the earnest, not frivolous, variety; not so much because of a youthful appearance as because of an air of enthusiasm and seriousness combined. His mates pretended to laugh at him, and they secretly admired him.
The inspector went out onto the plot of ground behind the house, littered with empty tin cans and rubbish discarded over a period of years by the murdered eccentric. The others came out after him one by one, trying to look disinterested and not succeeding.
Bob White beckoned them on, turned back into the narrow alleyway running through to the front. �Stay on that plank I�ve laid down there, will you, fellows?� he suggested. �There�s a few fainter ones back along here, and you may want more than one. But this one � zowie!�
He stopped and pointed. The others craned their necks over the inspector�s shoulders; the hindmost one squatted down frog-like and stuck his head out from behind them all.
�There�s either a drain- or water-pipe somewhere close under the surface here. It must be defective from age, and keeps the ground damp above it. Now look at that, right in the middle of it! What more could any of you ask for?�
The footprint was crystal clear as his torch played caressingly over it.
�The thing�s over, before it�s even halfway begun.� The inspector didn�t waste any more time. �Hurry up. Phone the lab to get some guys up here with moulage and take the impression of it. We can build the whole man up out of that thing. We�ll know what he looks like and everything about him by the time we�re through. This is as good as a photograph.�
�He made it when he was leaving,� Bob White pointed out. �Not on his way in. The toe�s pointed out toward the street. He was lucky the first time, missed the soggy patch. His feet landed on the hard stubbly ground before and after it. But his luck didn�t hold up on the return trip; his foot came right down smack in the middle of it.�
The inspector said grimly, �His luck�s run out now � whoever he is.�

�You can quote me,� said the inspector, bouncing a pencil up and down on its point atop his desk, �that we are confident of making an arrest shortly. The case is proceeding satisfactorily. And now, gents, if you�ll excuse me, I�ll get back to my work.�
�Aw, inspector, can�t you do better by us than that?� one of the reporters whined. �That�s the same old gag.�
�Now boys, don�t be hogs. I�ll send for you when I�ve got something more for you. Don�t slam the door on your way out.�
When they�d shoved their copy paper into their pockets and gone, he picked up his desk phone, asked for the police laboratory.
�How�s that mold coming along?�
�It�s come through pretty. I�m sending you over a sketch of the man we reconstructed from it.�
�Good. I�ll have it photostated and pass it around among my men.�
�Here are some of the details. The man you want is five foot ten, weight around one hundred seventy-five or eighty. He takes a nine shoe. He�s flat-footed; this shoe has a special built-in arch, a sort of steel rib between the heel and toe to give him support. You know, cantilever principle. That should narrow it down immensely; the firms that sell those things usually keep a list of their customers, like a doctor does patients. His occupation is sedentary; doesn�t do much walking or even standing � the heel is hardly worn down at all. Look for some kind of a white-collar worker.�
�You�ve practically handed him to me on a silver platter,� said the inspector gratefully.
A messenger had arrived with the sketch and the plaster mold in twenty minutes. Photostatic copies of the former were ready within half an hour after that. The inspector called the men he�d detailed to the case in and handed one to each.
�There�s the man,� he said. �The facial features have been left out, but study the silhouette, the build, and carriage. All we need to know now is his name and present whereabouts. I want every one of you to go to a different firm specializing in arch-support shoes, check the customers on record by the measurements on this sketch; they may be able to identify him for you by the shoe alone. If he got those shoes in this city, we�ll know who he is inside the next twenty-four hours. And even if he didn�t, we�ll have him inside a week at the most. Give me that classified directory. I�ll detail you. Keller, you take them down to the E�s, Easy-Walk Shoes, Incorporated. Michaels�� And so on.
Within five minutes he was sitting alone in his office. It was now forty-eight hours after the discovery of the murder.
Bob White had drawn the S�s to the Z�s. He phoned in at about five. �I�ve got him, inspector,� he said. �Second place on my list. Supporta Shoes. They keep a litmus-paper graph of the shape of the customer�s foot, to keep track of any improvement as he goes along. It matches our shoe-print like a hand does a glove. No possibility of error. But the salesman was almost able to identify him from the sketch, without that, anyway. Now here�s what their records have to say: Thomas J. Quinn. Thirty-eight years old. Height five-ten. Weight one hundred and seventy. Occupation, bookkeeper for a millinery concern.� White paused, then gave an address. �They keep a complete record, you see, go into it scientific, even take X-rays of the foot and all that. Bought his current pair late last spring. Grouses a lot about the expense each time, to the best of the salesman�s recollection.�
�Well, that�s another little nail in his coffin.� The inspector was jubilant. �He lives just a little farther away than I�d expected, but well within the radius of opportunity to soak up neighborhood gossip about the old miser, and also temptation to commit it. Five blocks west and one north of where Wontner lived. Ten minutes� walk, even for a guy with flat feet.� He finished jotting, closed his notebook. �Great, White. I�ll call the rest in. Meanwhile you get over there quick. If he�s lit out already, report in to me immediately and we�ll send out an alarm. If he�s still there, keep your eye on him. Don�t let him out of your sight. I�m not pulling him in right away. I�m going to keep him under observation a little while yet, see if any of the miser�s hoard shows up. We�ve got him now, so we don�t need to be in a hurry. The stronger the case we can build up against him, the less work it is for us in the end.�

Quinn came in pale and shaken. His wife could tell at a glance something had happened to him. It was more than just his feet troubling him again.
�Tom, what�s wrong?� she said anxiously. �You look all white and disturbed! You haven�t � you haven�t lost your position, have you?� She caught him by the sleeve, stared up into his face.
�No, thank heaven,� he said, but almost absently, as though whether he had or not didn�t matter so much any more. He glanced behind him at the door through which he had just come in, as though fearful of having been followed. He stammered, �I... I been like dazed since it happened. I can�t believe it. It�s like a dream. You hear and read about things like that happening, but I never thought it would happen to me.�
He was fumbling agitatedly with his coat. He gave another of those looks behind him at the door. Then he brought something out of his inside pocket, tossed it down on the table before them for her to see.
She said, �What is it?� looking from him to it, and from it to him.
�You can see what it is,� he answered shortly. It was black and oblong. It was a wallet. �Look inside it,� he added almost fearfully.
She did. Then her own face paled a little, like his. They�d been so down-and-out for such a long time, they�d had to do without so many things for so many years now � �Tom!� she said.
�Two thousand and ten dollars,� he said. �I counted it just now, on the stairs outside. I was afraid to count it � where I first found it, afraid somebody�d see me. All the way home I expected to feel someone�s hand drop heavily on my shoulder, hear somebody say �Give that back to me � it�s mine!� � He wiped his sleeve across his damp brow, glanced apprehensively at the door again.
�But how � where�?�
�Sh!� he warned. �Talk lower. Somebody living in the house might hear you from outside. If they knew we had that much money in here... I was coming up the subway steps and � and you know how the ground�s on a level with your eyes before you get all the way to the top. Maybe that�s how I happened to see it. There were plenty of people walking past it, but they weren�t looking down, I guess. They were so thick around it, maybe that�s why none of them had a chance to see it. The man in front of me, his foot kicked it a little way and he never even felt anything, never looked down to see what it was. I reached for it, took a quick peep, and I could tell right away there was more than fifty or a hundred in it. I looked around, and no one seemed to be looking for anything they�d dropped, so I slipped it in my pocket and I��
She was examining it hurriedly. Not the money now, the wallet itself. �Nothing,� she said. �Not a scrap of paper, not a card, not an initial, to show whom it belongs to!�
�No,� he assented eagerly, �that�s just the way it was when I picked it up. No marks of identification.�
She gave him a peculiar searching look, as though asking herself if he were telling the truth or not; whether there really hadn�t been any tokens of ownership to begin with, or whether he had purposely removed them, done away with them, to give himself an excuse for not returning it.
He was saying raptly, �We can get all the things we�ve always wanted, now. Just think, Annie.�
�But Tom, it belongs to someone. We can�t just appropriate it. Oh, if it were a matter of twenty dollars or even fifty, all right, there wouldn�t be so much harm to it. But not this amount of money, not two thousand dollars.�
�Sh! Pipe down, I tell you,� he warned, with another of those looks at the door. �D�you have to broadcast it?� Perhaps it was his conscience speaking and not he; the knowledge that he wasn�t really entitled to the money.
She lowered her voice, but went on: �It may be some poor soul�s life-savings, for all we know. It may be an emergency fund; it may mean the difference between life and death. We don�t know what it was for. We have no right to spend it. My conscience wouldn�t let me.�
�What should I have done?� he demanded indignantly. �Left it lying there � for the next one to pick up and appropriate, that has no more right to it than I have?�
�No, I don�t say that,� she conceded. �But about spending it � that�s another matter entirely.�
�How we going to notify the owner, even if we wanted to? There�s no mark on it to show who it belongs to.�
She was handling the money now. �You can tell it�s been scraped together over a period of years, wasn�t just drawn out of a bank,� she commented ruefully. �Some of them are those old-fashioned large-sized bills you don�t see any more. He � or she � must have kept it by them all along, added to it little by little. That only makes it worse, don�t you see, Tom? Some poor hardworking man or woman, alone in the world � illness or something. Maybe it was needed in a hurry, they came out with it on their person � and now where are they?�
�Ah, don�t be so sloppy,� he said crossly. �There�s just as much chance it was some well-to-do no-good, who carries that much around for spending-money and will never miss it.�
�No,� she said firmly. �Not in this kind of a wallet. Plain, cheap, turning green with age, and it�s not even real leather.�
She had him there. He flared up unreasonably, at the ethical obstacles she was putting in the way of his enjoyment of it. Almost anyone would have resented it, probably. �So what do you want me to do with it? Go round to the police and turn it in? They�re as big a bunch of grafters as anyone else. How do we know they won�t divide it up among themselves and pocket it?�
He didn�t really think that, and she knew it. He was just saying it as an excuse. �That�s really what you ought to do,� she said mildly. But he could tell she wasn�t going to insist, if he didn�t want to. She was only human. She would have liked to have the use of the money just as much as he, only she had more scruples. �Then if no one showed up to claim it, after a certain length of time, they�d turn it back to us. It would be rightfully ours.�
�Well, I�m damned if I�m going to!� he said stubbornly. �I need a break once in awhile as well as the next guy, and I�m going to give myself one!�
�Mark my words, Tom,� she said sorrowfully, �we won�t have any luck if we help ourselves to that money without at least giving the owner a chance to claim it. I�m funny that way. I have a feeling it�ll bring us misery. Call it feminine intuition, if you want to.�
Then, taking pity at the disappointment that showed plainly on his face, she suggested a compromise. Women are good at compromises. �All right, I�ll tell you what we�ll do. We�ll keep it here with us intact, say for a week. We�ll watch the lost-and-found ads in the papers. If there�s no mention made of its loss at the end of that time, we�ll consider it ours to do with as we want.�
His face brightened immediately at that. He was probably thinking there was not much danger of anyone who had lost currency, actual cash, on a crowded city street, being optimistic enough to advertise for its return. That would be just throwing good money after bad. If it had been jewelry or even negotiable securities, that would have been another matter. They wouldn�t advertise for money.
�Okay,� he agreed, �that�s a bargain.�
He found a good hiding-place for it � the cardboard box his Supporta shoes had originally come in, full of tissue paper, down on the floor of the clothes closet. Who would look for anything valuable in an old shoe-box? His wife did not examine it a second time after he had once put it in; she had seen him put it in, wallet and all, at the time. If she had looked later, she would have found the money there but the wallet strangely missing. The sole connecting link with its former ownership was gone. Tom Quinn was loading the dice in his own favor, or thought he was. But it�s the gods who do the casting.
The next day, which was the earliest it could possibly have been advertised for, he brought home the evening paper with him as usual. But she could tell just by the sanguine look on his face that he�d already taken a peek at the lost-and-found section and � much to his relief � had failed to find the item. He�d probably been very much afraid he would.
Quinn�s wife was a scrupulous woman, however. �All the papers, Tom,� she insisted, �not just one,� and sent him out again to the corner newsstand.
He came back with a whole sheaf of papers tucked under his arm. It wasn�t in any of them.
A law of increasing returns, so to speak, was working in their favor. If it wasn�t published the first day after the loss, it was far less likely to show up the second day. And if it wasn�t in by the second day, the chances of its being in the third day were almost non-existent. And so on. In other words, it would have been advertised for almost immediately � or not at all.
It wasn�t in the second day either. She made him scan all other parts of the papers as well, in search of a possible small filler or news-item dealing with a report of its loss to the police. There wasn�t that either.
Emboldened, mentally keeping his fingers crossed, he began to talk tentatively of the things they were going to get. �I haven�t had a new suit in five years. I�d like to be able to stick things in my pocket without having them drop through to the ground.�
She tried conscientiously to keep to the spirit of their bargain. �Now wait, don�t count your chickens before they�re hatched � just let�s make sure first.� But her heart wasn�t in the job of squelching him.
It wasn�t in the third day either. He was wearing down her resistance now. �There�s that Fall coat you�re needing, Annie; you could get one with a fur collar. We could get a radio, too.�
She tried to keep the shine out of her eyes. �We could move out of this crummy place, to a better neighborhood � live like real people for a change.� She went over to the window, parted the curtains, peered discontentedly down. �I�m so sick of the sight of that dingy street down there! Baby-carriages. Fire-escapes. Some loafer or other always standing in a doorway sizing you up every time you come and go. There�s one across the way there who hasn�t budged for hours.�
He was too busy building air castles to pay attention to what she was saying.
It wasn�t in the fourth day either.
�There�s no use waiting any more, Annie,� he coaxed, when they got through examining the assorted newspapers on the table. �They don�t advertise half a week after a thing is lost. They do it right away or not at all. We�ve played fair. We�ve waited. Come on, what do you say? Let�s get started.�
She gave in reluctantly, but she gave in. Her qualms weren�t downed without an effort, but they were downed. �All right, Tom,� she said slowly. �I guess they�ve given it up for lost by now, whoever they are. I still feel funny about it. I only hope it doesn�t bring us misfortune. But all right � if you say so.�
�Thatta girl!� he cried, and he slapped her delightedly on the shoulder, as he got up and went toward the closet where the shoe-box was.
Fortune�s smile was a crooked one, just then.
They subtracted a tenth of the money, two hundred, and divided that evenly between them. Then they each went on a separate buying spree the next day, because Quinn had to work until five, couldn�t get off any earlier. He got back to the flat after she did. She couldn�t see him at first, just a pyramid of cardboard boxes coming in the door. Behind them, when he�d set them down, he was resplendent in a complete new outfit from head to foot � or rather ankles. His shoes alone remained unchanged; they were too much like a medical prescription for there to be any kick in buying new ones. But everything else was brand-new � hat, suit, shirt, tie, socks.
�I picked out a radio too, a beaut, made a down payment on it.� He chuckled. �I unloaded all those old-style large bills on them everywhere I went, weeded them out. They�re too bulky. I didn�t want to be bothered with them.�
She showed him her acquisitions. The goose hung high. �I treated myself to a permanent, went for the whole works. Oh, Tom, isn�t it a wonderful feeling, to be able to spend what you please? The hair-wave must have made me look good, all right. Some lizard or other followed me all the way home, right up to the very door. I couldn�t shake him off. He didn�t try to come up to me or anything, but I know I�m not mistaken.�
He smiled tolerantly. Just like a woman; probably it was only her imagination.
�Oh � and most important of all! I found a new apartment, and paid a deposit on it. Way over across town. Elevator, steam heat and everything. The moving men are coming the first thing in the morning.�
�Well, we haven�t much time, in that case. Let�s start packing, so we�ll be ready for the van when it gets here.�
They were very happy as they started to dismantle their old home. He was whistling, shirtsleeves rolled up, as he dropped things into a pair of old valises in the middle of the room. She was humming as she went around taking things out of drawers and cupboards.
There was a knock at the door. Sepulchral, knell-like. They both stopped, looked at each other. �The transfer company must have misunderstood me; I distinctly told them to come in the morning, not�� She went over and opened the door, and a man walked past her into the middle of the room. Then another man, then a third. They didn�t have aprons, or sleeve-guards, or truckmen�s caps.
�You�re Thomas J. Quinn, aren�t you?� It wasn�t a question.
Quinn nodded, whitened a little at the way it was said. He straightened, let the armful of things he had been holding slide down into the open valise.
�You�re under arrest for murder!�
And the whole bottom seemed to fall out of the world, and leave the two of them suspended there.

�But I don�t even know who. How could I when I don�t even know who?� Huddled there on a chair in the back room at dawn, he�d been saying that hopelessly, at intervals, all night long.
�You don�t know who?� The inspector spoke quietly. They had too good a case, too perfect a case against him, to have to bother with a third degree. That almost always reacted in court, anyway; all a lawyer had to do was whisper �police brutality� to prejudice a jury in favor of a defendant. �Then why did you buy a copy of every single evening paper published in the city, three nights running, if not to follow the developments of the case? Find out when it was cool enough to spend the money that was burning a hole in your pocket.�
�But I�ve told you what I wanted the papers for. I�ve told you how I came into possession of the money.�
�You expect us to believe that? A twelve-year-old kid could think up a better alibi than that. Found it on the street, did you? Then why didn�t you turn it over to us? Where�s the wallet you say you found it in? Now you listen to me, Quinn. I�ve been on the police force thirty-five years. I�ve sent some beauties in for indictment. But I never yet in all that time � are you listening?�� I never yet got hold of such an airtight unbeatable case as we�ve got on you. Yes, you can well get pale. I�m not saying it just to frighten you. Why, the very place the money was found is � is a kind of poetic justice. It went around in a circle. Your shoes betrayed you to us and when we traced them there was the money in the very box they came in. Yes, you unloaded nearly every one of the large-size bills, but you might as well have handed them direct to us. We�ve impounded every single one of them.�
�My shoes,� Quinn groaned. �You keep saying my shoes. All night long you keep saying my shoes.� He closed his eyes and put his fists up beside them. �How could they go where I�ve never gone? How could they leave a print where I�ve never put my foot? I�m telling you again, gentlemen, like I told you at midnight when you dragged me to that awful place, like I�ll tell you with my dying breath � I never saw that house before, I never set eyes on it before, I never walked there, I�ve never been within blocks of it.�
The inspector said, almost compassionately: �Don�t lie, Quinn. You can�t get around those shoes of yours.�
The suspect half rose from his chair, as if in intolerable rebellion. One of the detectives put out a hand, pressed him back again.
He kept shaking his head helplessly. �There�s something about my shoes I gotta remember � and I can�t! Something I gotta remember � and I don�t know what it is! I can�t think straight, there�s so many of you around me, you�ve got me so scared and rattled. It�s such a little bit of a thing, but if I could only remember��
�I�ll tell you something to remember about them!� said the inspector stonily. �Remember this about them: that they�ve walked you straight into the electric chair!� He swept the unsigned confession impatiently aside. �Take him out, boys. He�s such a goner there�s no reason why we even have to waste our time on him. Darrow himself couldn�t get him off this.�
Quinn lurched from the room, half-supported by two of the detectives. He was still mumbling dazedly, as the door closed after him, �Something I gotta remember � something I gotta remember��
�Bring her in,� said the inspector.
Bob White, who was taking part in the questioning, asked: �What are you going to do with her, hold her as an accessory?�
�I suppose we�ll have to, the way she backs him up on every flimsy statement. I�ll tell you frankly, though, I�d rather not if I could avoid it. If anything could weaken our case against him, it would be sending her up for trial along with him. You see, she�s not the type. She�s so honest and respectable to look at � oh, I know that don�t mean a thing in one way, and yet in another it does. She�ll draw sympathy, and automatically he�ll get the benefit of some of it. If I could be sure she wasn�t in on it, innocently swallowed the cock-and-bull story he told her about where the money came from, I�d take a chance and let her go, just concentrate on him.�
White said, �I found a rosary among her belongings when I cased the flat. If you�re a believer in psychology, I know a simple way to find out for sure whether she was in on it with him or not.�
�I�ll take a chance. What is it?�
�It�s half-past six now. Turn her loose, with a tail on her of course. I�ll be able to tell you within half an hour, by seven, whether she�s involved or he did it without her knowledge.�
�We�ll give it a spin.�
Mrs. Quinn came in in custody of a police matron. She wasn�t crying any more now. Her face was white and haggard with the horror of this unspeakable thing that had suddenly dropped out of the clouds on the two of them.
�Sit down, Mrs. Quinn,� said the inspector, in a more considerate voice than he had used toward her husband.
She spoke first, without waiting for him. �Won�t you believe me that he couldn�t have, that he hasn�t been out of the house at that hour for years � never since I can remember?� she said in a low, pleading voice. �You say it happened at four in the morning. He�s been asleep in the same room with me at that hour every night � not once, not once��
�Just let me ask you one question, Mrs. Quinn,� interrupted the inspector crisply. �Have you always, invariably, every night, been awake yourself at four in the morning?�
The answer was so muffled, those in the room could barely hear it. �Seldom � hardly ever.� Her head drooped downward.
�Then how do you know he�s always been in the room with you at that time? Let�s pick a night at random. Let�s pick the night of August fourth.�
She raised a stricken face. She didn�t have to answer. They could tell. She couldn�t remember, couldn�t differentiate that night; all their nights and all their days were so much alike, it was blurred. It was gone beyond hope of recapture, with nothing to distinguish it by, to get a grip on it by, to separate it from the rest.
�You can go home, Mrs. Quinn,� said the inspector abruptly. One of his men had to open the door to get her to move, she was so dazed. As she went out the inspector raised his thumb out of his clasped hands, at Bob White.
White called back in a quarter of an hour. �She�s out of it, inspector. You can rely on that.�
�How do you know?�
�She went straight from the precinct-house to seven o�clock mass, to pray for him in his trouble. She�s in the church right now. Not even the most hardened criminal would have nerve enough to do that, if there was any guilt on his own conscience. I had her typed right.�
�Good,� said the inspector. �Then the release becomes bona fide. Come on in again. I�m glad she�s out of it. She won�t blur the issue now. He hasn�t got a Chinaman�s chance.�

Quinn was booked at eleven that same morning and bound over for the grand jury. It sat immediately after Labor Day, that is to say, within a month of the time the murder had been committed. The footprint-mold, the actual shoes, the testimony of the clerk who had sold them to Quinn; that of Wontner�s grocer as to the kind of bills he had always received in payment from the old man, that of the clothing and radio salesmen and the renting agent as to the kind they had received from Quinn within a week of the murder, were more than it needed. It was a circumstantial case without a peer. He was indicted for murder in the first degree and trial was set for the following month, October.
When it came up on the calendar, the lawyer appointed by the court to defend him told him openly, in his cell: �I have taken this case at the court�s order, but I cannot save you, Quinn. Do you know what can save you, what the only thing is? You have one chance in a thousand, and this is it: If you are telling me the truth � and bear in mind that if � and actually found that wallet where you say you did, just outside the exit kiosk of the Brandon Avenue subway station, at or around six P.M. on August 5th, there is a slim chance, a ghost of a chance and no more, that the person who lost it will recognize the circumstances through the publicity it will receive at the trial, and step forward at the last minute to corroborate you. Even if he does, that is by no means sure-fire, you understand, but it is the only ray there is for you. I am going to pound and hammer and dwell on the time and place of your finding it every time I open my mouth, throughout the trial, but it�s still a thousand-to-one shot. The person may be far away by now, where local news (and this trial of yours is after all not big-time) won�t carry. He may have died in the meantime. He may not have been in lawful possession of the money himself at the time, and hence may be afraid to step forward and identify it.�
He looked narrowly at the indicted man, lidded his eyes suggestively. �He may never have existed at all. You�re the loser, if he didn�t. If there ever was a wallet, and you destroyed it as you say you did, that more than anything else sealed your doom.�
�I tell you I did! I was obsessed with the idea of keeping the money for myself, wanted to make it as difficult for it to be successfully identified as I could. I cut the wallet up into little pieces with a razor blade, without my wife�s knowledge, and next day when I went to work I threw the pieces into successive waste-receptacles I passed on the street, a few at a time. I thought I was smart, I thought I was clever!�
Irony. He had once been afraid the rightful owner would put in an appearance, and he would lose the money. Now he was afraid that he wouldn�t, and he would lose his life.
Crouched there on the cell bunk, he lowered his head resignedly. �I used to think, in the beginning, the first few days after I was arrested, that there was something I could tell them about my shoes that would have cleared me, or given me a fighting chance at least. Gee, what torture it was, trying to think what it could be, never able to! I nearly went crazy, racking my brains. Now I know better. I don�t try for it any more. It wouldn�t come to me at this late day if it didn�t then. I guess I was mistaken.�
�I guess,� said the lawyer dryly, �you were.�

�Was the defendant � that�s that man sitting there � a regular customer of yours at the corner where you keep your shoe-shine box, Freddy?�
�Him? Naw! He lived right down the block. He passed me twice a day coming and going, and he never got a shine for years. You coulda wrote your name on his kicks, the dust was always so thick. I gave up paging him long ago. Then one day in August he comes up to me of his own accord for a work-out. I nearly keeled over.� (Laughter.)
�Can you tell the court anything in particular about that shine, Freddy?�
�I can tell �em he needed it.� (Laughter.) �It was so long since he had one last he thought the price was still a nickel, didn�t even know we organized and went up to a dime.� (Laughter.)
�Anything else, Freddy? Can you remember anything about his shoes, outside of the fact they needed polishing badly?�
�They had steel beams underneath �em. One of �em was so ganged-up with dry mud or clay, not on top, but underneath, that it kept dropping off and getting in my way, so finally I took me a knife and scraped it clean for him.�
�Your witness.�
�No questions.�

�Exactly where did you find this wallet, Mr. Quinn?�
�Just outside the street exit of the Brandon Avenue subway station, the uptown side.�
�What date?�
�Wednesday, August 5th.�
Remark from the bench: �The defendant and his counsel needn�t shout so. They�re perfectly audible all over the room.�
�What time of day was it?�
�Around six in the evening.�
�Take the witness.�
�Just two questions, Quinn. A subway station at six in the evening, you say. Was there a very large crowd around you or was there not?�
�There was a � pretty large crowd around me.�
�What is this I am holding in the palm of my hand, Quinn?�
�I can�t tell. You�re standing too far away.�
�I shouldn�t be, for anyone with normal eyesight. Is your sight defective or isn�t it? Answer my question!�
�I�m � nearsighted.�
�And yet you and you alone, out of all those people coming up the subway stairs, the majority of whom must have had unimpaired eyesight � you and you alone were the one to see this wallet. The State rests its case.�

�Well, we didn�t get a nibble,� the lawyer said bitterly to Quinn in his cell, while the jury was out. �Every day since the trial first started, at least once a day, I made a point of emphasizing where and when you found that wallet, how much was in it, what it looked like. No one, not even a fake, popped up, hoping to get his hands on the money. That would have been something, created a certain effect of probability for us at least. Now it�s too late. It�s over. He won�t step forward now any more. Because he never existed anyway, except in your own imagination. If I wanted to explain how I got hold of a certain sum of money, I would have been more clever about it.�
Quinn said dismally, �But the truth is never clever. This was the truth.�
�Here he comes to bring you back again. They must have agreed already. Twelve-and-a-half minutes, by my watch! I don�t have to go in there with you. I can tell you what it�s going to be right now before I even hear it, when they�re out such a short time.�
�I�m like a dreamer dreaming a dream,� Quinn said as the court attendant unlocked the cell gate, �and I never seem to wake up.�

�We have, your honor. We find the defendant guilty of murder in the first degree.�
�I sentence you to death in the electric chair, in the week beginning December 26th, said sentence to be carried out by the warden of the State Prison at��
�My shoes! I gotta remember something about my shoes! Oh, somebody help me, help me to remember! I don�t want to die!�

Bob White, homeward bound on Christmas Eve, the collar of his ulster turned up around his stinging ears, met a cop he knew by sight, hustling a seedy-looking individual with silvery stubble on his face along in custody. The prisoner was not guilty of an important infraction, White could tell that by the willingness the arresting officer showed to linger and exchange a word or two with him, cold as it was. Their breaths were white nebulae floating from their mouths.
�This is a hell of a night to be running anyone in,� White kidded. �What�s he done?�
�It�s that old Wontner place, down near the river, on my beat. Him and every other vag for miles around have been pulling it apart for weeks, carting it away piece by piece for firewood. Every time we board it up they bust in all over again and carry off some more of it. They been warned time and again to stay away from there, and now we�re cracking down. I�ve got strict orders from my captain to bring any of �em in I catch doing it from now on.�
�That place still standing?� said White in surprise. �I thought it was pulled down long ago. I was on that case. The guy gets the jolt sometime right this week, I think.�
The old stumblebum, stamping his feet fretfully on the frosty ground, whined: �Aw, hurry up and take me to the lock-up where it�s warm!� He delivered an impatient kick at the cop�s ankle to spur him on.
The latter jolted, lifted him nearly clear of the ground by the scruff of the neck, shook him wrathfully like a terrier. �Warm, is it, eh? I�ll make it warm for ye, I will!� He complained to White: �It�s all week long I�ve been doing this. There�ll be another one at it by the time I get back.�
�I�ll go down there, keep an eye on it for you till you get back,� the detective offered. �May as well. I got nothing to go home for on Christmas Eve anyway. Just four walls and a hatrack.�
�The pleasure�s all yours,� said the cop. He and his wriggling prisoner went zigzagging up the street one way, White turned down the other toward the bleak wintry waterfront, wondering what impulse was making him go near such a place on such a night of all nights. He�d heard of murderers revisiting the scene of their crimes, but never detectives.
It was a cavernous maw of inky blackness between the enshrouding warehouse-walls. His torch scarred the frozen ground before him as he sauntered idly up to it. He shifted the light upward against the face of the building itself when he got in close enough. It had looked bad enough that day last August when they came here to find Wontner�s murdered body, but it had been a mansion then compared to the shape it was in now. He could understand the cop�s exhausted patience with the neighborhood vandals. The porch-shed and porch-flooring before the door had disappeared in their entirety. There wasn�t a pane of glass left in the windows. The door was gone too, and so were the window-frames and casings. Even the very boards that the police had nailed across the apertures had been ripped out again.
He went around to the back, through that passageway where he had found the damning footprint. It was worse, if anything, back there; the vandals had been able to work with less danger of discovery from the street.
In the dead silence, while he stood there gazing ruefully at the ruin, he heard a scuttling sound somewhere inside. Rats, probably, alarmed by the penetrating rays of his torch through the fissures of the loosened clapboards. Something fell heavily, with a tinny thud, rolled restlessly, finally quieted again.
Rats undoubtedly, but he was just policeman enough to decide to go in and take a look, for the luck of it. He hadn�t intended to until now, taking it for granted Donlan, whose beat it was on, had everything under control.
He made his entrance through the gaping back door, picked clean of every impediment; he advanced weaving his torch slowly downward before him, not through caution so much as to make sure of his footing. It was a highly necessary precaution. In the room where they had found Wontner, whole sections of the flooring had been pulled up bodily, laying bare the skeletal cross-beams underneath. You could look right down through them, in places, to some kind of a sub-cellar or basement. The sound came again, from down there. Whisk! Whisht! And then a clinking, like chains. More of that loose rolling.
He advanced a cautious step or two out along one of the denuded cross-beams, like a tightrope-walker; aimed his torch downward through the interstices. There was a flurry of agitated scampering beneath. Sure, rats. The place was alive with them, crawling with them. It was a menace to the vicinity. The Board of Health should have done something about pulling the wreck down. Red tape, he supposed. But if kids ever got in here in the daytime and started playing around�
A gray torpedo-shaped object scurried by underneath, plainly visible in the attenuated pool of light cast by his torch. A second one followed, hesitated midway, turned back again. His gorge rose involuntarily.
He did something wrong. Maybe the slight motion of his head, following their movements down there, was enough to throw him off-balance. Maybe the rotted plank had just been waiting for the excuse to crumble. There was a bang, a sickening sagging, and he shot forward and down, legs out before him, like a kid riding a banister-rail. A lot of dust and junk came down around him.
It wasn�t much of a fall, six feet at the most. And the place underneath wasn�t bricked or cemented, just hard-packed earth; more like a shallow dugout or trough than an actual cellar. Perhaps excavated by hand by Wontner over a period of years, the soil carted away a little at a time. He was lucky. His torch, spun into a loop by the fall, came down after him, miraculously failed to go out. It rocked there a few feet away, casting a foreshortened eye of light. He quickly snatched it up again, got to his feet. It lessened the grisliness of the situation a little. The redoubled rustling all around him, the imagined feel of loathsome squirming bodies directly under him. He let out a yell; anyone would have. Stood there sweeping the light all around him in a circle, to keep them back.
Their frightened darts in and out of the radius of his light seemed like vicious sorties and retreats. He expected to be attacked at any minute, and knew if one did, all would follow. The shadows were lousy with them all around him. There was that clinking again, and something cylindrical rolled against his foot. He jumped spasmodically, whipped his torchbeam down at it. It was only a can, dislodged by one of the rodents in its scampering.
He snatched it up to use as a missile, poised it in his right hand, sighted the torch in his left. It caught one out midway across the earthen floor. He let fly with an involuntary huff of repulsion. The can struck it squarely, stunned it. He grabbed up a second can � the place was strewn with them � and sent that at it to finish it off. Instead the can struck the first one and split open. The top shot up, as though it had been crudely soldered by hand under the paper label. The rat, recovering, side-wound off again with a broken back or something.
White forgot it and the rest of the rats, forgot where he was, forgot to shout up for help. He just stood there staring at what lay revealed within the pool of light. Not shriveled, spoiled food, but a tightly-rolled bone-shaped wad of money was peering from the burst can.
What attracted Donlan, the cop, inside from the street sometime later was the sound White was making shattering can after can down there with a large rock.
�It�s me,� White said, when the second torch peered down on him through the shattered floor-beams. �I fell through. Watch your own step up there.�
Donlan said, �Watcha got?�
�I�ve got ninety-two thousand dollars � so far � out of old tin cans down here, and there�s still more to go. Gimme a hand up, quick! Don�t you see, that guy couldn�t have done it after all. Because this is the hoard, down here, still intact � not that two thousand we nabbed him with!�

�Not at all,� contradicted the inspector flatly in his office when they�d returned there with the one-hundred-and-fifteen thousand that had come to light. �It proves he didn�t get Wontner�s hoard, and that�s all it does prove. It doesn�t prove he didn�t commit the murder, not by a damn sight! We missed this cache ourselves, didn�t we? And we had whole days to turn it up in. He only had a few hours, from four until daylight. It took the vandals� depredations and an accidental fall on your part to lay this sub-cellar bare. There are any number of ways of getting around it. He may have been frightened away before he had time to search the premises thoroughly. Or he may have searched thoroughly and still failed to find it. Or he may have been contented with the two thousand he found out in the open, been misled into thinking that was all the old bird had, and not troubled to search any further.�
He smoothed the large old-fashioned bills into some semblance of symmetry. �This still don�t get around that shoe-print, White, or that sudden burst of extravagance within a week after Wontner�s death. You�re overlooking a few things. Quite a few.�
�Sorry,� White said stubbornly, �I�m sold on it that we�ve sent the wrong man up for it. You mean you�re going to let him go to his death Thursday night, after this has come to light?�
�I�m most certainly notifying the District Attorney�s office at once of what we�ve found. It�s in their hands, not mine. I�m just a police officer. But I know how these things work. This�ll never get him a new trial, if that�s what you think. This isn�t new evidence, not by any manner of means. This is only evidence that he didn�t get what he was after. I doubt they�ll even grant him a postponement of execution on it.�
White flared hotly, �Then it�s going to be the worst case of a miscarriage of justice in years! It�s going to be legal murder, that�s what! You can�t see the forest for the trees, all of you! Footprints, a few old-fashioned bills, a shoeshine; where does any of that stack up against this? He was sent up on a circumstantial case entirely, and nothing else but. It was a good case, I�m not saying it wasn�t. But this, what we�ve found here, was supposed to be the whole mainspring of it. Where is the case now? It hasn�t got a foundation. It�s just a lot of disconnected little coincidences floating around in the air!�
�Then if you feel that way about it,� said the inspector coldly, �and I must say that I don�t agree with you, apart from the fact that it�s none of your business any longer��
�It�s certainly my business!� shouted the detective. �I don�t want that man�s blood on my conscience. I helped put him where he is, and it�s up to me to do all in my power to get him out of where he is. And if you�re all too short-sighted to feel the way I do about it, then it�s up to me to go it alone.�
They were definitely hostile, thought he was showing off.
�It�s the Christmas spirit,� somebody murmured. �He�s trying to play Santa Claus.�
�Go right ahead. Nobody�s stopping you,� assented the inspector ironically. �If you feel Quinn�s the wrong man, bring me in the right one. That�s all you�ve got to do. That�s all that can save him, I�m telling you now. My desk telephone�s here at your disposal anytime you�re ready. I�ll get in touch with the D.A.�s office at a minute�s notice for you, anytime you bring me in the right man. They�ll phone the governor and get Quinn a stay of execution; they�re not any more anxious to send the wrong party to his death than you are or I am.� But the mocking tone in which it was said showed that he didn�t expect anything to come of it. �Quite a large order, I�d say,� he went on, giving one of the others the wink. �He�s due to light up on Thursday night, you know, and this is one o�clock Tuesday morning. D�you think you can do all that inside of three days? And you better make sure it�s the right man, White. Don�t make a fool out of yourself.�
Bob White grabbed up his hat, pulled the door open. �There�s nothing like trying,� he said grimly.
Somebody jeered softly, �Bob White, wotcha gonna sing tonight?� as the door closed after him. They all had a good hearty laugh over it, in which the inspector joined. Then they promptly forgot him.

A light-switch clicked on the other side of the door after he�d been knocking for some time. Quinn�s wife, a scarecrow in a wrapper, past all fear, alarm, hope, any sensation at all now, opened it.
�Didn�t think you�d still be living here,� he said. �Glad I found you.�
She said expressionlessly, �Did it happen already? Is that what you came to tell me? I thought it wasn�t until Thursday night.� But only her lips did the talking. Nothing could reach her any more. The change that had taken place in her since he�d last seen her at the trial threw a wrench into him, although he wasn�t particularly soft-boiled, his squad-mates to the contrary. Her hair was tinged with gray now, her face had set in lines of permanent despair.
�I know it�s late. Sorry to get you up at this hour.�
�I don�t sleep any more,� she said. �I sit by the window in the dark, these nights, all night long.�
�Can I come in and talk to you?�
She opened the door wider and motioned him in dully, but all she said was, �What about?�
�I don�t know,� he admitted. �It�s about your husband, of course; but I mean, I don�t know what there is to talk about any more. I left my precinct-house in a huff just now, stopped by here on an impulse.�
She just sat there looking at him, hands folded resignedly in her lap.
�You don�t believe he did it, do you?� he blurted finally. �Well, I�ve come here to tell you that � I don�t, now, myself.�
He waited for some sign. No surprise, no interest, no hope.
�We found one-hundred-and-fifteen thousand dollars in that house tonight. The whole thing looks different now. To me it does, anyway.� He waited again. �Isn�t there some little thing you can tell me? Something you didn�t tell them? Don�t mistrust me. I�m on your side now.� He lowered his shoulders, brought his face down to the level of hers. �Don�t sit there looking like that! There isn�t much time. Don�t you realize it means your husband�s life?� And then, baffled by the continued stoniness of her expression, he cried almost in alarm: �You don�t think he did it, do you?�
�I didn�t in the beginning, I didn�t for a long time,� she said hollowly. �Now I��
�His own wife!� he muttered, appalled. �You mean you do now?�
�No, I only mean I�m not sure any more. I don�t know any more. You, the police, and the public, and the whole world, said he did. They proved he did. I guess they ended up by � nearly proving it to me too. They planted doubts in my own mind, by the time they were through.�
He gripped her anxiously by her bony shoulders. �But he never said he did it, did he? He never told you he did it?�
�No, the last thing he said to me, when they took him away, was that he was innocent, that he didn�t do it.�
�Then we can still save him! You�ve got to help me. That�s why I came in here tonight. You were living with him, in the days and weeks and years before it happened. I wasn�t. There must be something, some little thing, that you and you alone can dig up that�ll turn the trick. Try, please try. Look: there are two things blocking us. One is that footprint. The other is the wallet of money he found. The footprint is the important thing. The other�s nothing, won�t stand against him by itself. They can�t prove he took that money from Wontner. They can prove his shoe made that print outside Wontner�s house. They have already. Beyond a shadow of a doubt. I worked on that angle of it myself. The Supporta Company was able to convince me, by showing me its records, that no other pair of shoes but the ones they sold your husband could have made that print. There was no possibility of duplication. They use an individual cast for each one of their special customers with defective feet, individual mechanical appliances in the arch. No two cases alike. It looks pretty insurmountable. And yet we can level it down. We�ve got to. Now first, what did he do with his old ones, what did he do with them each time when they were worn out and he was ready to discard them?�
�Just kept them. Couldn�t bear to part with them on account of how expensive they were originally. I can show you every pair he ever owned, since he first started wearing that kind of shoes.� She led him into the back room, opened a closet-door, showed him three pairs of shoes in varying stages of deterioration. Their soles, as he picked them up one by one and examined them, were worn paper-thin. One had a hole in it the size of a dime, one the size of a quarter, one the size of a half-dollar.
�None of these made that print,� he said. �It distinctly showed an intact, unbroken sole in perfect condition, heel scarcely run down at all. And the testimony of that bootblack proved it was that current pair that had the clay on its bottoms, anyway; I�d forgotten that.� He let his hand roam helplessly through his hair. �It looks like we�re up against it. I�d been playing around with the possibility, vague as it was, on my way over here, that one of his old, discarded pairs had passed into the possession of somebody else; been thrown out, let�s say, and picked up by some prowler or derelict, worn around the vicinity of Wontner�s house. But since they�re all accounted for here in the closet, that won�t hold water. Can you recall his current pair, his new pair, passing out of his possession at any time, between the time he bought them and the time of the murder? Did he send them out to be repaired at all?�
�No,� she said despondently, �they didn�t need it. They were only a couple months old, in fairly good condition.�
He shoved the closet door closed disgustedly, strolled back to the front room. �I�m in for it. I want to get some sleep at night for the next ten years, and I won�t if he��
He put his hand on the doorknob, ready to go, stood there motionless with his head lowered. �I don�t change my mind easily, but when I do it stays changed. I�m convinced he didn�t commit that murder, Mrs. Quinn. But I�ve got to have more than my own conviction to go by. I don�t know what to do.�
She just sat there, apathetic. Emotionally dead, if not physically. A widow already, though her husband was still alive in the Death House.
In the two o�clock silence of the world around them, a sound filtered in from somewhere outside, from the back of the house. A faint wail, eerie, lonely, dismal.
�What�s that?� he asked absently, hand still on doorknob.
�Cats. Cats on the back fence,� she murmured tonelessly.
He shrugged hopelessly, opened the door. �No good hanging around,� he muttered. �This isn�t getting me anywhere.� He went out into the hall, said to her over his shoulder as he pulled the door to after him, �You can reach me at the precinct-house, Mrs. Quinn, if you remember anything you want to tell me. White�s the name.�
She just nodded lifelessly, fixing her dead eyes on him, sitting there huddled within the lighted room like some kind of a mummy, that had power of understanding and nothing much else.
He closed the door and went slowly down the outside stairs, a step at a time, flexing his knees stiffly like an automaton, chin down. Some of the flat-doors on the lower floors had cheap Christmas wreaths on them already, for tomorrow.
It had been so easy to put Quinn where he was now. It was so hard to get him out again, once there. But he couldn�t let him die. His own peace of mind was too valuable to him. He couldn�t let him die � and yet how could he prevent it?
He passed through the vestibule into the icy cold of the deserted street, turned his coat-collar up against it, spaded his hands deep into his pockets, trudged dejectedly up the street toward the corner. As he turned it, he thought he heard a drunken woman calling out shrilly from the upper story of one of the tenements behind him, but a taxi flitted by just then along the lateral avenue carrying Christmas Eve revelers, and drowned the sound out. He went obliviously on his way.
It was too cold a night to walk far, or wait for a train on an underground platform. He decided to take a taxi, himself, back to his room. He spotted one on the other side of the avenue, hailed it, and it executed a U-turn, came coasting around beside him. He got in, closed the door, gave the driver his address. The latter hesitated, hand on gear-shift, asked knowingly via the rear-sight mirror: �Want to lose her, boss, or is it all right to wait a minute?�
The cab-door pulled open again and Tom Quinn�s wife stood reeling there outside of it, still in the inadequate wrapper she�d worn in the flat just now, head bared to the bitter night air, naked feet to the frozen ground. A pennant of steam trailed from her lips, but she couldn�t articulate.
He thought she�d suddenly gone out of her mind. He lunged at her, hauled her bodily into the heated cab, shed his ulster and wrapped it protectively around her. He expected violence, a struggle, but she just sat there panting.
�Back around the corner quick, number 324,� he told the driver.
�What�s the matter with you, trying for pneumonia?� he barked at her.
She said, still in that flat, dead voice, but with her chest rising and falling from the run after him, �It isn�t anything, I guess, is it? I remembered now, though, hearing them. I�ve heard them many times since, but it came back to me only now, because you asked me what it was, I guess.�
Delirium, he thought. �What what was?� he asked her.
�The cats. The cats on the fence. He threw them at them one night. His shoes. Just before it happened, sometime around that time. It isn�t anything, though, is it? It won�t help you any, will it?� But he could detect a note of pleading in this last. She was thawing a little, not from this outer immediate cold, but from the numbness of soul that had gripped her all these weeks.
�Threw them both?�
�First one and then the other.�
�How soon did he get them back again?�
�He went down right away, but he didn�t get them back that night at all. He said he couldn�t find them. I came upon them next day at noon, outside our door, wrapped up in newspaper.�
He jolted. But it wasn�t because the taxi had stopped. It was still only coasting to a stop just then. �Allah�s good � even to a poor detective,� he murmured fervently. Then he turned on her almost savagely. �And you didn�t mention this till now! What�s the matter with you? Did you want your husband out of the way? Was he anxious to die?�
�I never remembered it until tonight. It was such a little thing. I didn�t think it was anything.�
He hustled her across the sidewalk under his ulster. They plunged into the building again, went jogging up the stairs. �Anything? It�s the whole thing! It�s the whole mechanics of the case! The rest is just pedestrian. A rookie could go on from there.� He dived in ahead of her, hustled through to the back room. �Which window was it? This one? Down a jolt of whiskey, so you don�t get a chill. Then come in here and help me with this.�
They were still serenading down there on the dividing fence. She followed him in in a moment, coughing slightly, brushing her hand across her mouth.
�You see what I�m driving at, don�t you?� he said curtly. �Somebody else had them between the time Quinn pitched them out of here and the time you found them at your door next day. That somebody, while he had them on, went and killed old man Wontner in them. Then, frightened, sensing that they might betray him in some way, saw to it that they got back to you people anonymously. Or maybe not. Maybe the whole thing was deliberate, a vicious and successful attempt to direct suspicion toward the wrong man, and thus win complete immunity for himself.
�It must have been the same night that the murder took place he threw them out. I don�t care whether you can remember it or not it must have been that night. There�s no other possibility. That cat-bearing fence down there is not more than six or seven feet above the ground. If he didn�t find them in either yard when he went down to look, it�s obvious what became of them. This was August, windows wide open top and bottom. They went in one of those two ground-floor flats in the house directly across the way. No matter how sore he was, no matter how lousy his aim was, they couldn�t have gone in any higher than that � he would have had to throw them straight out instead of down.
�All right. Somebody in one of those two back rooms had been thinking the Wontner thing over for a long time past, was all primed for it, was only being held back by fear of the consequences. The shoes, dropping into his room like something from heaven, spurred him on. Gloves or a handkerchief would do away with fingerprints, and with a peculiarly-constructed pair of shoes like this to direct suspicion elsewhere � what more did he need? He must have watched your husband looking for them out there. When he didn�t come around and ring the front doorbell asking for them, when this man saw your flat-light go out and knew you�d given them up for lost � for that night anyway � he put them on and carried out his long-deferred scheme. I�m sure now that so-perfect footprint wasn�t accidental, was purposely made, left there for us to find and draw the wrong conclusion from. To return the shoes to your door, unseen, next day involved a certain amount of risk, but not much.� He made a delighted pass at his own chin. �That takes care of the footprint. The money in the wallet will take care of itself. But never mind all that now. I�m wasting time up here. I don�t need you any more. You nearly waited until it was too late, but you came through beautifully.�
She tottered after him to the door. �But isn�t it too late? It�s � it�s over four months ago now. Isn�t he � won�t he be gone long ago?�
�Sure he�s gone long ago,� White called back from the stair-well as he spun around down, �but he can�t go any place I can�t go after him! Start dusting up your flat, Mrs. Quinn, your husband�ll be back in a few weeks.�
He routed out the janitor of the building behind the Quinns� first of all, quelled his growls with a whiff of his badge. �Now never mind your beefs. How long the people in I-A been living in the building?�
�The McGees? Two years next April.�
�And I-B, on the other side of the hall?�
�That�s Mrs. Alvin. She�s been living in the house five years.�
He took the flat to the left of the Quinn window first. Both ran all the way through from the street to the rear. He kept his thumb on the bell.
�Headquarters. You McGee, are you?�
A man of about fifty, in long underwear under a bathrobe, admitted � with evident nervousness � that he was. His wife hovered in the background, equally nervous. Somewhere behind them a kid�s voice piped: �Is it Sandy Claus, Mom, is it, huh?�
Sandy Claus asked crisply, �Who sleeps in your back room?�
�Me three kids,� said McGee. Less nervousness now, the detective noticed. He went back just the same and took a look for himself. They had three beds in there. There was a girl of about thirteen in one, two younger girls in the other.
�They always slept back here?�
�Ever since we moved in. What�s up, mister?�
Instead of answering, White glanced down at the floor. He said, �What size shoe d�you wear?� Watched his face closely. McGee looked innocently startled at the question, but not guiltily startled. He was evidently one of those men that don�t know their own sizes.
�Twelve,� answered his wife unhesitatingly.
That, by the looks of them, was putting it mild. They were out of it, for all practical purposes. He just asked one more question, for luck.
�Ever have any relatives or friends � men friends � stop with you here in the flat, say, last summer?�
�Naw, there ain�t room. Where would the kids go?�
�G�night,� said White abruptly.
A lady of ripe vintage opened the door across the hall after a lengthy interval. She gave him the usual apprehensive reaction. �Don�t get alarmed. Just want to talk to you. Who occupies your back room?�
�Why, I rent that out to roomers.�
�This is it,� he said to himself. �I�m coming in,� he said and did so. �Who�s got it now?�
�Why, a very respectable young lady, a librarian. She��
�How long�s she had it?�
�Since about Labor Day.�
�Early in September, eh? You may as well sit down and quit shaking. This is going to take quite some time. I want to know who had it before this very respectable young lady.�
�A young man, a... a Mr. Kosloff.�
�Mr. Kosloff, eh?� He got out his notebook. �About when did he give it up?�
It wouldn�t come to her. �Two or three weeks before��
�You�ve got to do better than that, Mrs. Alvin. I want the exact date. That man�s under suspicion of murder. So it�s important.�
She gasped, fluttered, floundered. �Oh, you must be mis... He was such a quiet, nice young man.�
�You can always count on �em being that way at home. Now how about it? Don�t you keep any records?�
�I... I can tell by my bank-book, I think.� She went inside, fumbled around endlessly, came out again with a dog-eared passbook. �I get ten dollars for the back room, and I make a point of depositing each room-rent as soon as I get it. Now, the last entry here, before she came, is July 30th. They pay in advance, of course. I�m very strict about that. That means he stayed on until the 5th of August.�
White narrowed his eyes joyfully at her. Wontner had been killed during the night of the 4th-to-5th. �You�re doing swell, Mrs. Alvin. Now just think back carefully. Did he let you know a day or two ahead that he was leaving, or did he walk out on you unexpectedly? This is important. See if you can remember.�
She concentrated, struggled, recaptured. �He just up and marched out at a minute�s notice. I remember now. I was put out about it. I wasn�t able to sell that room all the rest of the month.�
He�d found out all he needed to know. He got down to business, pencil to notebook. �What�d he look like?�
�About twenty-eight or thirty, light-haired, around your height but a little slimmer.�
�Eyes?�
�Er � blue.�
�Was he working while he stayed here with you?�
�No, but he kept trying. He just couldn�t seem to locate��
�Did he say where he was going, leave any forwarding address?�
�Not a word.� That would have been too much to hope for, anyway. �As a matter of fact, a letter came for him the very next day after he left, and I kept it here for a long time, in case he should ever call around for it, but he never did.�
He nearly jumped into her lap. �Where is it? Y�still got it?�
�It was stuck in the mirror of the sideboard for months. Finally I threw it out.�
He felt like grabbing her and shaking her till her store teeth fell out. �Where was it from? What was the postmark on it?�
�Well, the idea!� she said haughtily.
�Come on, you�re a landlady. Don�t try to kid me.�
She looked slightly furtive, so he knew he�d hit the nail on the head. �Well, er � can�t a body get in trouble for opening other people�s mail?�
�No,� he lied flagrantly. �Not if it�s left unclaimed for over thirty days.�
She brightened immediately. �Well, I didn�t like to mention it, but I wanted to see if it was � er, important enough to keep any longer, so I steamed it open. It was just a trashy letter from some girl in � now let me see, Pitts � Pitts��
�Pittsburgh?�
�No, Pittsfield.�
�What was in it?� But he was on his feet already, heading for the door.
�Oh, she said she was glad to hear how well he was doing in the city.�
But he hadn�t had a job at all, according to his landlady. That explained the motive for the murder. To live up to the glowing reports he�d sent back to his home town. White knew where he�d find him now. Massachusetts. He could get up there by noon today. Christmas Day. A hell of a day. But it was being a hell of a day for poor Quinn in the Death House too, his next-to-the-last day on earth. A hell of a way to spend Christmas.
Mrs. Alvin faded out behind him, standing open-mouthed in the doorway of her flat. She�d have something to talk about now for the rest of the winter.
�Grand Central,� he told the taxi-driver.

Christmas Night, on the outskirts of Pittsfield, was all it should have been, diamond-clear, with stars bright in the sky and new-fallen snow white on the ground. Which still made it a hell of a night to do what he�d come up here to do. The little house he was watching looked inviting, with a warm rosy glow peering through its windows and a wreath in each one. A girl�s head had been outlined against them more than once, on the lookout for somebody. Well, there was someone else around on the lookout for somebody too.
The roadster drove up at 6:30, just in time for Christmas dinner. It was a seven-hundred-dollar job. The man who got out was well-dressed, and he had something white, like a box of candy, under his arm. He turned in the gate and walked up the path to the door of the house. He reached out his hand to the knocker wreathed with holly. Light falling through a fanlight above showed him to be about thirty, light-haired, six feet. He wasn�t handsome, but he didn�t look vicious. You could understand a girl asking him to Christmas dinner at her house.
He never made the knocker. He heard the snow crunch softly behind him, and the other man was standing there.
He said with a smile, �Were you invited too?�
�No,� White said, �I wasn�t invited.� He took him by the elbow. �Let�s go back to your car,� he said. �Let�s get away from the house here before she looks out again and sees you.�
�But I�ve got a dinner date.�
�No, Kosloff,� the detective said, tightening his grip on the arm, �you�ve got a date down in the city, for the murder of Otto Wontner.�
He held him up for a minute, till the danger of his falling was past. They turned around and went back toward the car, through the blue-white snow.
Kosloff didn�t say very much until they were sitting in the railroad station waiting for the next train out. Stunned, maybe. Finally he turned around and said to the detective, �Don�t wreck my life, will you? I was going to ask that girl to marry me tonight. I�ve got a diamond ring in my pocket right now I was taking to her.�
�I know,� said White somberly. �You paid five-hundred-and-fifteen dollars for it. I watched you pick it out through the jewelry-store window. Where did all that money come from, Kosloff, you been spending since you got back here last August? You didn�t have a nickel down in the city, living at Mrs. Alvin�s.�
�My mother died right after I got back. She left it to me.�
�Yes, she did die. But not till after you got back. But you already had it when you stepped off the train. You made a big splash, bought all kinds of presents before you went out to her house, were dressed fit to kill.�
�Yes, but I did that on my last few bucks, I tell you! It was all a bluff. I knew she was going, I wanted to make her think I was a big success before she passed on. I couldn�t let her go thinking I was broke, a failure. And the hicks around here, they swallowed it.�
�And what about now? I�ve looked up the records. She turned over to you exactly five hundred dollars. Why, that car of yours alone��
�Yes, five hundred was all she had banked. But she was old-fashioned, didn�t trust banks. I came into thousands in cash she had hidden in an old wall-safe in the house with her.�
The detective said, �Can you prove that?�
�No,� his prisoner answered. �She didn�t take anyone into her confidence but me. Can you prove that I got it from this man you think I killed?�
They just looked at each other. A train-whistle blew out along the tracks.
�Are you going to do this to me?�
White turned his head aside. He thought, for the first and last time in his career, �What a lousy business I�m in!�
�Then God forgive you,� Kosloff said.
White said, �Go over to the phone and call your girl. Just tell her you�ve been called back to town on business, can�t make it tonight.�

They were the first customers Campana had when he opened up his grocery-store for business early on the morning of the 26th.
�Did you ever see this man before? Look good at him. Take off your hat, Kosloff.�
�I think I do.� Wontner�s former grocer walked all around him, studying his features. �Sure, sure. Lasta summ�. Heessa live near here, no?�
�Was he ever in here when the old man was around, buying his monthly supplies?�
�Sure, sure. He laugh at old man onea time. I say to him, �You shoulda have all his mon�, then you can laugh.� He aska quest�, heessa get very interes�.�
Kosloff said, low and unasked, �It�s true. But that doesn�t mean I� There must have been dozens of his other customers talked over Wontner with him.�
�But those dozens of others weren�t living across the way from Tom Quinn, where they could get hold of his shoes and put them on to go out and commit a murder in. You were. It�s about over, Kosloff.�

At exactly 3:15� that afternoon, after he had questioned Kosloff, Campana, Mrs. Alvin, and Mrs. Quinn, the inspector finally picked up his desk phone, said, �Give me the District Attorney�s office.�
Bob White just took a deep breath from the ground up, and let it out again.

Tom Quinn opened the door of his flat, said with the utter simplicity that comes of great tragedy, �I�m back, Annie. I was released this morning.�
�I know,� she said, �Bob White stopped by and told me you were coming.�
�I was on the other side of the � little door already, that night, stumbling along, my slit trousers flapping against my legs. I didn�t even know it when they turned me around and started me back the other way, couldn�t tell the difference. I wondered why it was taking me so long to � get to it. And then I looked and I was back in my cell.� He covered his face with both hands, to blot out the memory.
�Don�t talk about it, Tom,� she urged.
He looked up suddenly. �What are you doing, Annie?�
She latched the valise she�d been packing, started toward the door with it. �I�m leaving, Tom. You�re back now, you�re free. That�s all that matters.�
�You mean you still think�?�
�I�ll never know. I�ll never know for sure. There are 364 days in the year; 182 of them I�ll believe you, 182 of them I won�t. Sometimes I�ll think they got the right man the second time, sometimes � the first. They build up too strong a case, Tom, too strong a case. You were gone fifteen or twenty minutes that night, looking for your shoes. It would take about that long to walk to where that old man lived and back.�
�But I came back without them. You saw me still without the shoes when I came back. I was down there looking for them the whole��
�Yes, Tom, that�s what you said. You also said you lit matches down there. I was at the window the whole time and didn�t see a single match-flare down below.�
He wrung his hands in anguish. �I fibbed. I remember now! I told you I used matches, but I didn�t because I was a moral coward. I was ashamed to have the neighbors see me and laugh at me.�
�But that little fib is taking me from you. It�s costing you me and me you. Because if you fibbed about the little thing, how do I know you didn�t lie about the big one?� She opened the door. �Who can read that man Bob White�s heart? How can I tell just how much he knows, and isn�t saying? Who knows where duty ended and pity began? I can�t go through that hell of uncertainty, can�t face it. Goodbye, Tom.� The door closed.
Down below on the backyard fence they were at it again, wailing their dirges. It started in low and rolling each time, like a tea-kettle simmering. Then it went high, higher than the highest scream, higher than human nerves could stand. Eeeee-yow. Then it wound up in a vicious hiss, with a salivary explosion for a finale. Hah-tutt! Then it started all over again.

And So to Death
CORNELL WOOLRICH

THE STORY
Original publication:Argosy, March 1, 1941, as by William Irish; first collected in I Wouldn�t Be In Your Shoes by William Irish (Philadelphia, Lippincott, 1943). Note: The story was retitled �Nightmare� for its first book publication.

It is a highly subjective thing, a prejudice, admittedly, that I have held for most of my reading life: I don�t like dream sequences. Some are silly, some are overlong, some are wonderfully constructed, and some may even be necessary. I don�t like any of them except for those created by Cornell George Hopley-Woolrich (1903�1968). He has written these scenes in many of his stories and novels and, somehow, they are so powerful that they compel one to read them. Every word.
�First all I could see was this beautiful face, this beautiful girl�s face; like a white, slightly luminous mask swimming detachedly against enfolding darkness.� That�s the opening sentence of �And So to Death,� and the beginning of the protagonist�s nightmare. The situation gyres down and down until it�s almost too horrific to bear. And then he wakes � and the real nightmare begins.
It is common for the central character in a Woolrich story to feel lost and disoriented. A normal day for a normal person has gone off the rails and the protagonist is as helpless to stop the calamity as the reader is to stop reading. There will be darkness and terror and something will happen that cannot be avoided, as if a life suddenly were being manipulated by an all-powerful, malevolent presence, and the reader cannot tear his eyes away from the page. This is one of those stories. It relies on coincidence and a desperate reliance on the suspension of disbelief, but the writing is so compelling that you will be happy to forgive what would be intolerable in most authors.

THE FILM
Title: Fear in the Night, 1947
Studio: Paramount Pictures
Director: Maxwell Shane
Screenwriter: Maxwell Shane
Producers: William C. Pine, William C. Thomas

THE CAST
�Paul Kelly (Cliff Herlihy)
�DeForest Kelley (Vince Grayson)
�Ann Doran (Lil Herlihy)
�Kay Scott (Betty Winters)

This atmospheric film of psychological suspense adheres closely to Woolrich�s colorful if eccentric plotline. It is decidedly low-budget, in what may be called the tradition of B noir films � a B picture being generally planned as the second feature back in the day when movie houses offered two feature films (not to mention a newsreel, cartoon, short subject, and a chapter of a serial).
Audiences tended to be less demanding in the 1930s, 1940s, and 1950s than they are now, walking into the theater when it suited them (rather than checking the time for the beginning of a film), catching up on the plot, and sticking around until it played again without interruptions. One would have to be of an older generation to understand the phrase �this is where we came in,� uttered when a scene became familiar.
Being undemanding also allowed filmmakers to take certain liberties with viewers� credulity. One example in Fear in the Night would be when four people are caught in a rainstorm and take shelter in a house to which they�ve never been, find it untended, so proceed to make themselves tea and take naps.
There were enough fascinating elements to the plot that it was remade nine years later with a (slightly) bigger budget and better-known actors. Titled Nightmare (1956), it starred Edward G. Robinson, Kevin McCarthy, and Connie Russell. It was again directed by Maxwell Shane, who again wrote the screenplay, so it will be no shock to learn that it didn�t get much better.
The studio also gave away a major plot element when one of its posters had the tagline: �Beware! These Are the Eyes of a Hypnotist!� next to an illustration of a crazed Robinson.
Numerous films have been titled Nightmare that have no connection to the Woolrich story, including those made in 1942, 1953, 1964, 1965, 1981, and too many others to list.

AND SO TO DEATH
Cornell Woolrich

First all I could see was this beautiful face, this beautiful girl�s face; like a white, slightly luminous mask swimming detachedly against enfolding darkness. As if a little private spotlight of its own was trained on it from below. It was so beautiful and so false, and I seemed to know it so well, and my heart was wrung.
There was no danger yet, just this separate, shell-like face-mask standing out. But there was danger somewhere around, I knew that already; and I knew that I couldn�t escape it. I knew that everything I was about to do, I had to do, I couldn�t avoid doing. And yet, oh, I didn�t want to do it. I wanted to turn and flee, I wanted to get out of wherever this was.
I even turned and tried to, but I couldn�t any more. There had been only one door when I slipped in just now. It had been simple enough. Now when I turned, the place was nothing but doors; an octagon of doors, set frame to frame with no free wall-space inbetween. I tried one, another, a third; they were the wrong ones, I couldn�t get out.
And by doing this, I had unleashed the latent menace that was lurking there around me all the time; I had brought on all the sooner the very thing I had tried to escape from. Though I didn�t know what it was yet.
The flickering white mask lost its cameo-like placidity; slowly, before my horrified eyes, became malign, vindictive. It spoke, it snarled: �There he is right behind you, get him!� The eyes snapped like fuses, the teeth glistened in a grinning bite.
The light became more diffused, as if a stage-electrician were controlling the scene by a trick switch. It was a murky, bluish green now, the kind of light there would be underwater. And in it danger, my doom, slowly reared its head, with typical underwater movements too; sluggish and held back, with a terrible inevitability about them.
It was male, of course; menace is always male.
First it � he � was just a black huddle, an inchoate lumpy mass, say like solidified smoke, at the feet of this opalescent, revengeful mask. Then it slowly uncoiled, rose, lengthened and at the same time narrowed, until it loomed there before me upright. It was still anonymous, a hulk, an outline against the dark blue background, as though the light that had played-up the mask until now, were coming from somewhere on the other side of it.
It came toward me, toward me, toward me, with cataleptic slowness. I wanted to get out, I wanted to turn and run, in the minute, the half-minute that was all there was left now. I couldn�t move, I couldn�t lift a foot, it was as though I was set into a concrete block. I just wavered back and forth, on a rigid base.
Why I wanted to get out, what It was going to do to me, wasn�t clear, I didn�t know. Only that there was soul-shriveling fear in it. And horror, more than the mind could contemplate.
The pace was beginning to accelerate now as it neared its climax, the way they always do.
He came on, using up the small remaining distance between us. His outline was still indistinct, clotted, like something daubed with mud, like a lumpy clay image. I could see the arms come up from the sides, and couldn�t avoid their lobster-like conjunction. I could feel the pressure of his hands upon my neck. He held it at the sides rather than in front, as if trying to break it rather than strangle me. The gouge of his thumbs, in particular, was excruciating, digging into the straining cords right under the ears, pressing into the tender slack of flesh right beside and under the jawbone.
I went down in a sort of spiral, around and around, following my head and neck around as he sought to wrench them out of true with my spinal column. I had to keep it from snapping.
I clawed at the merciless hands, trying to pull them off. I pried one off at last, but it wrenched itself free of my restraint again, trailing a nail-scratch on my forearm just across the knob of the wristbone. Fire was in the slight laceration, even in the midst of the total extinction threatening me. The hand clamped itself back where it had been, with the irresistibility of a suction-cup.
I beat at his arched body from underneath, then as my resistance weakened, only pushed at it, at last only grasped at it with the instinctive clutch of a drowning man. A button came off loose in my hand and I hung onto it with the senseless tenacity of the dying.
And then I was so long dying, my neck was so long breaking, he tired of the slower surer way. His voice sounded, he spoke to the macabre mask. I heard every word with Delphic clarity � like you do in those things. �Hand me that bore, that sharp-pointed bore lying over there, or this�ll go on all night.�
I raised mutely protesting hands, out and past him, and something was put into one of them. I could feel the short transverse handle. A thought flashed through my mind � and even one�s thoughts are so distinct in those things � �She�s put it into my hand instead of his!� I fixed my hand on it more securely, poised it high, and drove it into him from in back. The shock of its going in seemed to be transmitted to my own body, we were so inextricably intertwined. But, for all that, it seemed to go in effortlessly, like a skewer into butter. I could even feel myself withdraw it again, and it came out harder than it went in.
He went with it, or after it, and toppled back. After a moment, I drew near to him again, on hands and knees. And now that it was too late his face became visible at last, as if a wanly-flickering light were playing over it, and he was suddenly no formless mud-clotted monster but a man just like I was. Harmless, helpless, inoffensive. The face looked reproachfully up at me, as if to say �Why did you have to do that?� I couldn�t stand that, and I leaned over him, tentatively feeling for the position of his heart. Not for purposes of succor, but to make that face stop looking at me so accusingly. Then when I�d located it, I suddenly drove the metal implement in with ungovernable swiftness from straight overhead, and jumped back as I did so.
The mask, still present in the background, gave a horrid scream like something undone, foiled, and whisked away, like something drawn on wires.
I heard a door close and I quickly turned, to see which way she had gone, so that I might remember and find my own way out. But, as always in those things, I was too late. She was gone by the time I turned, and all the doors looked alike again.
I went to them and tried them one by one, and each one was the wrong one, wouldn�t open, and now I couldn�t get out of here, I was trapped, shut in with what was lying there on the floor, that still held fear and menace for me, greater even than when it had moved, attacked me. For the dread and horror that had been latent throughout, far from being expiated, was now more imminent than ever, seemed to gather itself to a head over me, about to burst and inundate me.
Its source, its focal point, was what lay there on the floor. I had to hide it, I had to shut it away. It was one of those compulsions, all the more inescapable for being illogical.
I threw open one of the many doors that had baffled me so repeatedly throughout. And behind it, in the sapphire pall that still shrouded the scene, I now saw a shallow closet. It was as though it hadn�t been there until now, it was as though it had just formed itself for my purpose. I picked up what lay on the floor, and I could seem to do it easily, it had become light, as easy to shoulder as a rolled-up rug or mat; I propped it up behind the closet door; there was not depth enough behind it to do anything else.
Then I closed the door upon it, and pressed it here and there with the flats of my hands, up and down the frame that bordered the mirror, as if to make it hold tighter. But danger still seemed to exude through it, like a vapor. I knew that wasn�t enough, I must do more than that, or it would surely open again.
Then I looked down, and below the knob there was a key-head sticking out. It was shaped a little like a three-leaf clover, and the inner rim of each of the three scooped-out �leaves� was fretted with scrollwork and tracery. It was of some yellowish metal, either brass or iron gilded-over. A key such as is no longer made or used.
I turned it in the keyhole and I drew it slowly out. I was surprised at how long a stem it had, it seemed to keep coming forever. Then at last it ended, in two odd little teeth, each one doubled back on itself, like the single arm of a swastika.
After I had extricated it at last, I pocketed it, and then the knob started turning from the inside, the door started to open anyway. Very slowly but remorselessly, and in another minute I was going to see something unspeakably awful on the other side of it. Revelation, the thing the whole long mental-film had been building to, was upon me.
And then I woke up.
I�d lost the pillow to the floor, and my head was halfway down after it, was dangling partly over the side of the bed, and my face was studded with oozing sweatdrops. I righted it and propped myself up on one elbow and blew out my breath harrowedly. I mumbled, �Gee I�m glad that�s over with!� and drew the back of my pajama sleeve across my forehead to dry it. I brushed the edge of my hand across my mouth, as if to remove a bad taste. I shook my head to clear the last clinging mists of the thing out of it. I looked at the clock, and it was time to get up anyway, but even if it hadn�t been, who would have risked going back to sleep after such a thing? It might have re-formed and started in again, for all I knew.
I flung my legs out of the ravaged coverings, sat on the edge of the bed, picked up a sock and turned it inside-out preparatory to shuffling it on.
Dreams were funny things. Where�d they come from? Where�d they go?
The basinful of stinging cold water in the bathroom cleared away the last lingering vestiges of it, and from this point on everything was on a different plane, normal, rational and reassuringly familiar. The friendly bite of the comb. The winding of the little stem of my wristwatch, the looping-together of the two strap-ends around my�
They fell open and dangled down straight again, still unattached, and stayed that way. I had to rivet my free hand to the little dial to keep it from sliding off my wrist.
I stared at the thing for minutes on end.
I had to let my cuff slide back in place and cover it at last. I couldn�t stand there staring at it forever. That didn�t answer anything. What should it tell me? It was a scratch, that was all.
�Talk about your realistic dreams!� I thought. �I guess I must have done that to myself, with my other hand, in the throes of it. That was why the detail entered into the dream-fabric.�
It couldn�t, naturally, be the other way around, because the other way around meant: transference from the dream into the actuality of leaving a red scratch across my wristbone.
I went ahead. The familiar plane, the rational everyday plane. The blue tie today. Not that I changed them every day, I wasn�t that much of a dude, but every second day I varied them. I threw up my collar, drew the tie-length through, folded it down again�
My hands stayed on it, holding it down flat on each side of my neck, as though afraid it would fly away, although it was a shirt-attached collar. Part of my mind was getting ready to get frightened, fly off the handle, and the rest of my mind wouldn�t let it, held it steady just like I held the collar.
But I hadn�t had those bruises, those brownish-purple discolorations, faintly not vividly, visible at the side of my neck, as from the constriction of a powerful grip, the pressure of cruel fingers, last night when I undressed.
Well all right, but I hadn�t yet had the dream last night when I undressed either. Why look for spooks in this? The same explanation that covered the wrist-scratch still held good for this too. I must have done it to myself, seized my own throat in trying to ward off the traumal attack passing through my mind just then.
I even stood there and tried to reconstruct the posture, to see if it were physically feasible. It was, but the result was almost grotesquely distorted. It resulted in crossing the arms over the chest and gripping the left side of the neck with the right hand, the right with the left. I didn�t know; maybe troubled sleepers did get into those positions. I wasn�t as convinced as I would have liked to be. One thing was certain, the marks had been made by two hands, not one; there were as many on one side as on the other, and the four fingers always go opposite to the thumb in a one-hand grip.
But more disturbing than their visibility, there was pain in them, soreness when I prodded them with my own fingertips, stiffness when I turned my neck acutely. It shouldn�t have, but it seemed to weaken the theory of self-infliction. How was it I hadn�t awakened myself, exerting that much pressure? To which the immediate and welcome corollary was: but if it had been exerted by someone else, I would have been apt to awaken even more quickly, wouldn�t I?
I forced myself back to the everyday plane again. Buttoned the collar around the bruises, partly but not entirely concealing them, knotted the tie, shrugged on vest and coat. I was about ready to go now.
The last thing I did was what I always did last of all, one of those ineradicable little habits. I reached into my pocket to make sure I had enough change available for my meal and transportation, without having to stop and change a bill on the way. I brought up a palmful of it, and then I lost a good deal of it between my suddenly stiff, outspread fingers. Only one or two pieces stayed on, around the button. The large and central button. I let them roll, I didn�t stoop to pick them up. I couldn�t; my spine wouldn�t have bent right then.
It was a strange button. Somehow I knew that even before I compared it. I knew I was going to check it with every article of clothing I owned, but I already knew it wasn�t from one of my own things. Something about the shape, the color, told me; my fingers had never twisted it through a buttonhole, or they would have remembered it. That may sound far-fetched; but buttons can become personalized to nearly as great an extent as neckties.
And when I closed my hand over it � as I did now � it took up as much room inside my folded palm, it had the same feel, as it had had a little while ago in that thing.
It was the button from the dream.
I threw open the closet-door so fast and frightenedly it swung all the way around flush with the wall, and rebounded off it, and started slowly back again with the recoil. There wasn�t anything hanging up in there that I didn�t hold it against, even where there was no button missing, even where its size and type utterly precluded its having been attached. Vests and jackets, a cardigan, a raincoat, a lumberjacket, a topcoat, bathing trunks, a bathrobe. Every stitch I owned.
It wasn�t from anything of mine, it didn�t belong anywhere.
This time I couldn�t get back on the naturalistic plane, I was left dangling in mid-air. This time I couldn�t say: �I did it to myself in the throes of that thing.� It came from somewhere. It had four center holes, it even had a wisp or two of black tailor�s-thread still entwined in them. It was solid, not a phantom.
But rationality wouldn�t give in, tried to rush into the breach, and I was on its side for all I was worth. �No, no. I picked this up on the street, and I don�t remember doing it.� That simply wasn�t so; I�d never picked up a stray button in my life. �Or the last tailor I sent this suit out to left it in the pocket from someone else�s clothing by mistake.� But they always return dry-cleaned garments to you with the pocket-linings inside-out, I�d noticed that a dozen times.
That was the best rationalization could do, and it was none too good. �It just shows you what a thing like that will do to your nerves!� I took out a fresh handkerchief for the day, but I didn�t just spade it into my pocket this time, I furtively touched my temples with it before I did � and it came away darkening with damp. �I better get out of here. I need a cup of coffee. I�ve got the jitters.�
I shrugged into my coat fast, threw open my room door, poised it to close it after me. And the last gesture of all, before leaving each morning, came to me instinctively; feeling, to make sure I had my key and wouldn�t be locked out when I returned that evening.
It came up across the pads of my fingers, but it was only visible at both ends, the middle part was bisected, obscured by something lying across it. My lips parted spasmodically, as when a sudden thrust is received, and refused to come together again.
It had a head � this topmost one � a little like a three-leaf clover and the inner rim of each of the three �leaves� was fretted with scrollwork and tracery. It had a stem disproportionately long for the size of its head, and it ended in two odd little teeth bent back on themselves, like the quarter-part of a swastika. It was of some yellowish composition, either brass or iron gilded-over. A key such as is no longer made or used.
It lay lengthwise in the hollow of my hand, and I kept touching it repeatedly with the thumb of that same hand. That was the only part of me that moved for a long time, that foolish flexing thumb.
I didn�t leave right then, for all my preparations. I went back into the room and closed the door after me on the inside, and staggered dazedly around for a moment or two. Once I dropped down limply on the edge of the bed, then turned around and noticed what it was, and got hastily up again, more frightened than ever. Another time, I remember, I thrust my face close to the mirror in the dresser, drew down my lower lid with one finger, stared intently at the white of my eyeball. Even as I did it, I didn�t know what I meant by it myself, didn�t know what it was to tell me. It didn�t tell me anything.
And still another time, I looked out of the window, as if to see if the outside world was still there. It was. The houses across the way looked just like they�d looked last night. The lady on the third floor had her bedding airing over the windowsill, just like every morning. An iceman was gouging a partition across a cake of ice with one point of his tongs preparatory to picking it in two. A little boy was swinging his books on his way to school, killing as much time as he could by walking along spanning the curb, one foot up, one foot down.
There was nothing the matter out there. It was in here, with me.
I decided I�d better go to work maybe that would exorcise me. I fled from the room almost as though it were haunted. It was too late to stop off at a breakfast-counter now. I didn�t want any, anyway. My stomach kept giving little quivers. In the end I didn�t go to work either. I couldn�t, I wouldn�t have been any good. I telephoned in that I was too ill to come, and it was no idle excuse, even though I was upright on my two legs.
I roamed around the rest of the day in the sunshine. Wherever the sunshine was the brightest, I sought and stayed in that place, and when it moved on I moved with it. I couldn�t get it bright enough or strong enough. I avoided the shade, I edged away from it, even the slight shade of an awning or of a tree.
And yet the sunshine didn�t warm me. Where others mopped their brows and moved out of it, I stayed � and remained cold inside. And the shade was winning the battle as the hours lengthened. It outlasted the sun. The sun weakened and died; the shade deepened and spread. Night was coming on, the time of dreams, the enemy.
I went to Cliff�s house late. My mind had been made up to go there for hours past, but I went there late on purpose. The first time I got there they were still at the table, I could see them through the front window. I walked around the block repeatedly, until Lil had gotten up from the table and taken all the dishes with her, and Cliff had moved to another chair and was sitting there alone. I did all this so she wouldn�t ask me to sit down at the table with them, I couldn�t have stood it.
I rang the bell and she opened the door, dried her hands, and said heartily: �Hello stranger. I was just saying to Cliff only tonight, it�s about time you showed up around here.�
I wanted to detach him from her, but first I had to sit through about ten minutes of her. She was my sister, but you don�t tell women things like I wanted to tell him. I don�t know why, but you don�t. You tell them the things you have under control; the things that you�re frightened of, you tell other men if you tell anyone.
Finally she said, �I�ll just finish up the dishes, and then I�ll be back.�
The minute the doorway was empty I whispered urgently, �Get your hat and take a walk with me outside. I want to tell you something � alone.�
On our way out he called in to the kitchen, �Vince and I are going out to stretch our legs, we�ll be back in a couple of minutes.�
She called back immediately and warningly: �Now Cliff, only beer � if that�s what you�re going for.�
It put the idea in his head, if nothing else, but I said: �No, I want to be able to tell you this clearly, it�s going to sound hazy enough as it is; let�s stay out in the open.�
We strolled slowly along the sidewalk; he was on his feet a lot and it was no treat to him, I suppose, but he was a good-natured sort of fellow, didn�t complain. He was a detective. I probably would have gone to him about it anyway even if he hadn�t been, but the fact that he was, of course, made it the inevitable thing to do.
He had to prompt me, because I didn�t know where to begin. �So what�s the grief, boy friend?�
�Cliff, last night I dreamed I killed a fellow. I don�t know who he was or where it was supposed to be. His nail creased my wrist, his fingers bruised the sides of my neck, and a button came off him somewhere and got locked in my hand. And finally, after I�d done it, I locked the door of a closet I�d propped him up in, put the key away in my pocket. And when I woke up � well, look.�
We had stopped under a street light. I turned to face him. I drew back my cuff to show him. �Can you see it?� He said he could. I dragged down my collar with both hands, first on one side, then on the other. �Can you see them? Can you see the faint purplish marks there? They�re turning a little black now.�
He said he could.
�And the button, the same shape and size and everything, was in my trouser-pocket along with my change. It�s on the dresser back in my own room now. If you want to come over, you can see it for yourself. And last of all, the key turned up on me, next to my own key, in the pocket where I always keep it. I�ve got it right here, I�ll show it to you. I�ve been carrying it around with me all day.�
It took me a little while to get it out, my hand was shaking so. It had shaken like that all day, every time I brought it near the thing to feel if it was still on me. And I had felt to see if it was still on me every five minutes on the minute. The lining caught around it and I had to free it, but finally I got it out.
He took it from me and examined it, curiously but noncommittally.
�That�s just the way it looked in � when I saw it when I was asleep,� I quavered. �The same shape, the same color, the same design. It even weighs the same, it even��
He lowered his head a trifle, looked at me intently from under his brows, when he heard how my voice sounded. �You�re all in pieces, aren�t you?� he confirmed. He put his hand on my shoulder for a minute to steady it. �Don�t take it that way, don�t let it get you.�
That didn�t help. Sympathy wasn�t what I wanted, I wanted explanation. �Cliff, you�ve got to help me. You don�t know what I�ve been through all day, I�ve been turned inside-out.�
He weighed the key up and down. �Where�d you get this from, Vince? I mean, where�d you first get it from, before you dreamed about it?�
I grabbed his one arm with both hands. �But don�t you understand what I�ve just been telling you? I didn�t have it before I dreamt about it. I never saw it before then. And then I wake up, and it turns real!�
�And that goes for the button too?�
I quirked my head.
�You�re in bad shape over this, aren�t you? Well what is it that�s really got you going? It�s not the key and button and scratch, is it? Are you afraid the dream really happened, is that it?�
By that I could see that he hadn�t understood until now, hadn�t really gotten me. Naturally it wasn�t just the tokens carried-over from the dream that had the life frightened out of me. It was the implication behind them. If it was just a key turned up in my pocket after I dreamed about it, why would I go to him? The hell with it. But if the key turned up real, then there was a mirrored closet-door somewhere to go with it. And if there was a closet to match it, then there was a body crammed inside it. Also real. Real dead. A body that had scratched me and tried to wring my neck before I killed it.
I tried to tell him that. I was too weak to shake him, but I went through the motions. �Don�t you understand? There�s a door somewhere in this city right at this very minute, that this key belongs to! There�s a man propped up dead behind it! And I don�t know where; my God, I don�t know where, nor who he is, nor how or why it happened � only that � that I must have been there, I must have done it � or why would it come to my mind like that in my sleep?�
�You�re in a bad way.� He gave a short whistle through his clenched teeth. �Do you need a drink, Lil or no Lil! Come on, we�ll go someplace and get this thing out of your system.� He clutched me peremptorily by the arm.
�But only coffee,� I faltered. �Let�s go where the lights are good and bright.�
We went where there was so much gleam and so much dazzle even the flies walking around on the table cast long shadows.
�Now we�ll go at this my way,� he said, licking the beer-foam off his upper lip. �Tell me the dream over again.�
I told it.
�I can�t get anything out of that.� He shook his head baffledly. �Did you know this girl, or face, or whatever it was?�
I pressed the point of one finger down hard on the table. �No, now I don�t, but in the dream I did, and it made me broken-hearted to see her. Like she had double-crossed me or something.�
�Well in the dream who was she, then?�
�I don�t know; I knew her then, but now I don�t.�
�Jese!� he said, swallowing more beer fast. �I should have made this whiskey with tabasco sauce! Well was she some actress you�ve seen on the screen lately, maybe? Or some picture you�ve seen in a magazine? Or maybe even some passing face you glimpsed in a crowd? All those things could happen.�
�I don�t know, I don�t know. I seemed to know her better than that; it hurt me to see her, to have her hate me. But I can�t carry her over into � now.�
�And the man, the fellow or whoever he was?�
�No, I couldn�t seem to see his face through the whole thing. I only saw it at the very end, after it was already too late. And then when the door started to open again, after I�d locked him in, it seemed as though I was going to find out something horrible � about him, I guess. But I woke up before there was time.�
�And last of all, the place. You say nothing but doors all around you. Have you been in a place like that lately? Have you ever seen one? In a magazine illustration, in a story you read, in a movie?�
�No. No. No.�
�Well then let�s get away from the dream. Let�s leave it alone.� He flung his hand back and forth relievedly, as if clearing the air. �It was starting to get me myself. Now what�d you do last night � before this whole thing came up?�
�Nothing. Just what I do every night. I left work at the usual time, had my meal at the usual place��
�Sure it wasn�t a welsh rarebit?�
I answered his smile, but not light-heartedly. �A welsh rarebit is not responsible for that key. A locksmith is. Drop it on the table and hear it clash! Bite it between your teeth and chip them! And I didn�t have it when I went to bed last night.�
He leaned toward me. �Now listen, Vince. There�s a very simple explanation for that key. There has to be. And whatever it is, it didn�t come to you in a dream. Either you were walking along, you noticed that key, picked it up because of its peculiar��
I semaphored both hands before my face. �No, I tried to sell myself that this morning; it won�t work. I have absolutely no recollection of ever having done that, at any time. I�d remember the key itself, even if I didn�t remember the incident of finding it.�
�Are you sitting there trying to say you�ve never in your life forgotten a single object, once you�ve seen it the first time?�
�No,� I said unwillingly.
�You�d better not. Particularly a nondescript thing like a key��
�This isn�t a nondescript key, it�s a unique key. And I do say I never saw it before, never picked it up; it�s a strange key to me.�
He spread his hands permissively. �All right, it don�t have to be that explanation. There�s a dozen-and-one other ways it could have gotten into your pocket without your knowledge. You might have hung the coat up under some shelf the key was lying on, and it dropped off and the open pocket caught it��
�The pockets of my topcoat have flaps. What�d it do, make a U-turn to get in under them?�
�The flaps might have been left accidentally tucked-in, from the last time your hands were in your pockets. Or it may have fallen out of someone else�s coat hung up next to yours in a cloakroom, and been lying there on the floor, and someone came along, thought it belonged in your coat, put it back in��
�I shoved my hands in and out of those pockets a dozen times yesterday. And the day before. And the day before that. Where was it then? It wasn�t in the pocket! But it was this morning. After I saw it clear as a photograph in my sleep during the night!�
�Suppose it was in the pocket and your hand missed it � yesterday and the day-before and so on � until this morning? That would be physically possible, wouldn�t it?�
I gave him a no on this; I had a right to. �It came up over my own key, it was the top one of the two, when I got them both out this morning. So if it was already in there last night, how could I have got my own key out � as I did when I came home � without bringing it up too? And last night I didn�t bring it up.�
He waived that point. Maybe because I had him, maybe not. �All right, have it your way, let�s say that it wasn�t in your pocket last night. That still don�t prove that the dream itself was real.�
�No?� I shrilled. �It gives it a damn good foundation-in-fact as far as I�m concerned!�
�Listen, Vince, there�s no halfway business about these things. It�s either one thing or the other. Either you dream a thing or you don�t dream it, it really happens. You�re twenty-six years old, you�re not a kid. Don�t worry, you�d know it and you�d remember it damn plainly afterwards if you ever came to grips with a guy and he had you by the throat, like in this dream, and you rammed something into his back. I don�t take any stock in this stuff about people walking in their sleep and doing things without knowing it. They can walk a little ways off from their beds, maybe, but the minute anyone touches them or does something to stop them, they wake right up. They can�t be manhandled and go right on sleeping through it��
�I couldn�t have walked in my sleep, anyway. It was drizzling when I went to bed last night; the streets were only starting to dry off when I first got up this morning. I don�t own rubbers, and the soles of both my shoes were perfectly dry when I put them on.�
�Don�t try to get away from the main point at issue. Have you any recollection at all, no matter how faint, of being out of your room last night, of grappling with a guy, of ramming something into him?�
�No, all I have is a perfectly clear recollection of going to bed, dreaming I did all those things, and then waking up again.�
He cut his hand short at me, to keep the button, key, and bruises from showing up again, I guess. �Then that�s all there is to it. Then it didn�t happen.� And he repeated stubbornly: �You either dream �em or you do �em. No two ways about it.�
I ridged my forehead dissatisfiedly. �You haven�t helped me a bit, not a dime�s worth.�
He was a little put out, maybe because he hadn�t. �Naturally not, not if you expected me to arrest you for murdering a guy in a dream. The arrest would have to take place in a dream too, and the trial and all the rest of it. And I�m off-duty when I�m dreaming. What do you think I am, a witch-doctor?�
�How much?� I asked the counterman disgruntledly.
�Seventeen cups of coffee�� he tabulated. It was two o�clock in the morning.
�I�m going to sleep in the living-room at your place tonight,� I said to him on the way over. �I�m not going back to that room of mine till broad daylight! Don�t say anything to Lil about it, will you, Cliff?�
�I should say not,� he agreed. �D�you think I want her to take you for bugs? You�ll get over this, Vince.�
�First I�ll get to the bottom of it, then I�ll get over it,� I concurred sombrely.

I slept about an hour�s worth, but that was the fault of the seventeen cups of coffee more than anything else. The hour that I did sleep had no images in it, was no different than any other night�s sleep I�d had all my life. Until the night before; no better and no worse. He came in and he stood looking at me the next morning. I threw off the blanket they�d given me and sat up on the sofa.
�How�d it go?� he asked half-secretively. On account of her, I suppose.
I eyed him. �I didn�t have any more dreams, if that�s what you mean. But that has nothing to do with it. If I was convinced that was a dream, I would have gone home to my own room last night, even if I was going to have it over again twice as bad. But I�m not; I�m still not convinced, by a damn sight. Now are you going to help me or not?�
He rocked back and forth on his feet. �What d�you want me to do?�
How could I answer that coherently? I couldn�t. �You�re a detective. You�ve got the key. The button�s over in my room. You must have often had less than that to work with. Find out where they came from! Find out what they�re doing on me!�
He got tough. He had my best interests at heart maybe, but he thought the thing to do was bark at me. �Now listen, cut that stuff out, y�hear? I dowanna hear any more about that key! I�ve got it, and I�m keeping it, and you�re not going to see it again! If you harp on this spooky stuff any more, I�ll help you all right � in a way you won�t appreciate. I�ll haul you off to see a doctor.�
The scratch on my wrist had formed a scab, it was already about to come off. I freed it with the edge of my nail, then I blew the little sliver of dried skin off. And I gave him a long look, more eloquent than words. He got it, but he wouldn�t give in. Lil called in: �Come and get it, boys!�
I left their house � and I was on my own, just like before I�d gone there. Me and my shadows. I stopped in at a newspaper advertising-bureau, and I composed an ad and told them I wanted it inserted in the real estate section. I told them to keep running it daily until further notice. It wasn�t easy to word. It took me the better part of an hour, and about three dozen blank forms. This ad:
�WANTED: I am interested in inspecting, with a view toward leasing or buying, a house with an octagonal mirror-paneled room or alcove. Location, size, and all other details of secondary importance, provided it has this one essential feature, desired for reasons of a sentimental nature. Communicate Box�, World-Express, giving exact details.�

The first two days there was no reaction. That wasn�t to be wondered at. It had only appeared on the first day, and any answer would still be in process of transmission through the mail on the second. On the third day there were two replies waiting when I stopped in at the advertising-bureau. One was from a Mrs. Tracy-Lytton, on deckled stationery. She had a house that she was anxious to dispose of for the winter season, with a view to going to Florida. It had a mirror lined powder-room on the second floor. It was not, she had to admit, eight-sided; it was only foursquare, but wouldn�t that do? She was sure that once I had seen it�
The other was from a man by the name of Kern. He too had one that he thought would meet my requirements. It had an octagonal breakfast-nook of glass bricks�
There wasn�t anything on the fourth day. On the fifth there was a windfall of about half-a-dozen waiting for me when I stopped in. Before I�d set to work opening and reading them, I couldn�t help being astonished that there should be this many prospective dwellings in the market with such a seldom-encountered feature as an eight-sided mirror-faced cubicle. By the time I�d waded through them I saw I needn�t have worried; there weren�t. Three of the six were from realty agents offering their services, in case I couldn�t find what I wanted unassisted. Two more were from contractors, offering to install such a feature to order for me, provided I couldn�t find it ready-made. The last one, the only one from an individual owner, and who was evidently anxious to get a white elephant off his hands, likewise offered to have one built-in for me at his own expense, if I agreed to take a long-term lease on the property.
They started tapering-off after that. A desultory one or two more drifted in by the end of the week. One of these for a moment seemed to strike a spark when I read it, and my hopes flared up. It was from a retired actress with a suburban villa which she did not occupy. She was offering it furnished and mentioned that, although it had no eight-sided built-in mirror-arrangement, there was a small dressing-room fitted with a movable eight-paneled mirrored screen, which could be adjusted so that it cut corners off and gave the room any number of sides required.
I telephoned, arranged an appointment at her hotel, and she drove me out in her car. I could see that my appearance and youth gave her misgivings as to my financial ability to meet the terms involved, and she only went through it because the appointment had been agreed upon. The villa was a stucco affair, and at first sight of the screen, when we�d gone in, my face got a little white and I thought I had something. It was folded over to the width of one panel and leaning against the dressing-room wall. �Here�s how I used to arrange it when I was trying on costumes,� she said.
We rigged it up between us in octagon-shape, so that it made sort of an inner-lining to the room, cutting off the four corners and providing eight angles instead. I stood there in the middle of it, and she stood beside me, waiting my decision. �No,� I said finally, �no.�
She couldn�t understand. �But won�t it do just as well? It�s mirror, and it�s eight-sided.�
There was no keyhole on any of the eight flaps to fit a key into, a key such as I had found in my pocket that morning; that was the main thing. I didn�t explain. �I�ll let you know,� I said, and we went back to the car and back to our starting-point.
That was the closest I�d come, and that wasn�t very close. The ad continued to run. But now it brought no further results, fell on barren ground. The supply of mirrored compartments had been exhausted, apparently. The advertising-bureau phoned to find out if I wanted to continue it. �No, kill it,� I said disheartenedly.
Meanwhile Cliff must have spotted it and recognized it. He was a very thorough paper-reader, when he came home at nights. Or perhaps he hadn�t, he just wanted to see how I was getting along. Brace me up, �take me away from myself� as the phrase goes. At any rate he showed up good and early the next day, which was a Sunday. He was evidently off, I didn�t ask him, but I hardly figured he�d wear a pullover and slacks like he had on, to Headquarters.
�Sit down,� I invited.
�No,� he said somewhat embarrassedly. �Matter of fact, Lil and I are going to take a ride out into the country for the day, and she packed a lunch for three. Cold beer, and, um��
So that was it. �Listen, I�m all right,� I said drily. �I don�t need any fresh-air jaunts, to exorcise the devils in me, if that�s what the strategy is��
He was going to be diplomatic � Lil�s orders, I guess � and until you�ve seen a detective trying to be diplomatic, you haven�t lived. Something about the new second-hand Chev (his actual phrase) that he�d just gotten in exchange for his old second-hand Chev. And just come down to the door a minute to say howdy to Lil, she was sitting in it. So I did, and he brought my coat out after me and locked up the room, so I went with him.
The thing was a hoodoo from the beginning. He wasn�t much of a driver, but he wasn�t the kind who would take back-seat orders on the road from anyone either; he knew it all. We never did reach where they�d originally intended going, he lost it on the way; we finally compromised on a fly-incubating meadow, after a thousand miles of detouring. Lil was a good sport about it. �It looks just like the other place, anyway,� she consoled. We did more slapping at our ankles than eating, and the beer was warm, and the box of hard-boiled eggs had disappeared from the car at one of those ruts he�d hit. And then to cap the climax, a menacing geyser of jet-black clouds piled themselves up the sky with effervescent suddenness, and we had to run for it. The storm was so instantaneous we couldn�t even get back to the car before it broke, and the rest was a matter of sitting in sodden misery while he groped his way down one streaming, rain-misted country road and up another, surroundings completely invisible and getting more thoroughly off our bearings all the time.
Lil�s fortitude finally snapped short. The lightning was giving her a bad time of it � like most women, she abhorred it � and her new outfit was ruined. �Stop at the first place you come to and let�s get in out of it!� she screamed at him. �I can�t stand any more of this!� She hid her face against my chest.
�I can�t even see through my windshield, much less offside past the road,� he grunted. He was driving with his forehead pressed against the glass.
I scoured a peephole on my side of the car, peered out. A sort of rustic torii, one of those squared Japanese arches, sidled past in the watery welter. �There�s a cut-off a little ways ahead, around the next turn,� I said. �If you take that, it�ll lead us to a house with a big wide porch; we can get in under there.�
They both spoke at once. He said, �How did you know that?� She said, �Were you ever up around these parts before?�
I couldn�t answer his question. I said �No� to hers, which was the truth.
Even after he�d followed the cut-off for quite some distance, there was no sign of a house. �Are you getting us more tangled-up than we were already, Vince?� he asked in mild reproach.
�No, don�t stop, keep going,� I insisted. �You�ll come to it � two big stone lanterns, turn the car left between �em��
I shut up again, as jerkily as I�d commenced, the peculiar back-shoulder look he was giving me. I poked my fingers through my hair a couple of times. �Gee, I don�t know how I knew that myself�� I mumbled half-audibly.
He became very quiet from then on, he didn�t have much to say any more; I think he kept hoping I�d be wrong, there wouldn�t be any�
Lil gave him a peremptory accolade on the shoulder without warning. �There they are, there they are! Turn, Cliff, like he told you!�
You could hardly make them out, even at that. Faint gray blurs against the obliterating pencil-strokes of rain. You certainly couldn�t tell what they were.
He turned without a word and we glided between them. All I could see was his eyes, in the rear-sight mirror, on me. I�d never seen eyes with such black, accusing pupils before; like buckshot they were.
A minute passed, and then a house with a wide, sheltering veranda materialized through the mist, phantom like, and came to a dead halt beside us. I heard his brakes go on.
I wasn�t much aware of the business of making a dash for it through the intervening curtain of water that separated us from the porch-roof, Lil squealing between us, my coat hooded over her head. Through it all I was conscious of the beer in my stomach; it had been warm when I drank it back at the meadow, but it had turned ice-cold now, as though it had been put into a refrigerator. I had a queasy feeling, and the rain had chilled me � but deep inside where it hadn�t been able to wet me at all. And I knew those weren�t raindrops on my forehead, they were sweat turned cold.
We stamped around on the porch for a minute, like soaked people do.
�I wish we could get in,� Lil mourned.
�The key�s under that window-box with the geraniums,� I said.
Cliff traced a finger under it, and brought it out. He put it in the keyhole, his hand shaking a little, and turned it, and the door went in. He held his neck very stiff, to keep from looking around at me. That beer had turned to a block of ice now.
I went in last, like someone toiling through the coils of a bad dream.

It was twilight-dim around us at first, the rainstorm outside had gloomed up the afternoon so. I saw Lil�s hands go out to a china switch-mount sitting on the inside of the door-frame, on the left. �Not that one, that�s the one to the porch,� I said. �The one that controls the hall is on the other side.�
Cliff swept the door closed, revealing it; it had been hidden behind it until now. This one was wood, not porcelain. He flicked it and a light went on a few yards before us, overhead. She tried out hers anyway, and the porch lit up; then blackened once more as she turned the switch off.
I saw them look at each other. Then she turned to me and said, �What is this, a rib? How do you know so much about this place anyway, Vince?� Poor Lil, she was in another world.
Cliff said gruffly, �Just a lucky guess on his part.� He wanted to keep her out of it, out of that darkling world he and I were in.
The light was showing us a paneled hall, and stairs going up, dark polished wood, with a carved handrail, mahogany or something. It wasn�t a cheaply fitted-out place � whatever it was. And I could say that �whatever it was� as honestly as they could.
Cliff said, pointing his call up the stairs: �Good-afternoon! Anybody home?�
I said, �Don�t do that,� in a choked voice.
�He�s cold,� Lil said, �he�s shaking.�
She turned aside through a double doorway and lit up a living-room. We both looked in there after her, without going in; we had other things on our mind, she just wanted warmth and comfort. There was an expensive parquet floor, but everything else was in a partial state of dismantlement. Not abandonment, just temporary dismantlement. Dust-covers making ghostly shapes of the chairs and sofa and a piano. An oversized linen hornet�s nest hanging from the ceiling, with indirect light peering from the top of it, was a crystal chandelier.
�Away for the summer,� Lil said knowingly. �But funny they�d leave it unlocked like that, and with the electricity still connected. Your being a detective comes in handy, Cliff; we won�t get in trouble walking in like this�� There was a black onyx fireplace, and after running her hands exploratively around it, she gave a little bleat of satisfaction, touched something. �Electric,� and it glowed red. She started to rub her arms and shake out her skirt before it, to dry herself off, and forgot us for the time being.
I glanced at him, and then I backed away, out of the doorway. I turned and went up the staircase, silently but swiftly. I saw him make for the back of the hall, equally silent and swift. We were both furtive in our movements, somehow.
I found a bedroom, dismantled like downstairs. I left it by another door, and found myself in a two-entrance bath. I went out by the second entrance, and I was in another bedroom. Through a doorway, left open, I could see the hallway outside. Through another doorway, likewise unobstructed, I could see � myself.
Poised, quivering with apprehension, arrested in mid-search, white face staring out from above a collar not nearly so white. I shifted, came closer, dying a little, wavering as I advanced. Two of me. Three. Four, five, six, seven. I was across the threshold now. And the door, brought around from its position flat against the outside wall, pulled in after me, flashed the eighth image of myself on its mirror-backed surface.
I tottered there, and stumbled, and nearly went down � the nine of me.
Cliff�s footfall sounded behind me, and the eighth reflection was swept away, leaving only seven. His hand gripped me by the shoulder, supporting me. I heard myself groan in infinite desolation, �This is the place; God above, this is the place, all right!�
�Yeh,� he bit out in an undertone. He bit it off so short it was like a single letter, shorter than �No� even. Then he said, �Wipe off your forehead, you�re all�� I don�t know why, for lack of something better to say, I guess. I made a pass with my sleeve across it. We neither of us were really interested in that.
�Have you got it?� I said.
He knew what I meant. He fumbled. He had it on a ring with his other keys. I wished he hadn�t kept it, I wished he�d thrown it away. Like an ostrich hides its head in the sand.
The other keys slithered away, and there it was. Fancy scroll-work... a key such as is no longer used or made...
One was a door, the door we�d come in by. Four of the remaining seven were dummies, mirrors set into the naked wall-plaster. You could tell that because they had no keyholes. They were the ones that cut the corners of the quadrilateral. The real ones were the ones that paralleled the walls, one on each side.
He put it into one, and it went in, so smoothly, so easily, like a key goes into the keyhole for which it was made. Something went �Cluck� behind the wood, and he pulled open the mirror-door. A ripple coursed down the lining of my stomach. There was nothing in there, only empty wooden paneling. That left two.
Lil�s hail reached us. �What are you two up to, up there?� From that other world, so far away.
�Keep her downstairs a minute!� I breathed desperately. I don�t know why; you don�t want your agonies of soul witnessed by a woman.
He called down: �Hold it, Vince has taken off his pants to dry them.�
She answered, �I�m hungry, I�m going to see if they left anything around to�� and her voice trailed off toward the kitchen at the back.
He was turning it in the second one. I thought the �Cluck� would never come, and when it did, I must have shuttered my eyes in mortal terror, his �Look!� caught me with them closed. I saw a black thing in the middle of it, and for a minute I thought�
It was a built-in safe, steel painted black but with the dial left its own color. It was jagged, had been cut or burned into.
�That�s what he was crouched before, that � night, when he seemed just like a puddle on the floor,� I heard myself say. �And he must have had a blow-torch down there on the floor in front of him � that�s what made that bluish light. And made her face stand out in the reflection, like a mask�� A sob popped like a bubble in my throat. �And that one, that you haven�t opened yet, is the one I propped him up in��
He straightened and turned, and started over toward it, as though I had just then called his attention to it for the first time � which of course wasn�t the case.
I turned to water, and there wasn�t anything like courage in the whole world; I didn�t know where other fellows got theirs. �No, don�t,� I pleaded, and caught ineffectively at his sleeve. �Not right away! Wait just a minute longer, give me a chance to��
�Cut that out,� he said remorselessly, and shook my hand off. He went ahead; he put the key in, deep it went, and turned it, and the panel backing the mirror grunted, and my heart groaned in company with it.
He opened it between us. I mean, I was standing on the opposite side from him. He looked in slantwise first, when it was still just open a crack, and then he widened it around my way for me to see. I couldn�t until then.
That was his answer to my unspoken question, that widening of it like that for me to see. Nothing fell out on him, nothing was in there. Not any more.
He struck a match, and singed all up and down the perpendicular woodwork. There was light behind us, but it wasn�t close enough. When the match stopped traveling, you could see the faint, blurred, old discoloration behind it. Old blood. Dark against the lighter wood. There wasn�t very much of it; just about what would seep through a wound in a dead back, ooze through clothing, and be pressed out against the wood. He singed the floor, but there wasn�t any down there, it hadn�t been able to worm its way down that far. You could see where it had ended in two little tracks, one longer than the other, squashed out by the blotterlike clothed back before they had gotten very far.
The closet and I, we stared at one another.
The match went out, the old blood went out with it.
�Someone that was hurt was in here,� he conceded grimly.
Someone that was dead, I amended with a silent shudder.

Lil dozed off right after the improvised snack she�d gotten up for us in the kitchen, tired-out from the excitement of the storm and of getting lost. In that remote, secure world she still inhabited you did things like eat and take naps; not in the one I was in any more. But the two of us had to sit with her and go through the motions, while the knowledge we shared hung over us like a bloody axe, poised and waiting to crash.
I think if she hadn�t started to nod, he would have hauled me outside into the dripping dusk with him then and there, if he�d had to, to get out of earshot. He couldn�t wait to tackle me. All through the sketchy meal he�d sat there drumming the fingers of his left hand on the tabletop, while he inattentively shoveled and spaded with his right. Like an engine all tuned-up and only waiting for the touch of the starter to go.
My own rigid wrist and elbow shoved stuff through my teeth, I don�t know what it was. And then after it got in, it wouldn�t go down anyway, stuck in my craw. �What�s the matter, Vince, you�re not very hungry,� she said one time.
He answered for me. �No, he isn�t!� He�d turned unfriendly.
We left her stretched out on the covered sofa-shape in the living-room, the electric fireplace on, both our coats spread over her for a pieced blanket. As soon as her eyes were safely closed, he went out into the hall, beckoning me after him with an imperative hitch of his head without looking at me. I followed. �Close the doors,� he whispered gutturally. �I don�t want her to hear this.�
I did, and then I followed him some more, back into the kitchen where we�d all three of us been until only a few minutes before. It was about the furthest you could get away from where she was. It was still warm and friendly from her having been in there. He changed all that with a look. At me. A look that belonged in a police-station basement.
He lit a cigarette, and it jiggled with wrath between his lips. He didn�t offer me one. Policemen don�t, with their suspects. He bounced the match down like he wanted to break it in three pieces. Then he shoved his hands deep in pockets, like he wanted to keep them down from flying at me.
�Let�s hear about another dream,� he said vitriolically.
I eyed the floor. �You think I lied, don�t you�?�
That was as far as I got. He had a temper. He came up close against me, sort of pinning me back against the wall. Not physically � his hands were still in pockets � but by the scathing glare he sent into me. �You knew which cut-off to take that would get us here, from a dream, didn�t you? You knew about those stone lanterns at the entrance from a dream, didn�t you? You knew where the key to the front door was cached from a dream, didn�t you? You knew which was the porch-switch and which the hall � from a dream, didn�t you? You know what I�d do to you, if you weren�t Lil�s brother? I�d push your � lying face out through the back of your head!� And the way his hands hitched up, he had a hard time to keep from doing it then and there.
I twisted and turned as if I was on a spit, the way I was being tortured.
He wasn�t through. He wasn�t even half-through. �You came to me for help, didn�t you! But you didn�t have guts enough to come clean. To say, �Cliff, I went out to such-and-such a place in the country last night and I killed a guy. Such-and-such a guy, for such-and-such a reason.� No, you had to cook up a dream! I can look up to and respect a guy, no matter how rotten a crime he�s committed, that�ll own up to it, make a clean breast of it. And I can even understand and make allowances for a guy that�ll deny it flatly, lie about it � that�s only human nature. But a guy that�ll come to someone, trading on the fact that he�s married to his sister and he knows he�ll give him an ear, abusing his gullibility, making a fool out of him, like you did me�! I�ve got no use for him, he�s low and lousy and no-good! He�s lower than the lowest rat we ever brought in for knifing someone in an alley! �Look, I found this key in my pocket when I got up this morning, how�d it get in there?� �Look, I found this button�� Playing on my sympathies, huh? Getting me to think in terms of doctors and medical observation, huh?�
One hand came out of his pocket at last. He threw away his cigarette, not downward but on an even keel, he was so sore. He spit on the floor to one side of him. Maybe because he�d been talking so fast and furious, maybe just out of contempt. �Some dream that was, all right! Well the dream�s over and baby�s awake now.� His left came out of the pocket and soldered itself to my shoulder and stiff-armed me there in front of him. �We�re going to start in from scratch, right here in this place, you and me. I�m going to get the facts out of you, and whether they go any further than me or not, that�s my business. But at least I�m going to have them!�
His right had knotted up, I could see him priming it. How could that get something out of me that I didn�t have in me to give him.
�What were you doing out at this place the night it happened? What brought you here?�
I shook my head helplessly. �I never was here before � I never saw it until I came here today with you and Lil��
He shot a short uppercut into my jaw. It was probably partly-pulled, but it smacked my head back into the wall-plaster. �Who was the guy you did it to? What was his name?�
�I�m in hell already, you blundering fool, without this,� I moaned.
He sent another one up at me; I swerved my head, and this time it just grazed me. My recalcitrance � it must have seemed like that � only inflamed his anger. �Are you gonna answer me, Vince? Are you gonna answer me?�
�I can�t. You�re asking me things I can�t.� A sob of misery wrenched from me. �Ask God � or whoever it is watches over us in the night when we�re unconscious.�
It developed into a scuffle. He kept swinging at me; I sent one or two swings half-heartedly back at him � the instinctive reflex of anyone being struck at, no more.
�Who was the guy? Why�d you kill him? Why? Why? Why?�
Finally I wrenched myself free, retreated out of range. We stood there facing one another for an instant, puffing, glaring.
He closed in again. �You�re not going to get away with this,� he heaved. �I�ve handled close-mouthed guys before. I know how to. You�re going to tell me, or I�m going to half-kill you with my own hands � where you killed somebody else!�
He meant it. I could see he meant it. The policeman�s blood in him was up. All the stops were out now. He could put up with anything but what he took to be this senseless stubbornness, this irrational prevarication in the face of glaring, inescapable facts.
I felt the edge of the table the three of us had peacefully eaten at so short a time before grazing the fleshy part of my back. I shifted around behind it, got it between us. He swung up a ricketty chair, that didn�t have much left to it but a cane seat and four legs, all the rungs were gone. It probably wouldn�t have done much more than stun me. I don�t think he wanted it to. He didn�t want to break my head. He just wanted to get the truth out of it. And I... I wanted to get the truth into it.
He at least had someone he thought he could get the truth out of. I had no one to turn to. Only the inscrutable night that never repeats what it sees.
He poised the chair high overhead, and slung his lower jaw out of line with his upper.
I heard the door slap open. It was over beyond my shoulder. He could see it and I couldn�t, without turning. I saw him sort of freeze and hold it, and look over at it, not at me any more.
I looked too, and there was a man standing there eying the two of us, holding a drawn gun in his hand. Ready to use it.

He spoke first, after a second that had been stretched like an elastic-band to cover a full minute, had snapped back in place. �What�re you two men doing in here?� He moved one foot watchfully across the room-threshold.
Cliff let the chair down the slow, easy way, with a neat little tick of its four legs. His stomach was still going in and out a little, I could see it through his shirt. �We came in out of the rain, that suit you?� he said with left-over truculence, that had been boiled-up toward me originally and was only now simmering down.
�Identify yourselves � and hurry up about it!� The man�s other foot came in the room. So did the gun. So did the cement ridges around his eyes.
Cliff took a wallet out of his rear trouser-pocket, shied it over at him so that it slithered along the floor, came up against his feet. �Help yourself,� he said contemptuously. He turned and went over to the sink, poured himself a glass of water to help cool off, without waiting to hear the verdict.
He came back wiping his chin on his shirtsleeve, held out his hand peremptorily for the return of the credentials. The contents of the wallet had buried the gun muzzle-first in its holster, rubbed out the cement ridges around its owner�s eyes. �Thanks, Dodge,� the man said with noticeable respect. �Homicide Division, huh?�
Cliff remained unbending. �How about doing a little identifying yourself?�
�I�m a deputy attached to the sheriff�s office.� He silvered the mouth of his vest-pocket, looked a little embarrassed. �I�m detailed to keep an eye on this place, I was home having a little supper, and � uh�� He glanced out into the hall behind him questioningly. �How�d you get in? I thought I had it all locked up safe and sound��
�The key was bedded in a flowerbox on the porch,� Cliff said.
�It was!� He looked startled. �Must be a spare, then. I�ve had the original on me night and day for the past week. Funny, we never knew there was a second one ourselves��
I swallowed at this point, but it didn�t ease my windpipe any.
�I was driving by just to see if everything was okay,� he went on, �and I saw a light peering out of the rear window here. Then when I got in, I heard the two of you�� I saw his glance rest on the ricketty chair a moment. He didn�t ask the question: what had the two of us been scrapping about. Cliff wouldn�t have answered it if he had, I could tell that by his expression. His attitude was plainly: it was none of this outsider�s business, something just between the two of us.
�I thought maybe �boes had broken in or something�� the deputy added lamely, seeing he wasn�t getting any additional information.
Cliff said, �Why should this house be your particular concern?�
�There was a murder uncovered in it last week, you know.�
Something inside me seemed to go down for the third time.
�There was,� Cliff echoed tonelessly. There wasn�t even a question-mark after it. �I�d like to hear about it.� He waited awhile, and then he added, �All about it.�
He straddled the chair of our recent combat wrong-way-around, legs to the back. He took out his pack of smokes again. Then when he�d helped himself, he pitched it over at me, but without deigning to look at me. Like you throw something to a dog. No, not like that. You like the dog, as a rule.
I don�t know how he managed to get the message across, it doesn�t sound like anything when you tell it, but in that simple, unspoken act I got the meaning he wanted me to, perfectly. Whatever there is between us, I�m seeing that it stays just between us � for the time being, anyway. So shut up and stay out of it. I�m not ready to give you away to anybody � yet.
It can�t be analyzed, but that was the message he got across to me by cutting me in on his cigarettes in that grudging, unfriendly way.
�Give one to the man,� he said in a stony-hard voice, again without looking at me.
�Much obliged, got my own.� The deputy went over and rested one haunch on the edge of the table. That put me behind him, he couldn�t see my face. Maybe that was just as well. He addressed himself entirely to Cliff, ignored me as though I were some nonentity. If there had been any room left for objectivity in my tormented, fear-wracked mind, I might have appreciated the irony of that: his turning his back on someone who might very well turn out to have been a principal in what he was about to relate.
He expanded, felt at home, you could see. This was shop-talk with a big-time city dick, on a footing of equality. He haloed his own head with comfortable smoke. �This house belonged to a wealthy couple named Fleming��
Cliff�s eyes flicked over at me, burned searchingly into my face for a second, whipped back to the deputy again before he had time to notice. How could I show him any reaction, guilty or otherwise? I�d never heard the name before, myself. It didn�t mean anything to me.
�The husband frequently goes away on these long business-trips. He was away at the time this happened. In fact we haven�t been able to reach him to notify him yet. The wife was a pretty little thing��
�Was?� I heard Cliff breathe.
The deputy went ahead; he was telling this his way.
��Kind of flighty. In fact, some of the women around here say she wasn�t above flirting behind his back, but no one was ever able to prove anything. There was a young fellow whose company she was seen in a good deal, but that don�t have to mean anything. He was just as much a friend of the husband�s as of hers, three of them used to go around together. His name was Dan Ayers��
This time it was my mind soundlessly repeated, �Was?�
The deputy took time out, expectorated, scoured the linoleum with his sole. It wasn�t his kitchen floor, after all. It was nobody�s now. Some poor devil�s named Fleming that thought he was coming back to happiness.
�Bob Evans, he leaves the milk around here, he was tooling his truck in through the cut-off that leads to this place, just about daybreak that Wednesday morning, and in the shadowy light he sees a bundle of rags lying there in the moss and brakes just off-side. Luckily Bob�s curious. Well sir, he stops, and it was little Mrs. Fleming, poor little Mrs. Fleming, all covered with dew and leaves and twigs��
�Dead?� Cliff asked.
�Dying. She must have spent hours dragging herself flat along the ground toward the main road in the hope of attracting attention and getting help. She must have been too weak to cry out very loud, and even if she had, there wasn�t anybody around to hear her. Their nearest neighbors are � She must have groaned her life away unheard, there in those thickets and brambles. She�d gotten nearly as far as the foot of one of those stone entrance-lanterns they have where you turn in. She was unconscious when Bob found her. He rushed her to the hospital, let the rest of his deliveries go hang. Both legs broken, skull-fracture, internal injuries; they said right away she didn�t have a chance, and they were right, she died early the next night.�
Breathing was so hard; I�d never known breathing to be so hard before. It had always seemed a simple thing that anyone could do � and here I had to work at it so desperately.
The noise attracted the deputy. He turned his head, then back to Cliff with the comfortable superiority of the professional over the layman. �Kinda gets him, doesn�t it? This stuff�s new to him, guess.�
Cliff wasn�t having any of me. God, how he hated me right then! �What was it?� he went on tautly, without even giving me a look.
�Well that�s it, we didn�t know what it was at first. We knew that a car did it to her, but we didn�t get the hang of it at first, had it all wrong. We even found the car itself, it was abandoned there under the trees, off the main road a little way down beyond the cut-off. There were hairs and blood on the tires and fenders � and it was Dan Ayers�s car.
�Well, practically simultaneous to that find, Waggoner, that�s my chief, had come up here to the house to look around, and he�d found the safe busted and looted. It�s in an eight-sided mirrored room they got on the floor above, I�ll take you up and show you afterwards��
�Cut it out!� Cliff snarled unexpectedly. Not at the deputy.
I put the whiskey bottle back on the shelf where it had first caught my eye just now. This was like having your appendix taken out without ether.
�Why don�t he go outside if this gets him?� the deputy said patronizingly.
�I want him in here with us, he should get used to this,� Cliff said with vicious casualness.
�Well, that finding of the safe gave us a case, gave us the whole thing, entire and intact. Or so we thought. You know, those cases that you don�t even have to build, that are there waiting for you � too good to be true? This was it: that Ayers had caught on Fleming left a good deal of money in the safe even when he was away on trips, had brought her back that night, and either fixed the door so that he could slip back inside again afterwards after pretending to leave, or else remained concealed in the house the whole time without her being aware of it. Sometime later she came out of her room unexpectedly, caught him in the act of forcing her husband�s safe, and ran out of the house for her life��
�Why didn�t she use the telephone?� Cliff asked unmovedly.
�We thought of that. It wasn�t a case of simply reporting an attempted robbery. She must have seen by the look on his face when she confronted him that he was going to kill her to shut her up. There wasn�t any time to stop at a phone. She ran out into the open and down the cut-off toward the main road, to try to save her own life. She got clear of the house, but he tore after her in his car, caught up with her before she made the halfway mark to the stone lanterns. She tried to swerve off-side into the brush, he turned the car after her, and killed her with it, just before she could get in past the trees that would have blocked him. We found traces galore there that reconstructed that angle of it to a T. And they were all offside, off the car-path; it was no hit-and-run, it was no accident, it was a deliberate kill, with the car-chassis for a weapon. He knocked her down, went over her, and then reversed and went over her a second time in backing out. He thought she was dead; she was next-door to it, but she was only dying.�
I blotted the first tear before it got free of my lashes, but the second one dodged me, ran all the way down. Gee, life was lovely! All I kept saying over and over was: I don�t know how to drive, I don�t know how to drive.
Cliff took out his cigarettes again and prodded into the warped pack. He threw it at me, and looked at me and smiled. �Have another smoke, kid,� he said. �I�ve only got one left, but you can have it.� And I lit it and I smiled too, through all the wet junk in my eyes.
�He rode the car a spell further down the main road away from there, and then he thought better of it, realized there must be traces all over it that would give him away even quicker than he could drive it, so he ran it off a second time, ditched it there out of sight where we found it, and lit out some less conspicuous way. I don�t want to spend too much time on it. This is the case we thought we had, all Wednesday morning and up until about five that afternoon.
�We sent out a general alarm for Dan Ayers, broadcast his description, had the trains and roads and hauling-trucks out of here watched at the city end, we were all busy as a swarm of bees. And then at five that afternoon Mrs. Fleming regained consciousness for a short time � Waggoner had been waiting outside there the whole time to question her � and the first thing she whispered was, �Is Dan all right? He didn�t kill Dan, did he?� What she told us was enough to send us hotfooting back to the house. We pried open the various mirror-panels we�d overlooked the first time and found Ayers�s dead body behind one of them. He�d been stabbed in the back with some kind of an awl or bit. He�d been dead since the night before. She died about eight that next evening. There went our case.�
Cliff didn�t ask it for quite awhile; maybe he hated to himself. Finally he did. �Did you get anything on the real killer?�
�Practically everything � but the guy himself. She was right in the alcove with the two of them when it happened. She got a pretty good look by torchlight, and she lasted long enough to give it to us. All the dope is over at my chief�s office.�
Cliff smacked his own knees, as if in reluctant decision. He got up. �Let�s go over there,� he said slowly. �Let�s go over and give it the once over.� He stopped and looked back at me from the doorway. �C�mon, Vince, you too. I�ll leave a note for Lil.�
He stood out there waiting, until I had to get up. My legs felt stiff.
�C�mon, Vince,� he repeated. �I know this is out of your line, but you better come anyway.�
�Haven�t you got any mercy at all?� I breathed muffledly, as I brushed past him with lowered head.

Cliff trod on my heel twice, going into the constabulary from the deputy�s car, short as the distance was. He was bringing up behind me. It might have been accidental; but I think without it I might have faltered and come to a dead halt. I think he thought so too.
Waggoner was a much younger-looking and trimmer man than I had expected. I�d never met a rural police-official before. I�d thought they chewed straws and ran to galluses. Instead he was teething on a Dunhill pipe, and his trousers looked as though his wife ran a hot iron over them every day. The four of us went into his inner office, at the back of the front room, and the three of them chewed the rag about it � the case � in general terms for awhile. Then he said �Yes,� to Cliff�s question, opened a drawer in one of the filing-cabinets and got out a folder; �we do have a pretty good general description of him, from her. Here�s a transcription of my whole interview with her at the hospital. I had a stenographer take it down at her bedside.� From the folder he removed in turn a quadruple-ply typescript on onionskin, began finger-tracing its double-spaced lines.
�All that,� I thought dismally. �Oh God, all that.�
The room had gotten very quiet. �Our reconstruction of the car-assault on Mrs. Fleming was perfectly accurate, as was our motivation of the safe-looting and its interruption. The only thing is, there�s a switch of characters involved; that�s where we went wrong. Instead of Mrs. Fleming being killed by Ayers, Mrs. Fleming and Ayers were killed by this third person. She saw the awl plunged into Ayers�s back, fled from the house for her life, was pursued down the cut-off by the murderer in Ayers�s car and crushed to death. The murderer then went back, completed his interrupted ransacking of the safe, and concealed Ayers�s body. He also relocked the house, to gain as much time as possible�� His voice became an unintelligible drone. �And so on, and so on.� He turned a page, then his tracing finger stopped. �Here�s what you want, Dodge. The killer was about twenty-five, and fairly skinny. His cheek-bones stood out, cast shadows in the torchlight as it wavered on his face��
I cupped my hand lengthwise to my cheek, the one turned toward the three of them, and sat there as if holding my face pensively. I was over by the night-blacked window and they were more in the center of the room, under the conelight Waggoner had turned on over his desk.
His tracing finger dropped a paragraph lower, stopped again. �He had light-brown hair. She even remembered that it was parted low on the left side � take a woman to notice a thing like that even at such a moment � and an unusually long forelock that kept falling in front of his face.�
My hand went up a little higher and brushed mine back. It only fell down again like it always did.
�His eyes were fixed and glassy, as though he was mentally unbalanced��
I saw Cliff glance thoughtfully down at the floor, then up again.
�He had on a knitted sweater under his jacket, and she even took in that it had been darned or rewoven up at the neckline in a different color yarn��
Lil had made me one the Christmas before, and then I�d burned a big hole in it with a cigarette-spark, and when I�d taken it back to her, she hadn�t been able to get the same color again, it had left a big star-like patch that hit you in the eye� It was back at my room now. I looked out the window, and I didn�t see anything.
His voice went on: �It took us hours to get all this out of her. We could only get it in snatches, a little at a time, she was so low. She went under without knowing Ayers had been killed along with her��
I heard the onionskin sheets crackle as he refolded them. No one said anything for awhile. Then Cliff asked, �They been buried yet?�
�Yeah, both. Temporarily, in her case; we haven�t been able to contact the husband yet, I understand he�s in South America��
�Got pictures of them?�
�Yeah, we got death-photographs. Care to see them?�
I knew what was coming up. My blood turned to ice, and I tried to catch Cliff�s eye, to warn him in silent desperation: Don�t make me look, in front of them. I�ll cave, I�ll give myself away. I can�t stand any more of it, I�m played out.
He said off-handedly, �Yeah, let�s have a look.�
Waggoner got them out of the same folder that had held the typescript. Blurredly, I could see the large, gray squares passing from hand to hand. I got that indirectly, by their reflections on the polished black window-square. I was staring with desperate intensity out into the night, head averted from them.
I missed seeing just how Cliff worked it, with my head turned away like that. I think he distracted their attention by becoming very animated and talkative all at once, while the pictures were still in his hands, so that Waggoner forgot to put them back where he�d taken them from. I lost track of them.
The next thing I knew the light had snapped out, they were filing out, and he was holding the inner office-door for me, empty-handed. �Coming, Vince?� We passed through the outside room to the street.
The deputy said, �I�ll run you back there, it�s on my own way home anyway.� He got in under the wheel and Cliff got in next to him. I was just going to get in the back when Cliff�s voice warded me off like a lazy whip. �Run back a minute and see if I left my cigarettes in Mr. Waggoner�s office, Vince.� Then he held Waggoner himself rooted to the spot there beside the car by a sudden burst of parting cordiality. �I want you to be sure and look me up anytime you�re down our way��
His voice dwindled behind me and I was in the darkened inner office again, alone. I knew what I�d been sent back for. He didn�t have any cigarettes in here; he�d given me his last one back at the Fleming house. I found the still-warm cone, curbed its swaying, lit it. They were there on the table under my eyes, he�d left them out there for me purposely.
The woman�s photograph was topmost. The cone threw a narrow pool of bright light. Her face seemed to come to life in it, held up in my hand. It lost its distortion, the stiff ugliness of death. Sight came into the vacant eyes. I seemed to hear her voice again. �There he is, right behind you!� And the man�s came to life in my other hand. That look he�d given me when I�d bent over him, already wounded to death, on the floor. �What did you have to do that for?�
The cone-light jerked high up into the ceiling, and then three pairs of feet were ranged around me, there where I was, flat on the floor. I could hear a blur of awed male voices overhead.
�Out like a light.�
�What did it, you suppose, the pictures? Things like that get him, don�t they? I noticed that already over at the house, before, when I was telling you about the case��
�He�s not well, he�s under treatment by a doctor right now; he gets these dizzy spells now and then, that�s all it is.� The last was Cliff�s. He squatted down by me on his haunches, raised my head, held a paper cup of water from the filter in the corner to my mouth.
His face and mine were only the cup�s breadth away from one another.
�Yes,� I sighed soundlessly.
�Shut up,� he grunted without moving his lips.
I struggled up and he gave me an arm back to the car. It�s a funny feeling, to lean on someone that�s your natural enemy from now on; that has to be, through force of circumstances. �He�ll be all right,� he said, and he closed the rear car-door on me. It sounded a little bit like a cell-grate.
Waggoner was left behind, standing on the sidewalk in front of his office, in a welter of so-longs and much-obligeds.
We didn�t say anything in the car. We couldn�t; the deputy was at the wheel. We changed to Cliff�s car at the Fleming house, picked Lil up, and she was blazing sore. She laced it into him halfway back to the city. �I think you�ve got one hell of a nerve, Cliff Dodge, leaving me alone like that in a house where I had no business to be in the first place, and going off to talk shop with a couple of corny Keystone cops! Suppose you did leave a note saying where you were, that isn�t the point! This was supposed to be your day off; I can�t have one day in the year with you, without squad-stuff, squad-stuff, squad-stuff! Don�t you get enough of it all week long in the city��
I think for once he was glad she kept his ears humming like that, kept him from thinking too steadily � about me. She only quit past the city-limits, and then the cold, empty silence that descended could be ascribed to his sulking after the calling-down he�d gotten. Once, near the end, she said: �What�s matter, Vince, don�t you feel well?� She�d caught me holding my head, in the rear-sight mirror.
�The outing was a little bit too strenuous for him,� Cliff said bitterly.
That brought on a couple of postscripts. �No wonder, the way you drive! Next time, try not to get to the place we�re going, and maybe you�ll make it!�
I would have given all my hopes of heaven to be back in that blessed everyday world she was in � where you wrangled and you squabbled, but you didn�t kill. I couldn�t give that, because I didn�t have any hopes of heaven left.
We stopped and he said, �I�ll go up with Vince a minute.�
I went up the stairs ahead of him. He closed the door after us. He spoke low and very undramatically, no fireworks. He said, �Lil�s waiting downstairs, and I�m going to take her home � first, before I do anything. I love Lil. It�s bad enough what this is going to do to her when she finds out; I�m going to see that she gets at least one good night�s sleep before she does.�
He went over to the door, got ready to leave. �Run out � that�s about the best thing you can do. Meet your finish on the hoof, somewhere else, where your sister and I don�t have to see it happen. If you�re still here when I come back, I�m going to arrest you for the murder of Dan Ayers and Dorothy Fleming. I don�t have to ask you if you killed those two people. You fainted dead on the floor when you saw their photographs in death.� He gave the knob a twist, as though he was choking the life out of his own career. �Take my advice and don�t be here when I get back. I�ll turn in my information at my own precinct-house and they can pass it on to Waggoner; then I�ll hand over my own badge in the morning.�
I was pressed up against the wall, as if I were trying to get out of the room where there was no door, arms making swimming-strokes. �I�m frightened,� I said stifledly.
�Killers always are,� he answered. ��afterwards. I�ll be back in about half-an-hour.� He closed the door and went out.
I didn�t move for about half the time he�d given me, thrown scornfully into my face, so to speak. Then I put on the light over the washstand and turned the warm-water tap. I felt my jaw and it was a little bristly. I wasn�t really interested in that. I opened the cabinet and took out my cream and blade and holder, from sheer reflex of habit. Then I saw I�d taken out too much, and I put back the cream and holder. The warm water kept running down. I was in such pain already I didn�t even feel the outer gash when I made it. The water kept carrying the red away down the drain.
It would have been quicker at the throat, but I didn�t have the guts. This was the old Roman way; slower but just as effective. I did it on the left one too, and then I threw the blade away. I wouldn�t need it any more to shave with.
I was seeing black spots in front of my eyes when he tried to get in the door. I tried to keep very quiet, so he�d think I�d lammed and go away, but I couldn�t stand up any more. He heard the thump when I went down on my knees, and I heard him threaten through the door, �Open it or I�ll shoot the lock away!�
It didn�t matter now any more, he could come in if he wanted to, he was too late. I floundered over to the door knee-high and turned the key. Then I climbed up it to my feet again. �You could have saved yourself the trip back,� I said weakly.
All he said, grimly, was: �I didn�t think of that way out,� and then he ripped the ends off his shirt and tied them tight around the gashes, pulling with his teeth till the skin turned blue above them. Then he got me downstairs and into the car.

They didn�t keep me at the hospital, just took stitches in the gashes sent me home, and told me to stay in bed a day and take it easy. I hadn�t even been able to do that effectively. These safety razor-blades, no depth.
It was four when we got back to my room. He stood over me while I got undressed, then thumbed the bed for me to get in.
�What about the arrest?� I asked. �Postponed?� I asked it just as a simple question, without any sarcasm, rebuke or even interest. I didn�t have any left in me to give.
�Canceled,� he said. �I gave you your chance to run out, and you didn�t take it. As a matter of fact I sent Lil home alone, I�ve been downstairs watching the street-door the whole time. When a guy is willing to let the life ooze out of his veins, there must be something to his story. You don�t die to back up lies. You�ve convinced me of your good faith, if not your innocence. I don�t know what the explanation is, but I don�t think you really know what you did that night, I think you�re telling the truth to the best of your knowledge.�
�I�m tired,� I said, �I�m licked. I don�t even want to talk about it any more.�
�I think I better stick with you tonight.� He took one of the pillows and furled it down inside a chair and hunched low in it.
�It�s all right,� I said spiritlessly. �I won�t try it again. I still think it would have been the best way out��
Our voices were low. We were both all-in from the emotional stress we�d been through all night long. And in my case, there was the loss of blood. In another minute one or both of us would have dozed off. In another minute it would have eluded us forever. For no combination of time and place and mood and train-of-thought is ever the same twice. It�s like a chemical formula. Vary it one iota and you don�t get the same result.
This was the right minute now, our minute, mine and his. He yawned. He stretched out his legs to settle himself better, the chair had a low seat and he was long-legged. The shift brought them over a still-damp stain, from my attempt. There were traces of it in a straight line, from the washstand all the way over to the door. He eyed them. �You sure picked a messy way,� he observed drowsily.
�Gas is what occurs to most people first, I imagine,� I said, equally drowsily. �It did to me, but this house has no gas. So there was no other way but the blade��
�Good thing it hasn�t,� he droned. �If more houses had no gas, there�d be fewer��
�Yeah, but if the bulb in your room burns out unexpectedly, it can be damn awkward. That happened to the fellow in the next room one night, I remember, and he had to use a candle�� My eyes were closed already. Maybe his were too, for all I knew. My somnolent voice had one more phrase to unburden itself of before it, too, fell silent. �It was the same night I had the dream,� I added inconsequentially.
�How do you know he had to use a candle, were you in there at the time?�
His voice opened my eyes again, just as my last straggling remark had opened his. His head wasn�t reared, he was still supine, but his face was turned toward me on the pillow.
�No, he rapped and stuck his head in my door a minute, and he was holding the candle. He wanted to know if my light had gone out too; I guess he wanted to see if the current had failed through the whole house, or it was just the bulb in his room. You know how people are in rooming-houses��
�Why�d he have to do that, couldn�t he tell by the hall?� His voice wasn�t as sleepy as before.
�They turn the lights in the upper halls out at eleven-thirty, here, and I guess the hall was dark already��
His head had left the pillow now. �That�s still no reason why he should bust in on you. I�d like to hear the rest of this.�
�There isn�t any rest, I�ve told you all there is to it.�
�That�s what you think! Watch what I get out of it. To begin with, who was he, had you ever seen him before?�
�Oh, sure,� I smiled deprecatingly. �We weren�t strangers. His name was Burg. He�d been living in the room for a week or ten days before that. We�d said howdy passing each other on the stairs. We�d even stood and chatted down at the street-door several times in the evening, when neither of us had anything to do.�
�How is it you never mentioned this incident to me before, as many times as I�ve asked you to account for every single minute of that evening, before you fell asleep?�
�But this has nothing to do with that, with what � came up later. You�ve kept asking me if I was sure I didn�t remember leaving the room at any time, and things like that. I didn�t even step out into the hall, when he came to the door like that. I was in bed already, and I didn�t even get out of bed to let him in � now what more d�you want?�
�Oh, you were in bed already.�
�I�d been in bed some time past, reading the paper like I do every night. I�d just gotten through and put out my own light a couple minutes before, when I heard this light knock��
He made an approving pass with his hand. �Tell it just like that. Step by step. Tell it like to a six-year-old kid.� He�d left the chair long ago, was standing over me. I wondered why this trifling thing, this less-than-an-incident, should interest him so.
�I turned over, called out �Who is it?� He answered in a low-pitched voice, �Burg, from next-door.� �
He wrinkled the skin under his eyes. �Low-pitched? Furtive�? Cagey�?�
I shrugged. �He didn�t want to wake up everyone else on the whole floor, I suppose.�
�Maybe it was that. Go on.�
�I can reach the door from my bed, you know. I stuck out my arm, flipped the key and opened the door. He was standing there in his suspenders, holding this lighted candle in front of him. So he asked if my room-light was okay, we tried it, and it was.�
�Then did he back right out again?�
�Well, not instantly. We put the light right out again, but he stayed on in the doorway a couple minutes.�
�Why�d he have to stand in the doorway a couple minutes once he�d found out your light was okay?�
�Well � uh � winding-up the intrusion, signing-off, whatever you�d want to call it.�
�In just what words?�
Gee, he was worse than a schoolteacher in the third grade. �You know how those things go. He said he was sorry he�d disturbed me, he wouldn�t have if he�d realized I was in bed. He said, �You�re tired, aren�t you? I can see you�re tired.� �
�With the light out.� It was a commentary, not a question.
�The candle was shining into my face. He said, �Yes, you�re tired. You�re very tired.� And the funny part of it was, I hadn�t been until then, but after he called it to my attention, I noticed he was right, I was.�
�Kind of repetitious, wasn�t he?� he drawled. �You�ve quoted him as saying it four times, already.�
�He kept saying it over and over, I couldn�t even keep track of how many times he said it, and his voice kept getting lower all the time.� I smiled tolerantly. �I guess he�s got kind of a one-track mind, used to mumbling to himself maybe.�
�All right, keep going.�
�There�s no further to go. He closed the door and went away, and I dropped right off to sleep.�
�Wait a minute, hold it right there. Are you sure that door closed after him? Did you see it close? Did you hear it? Or are you just tricking your senses into believing you did, because you figure that�s what must have happened next anyway?�
Was he a hound at getting you mixed-up! �I wasn�t so alert any more, I was sort of relaxed, like I say�� I said baffledly.
�Did it go like this?� He opened it slightly, eased it gently closed. The latch-tongue went click into the socket. �Did it go like this?� He opened it a second time, this time eased it back in place holding the knob fast so the latch-tongue couldn�t connect. Even so, the edge of the door itself gave a little thump as it met the frame.
He waited, said: �I can see by the trouble you�re having giving me a positive answer, that you didn�t hear either of those sounds.�
�But the door must�ve closed,� I protested. �What was he going to do, stay in here all night keeping watch at my bedside? The candle seemed to go out, so he must�ve gone out and left me.�
�The candle seemed to go out. How do you know it wasn�t your eyes that dropped closed and shut it out?� I didn�t say anything. �I want to ask you a few questions,� he said. �What sort of an effect did his voice have on you, especially when he kept saying �You�re tired�?�
�Sort of peaceful. I liked it.�
He nodded at that. �Another thing; where did he hold that candle, in respect to himself? Off to one side?�
�No, dead center in front of his own face, so that the flame was between his eyes, almost.�
He nodded again. �Did you stare at the flame pretty steadily?�
�Yeah, I couldn�t tear my eyes off it. You know how a flame in a dark room will get you��
�And behind it � if he was holding it up like you say � you met his eyes.�
�I guess � I guess I must have. He kept it on a straight line between my eyes and his the whole time.�
He worked his cheek around, like he was chewing a sour apple. �Eyes were fixed and glassy as though he were mentally unbalanced,� I heard him mutter.
�What?�
�I was just remembering something in that deathbed statement Mrs. Fleming made to Waggoner. One more thing: when you chatted with him downstairs at the street-door like you say you did once or twice, what were the topics, can you remember?�
�Oh, a little bit of everything, you know how those things go. At first general things like the weather and baseball and politics. Then later more personal things � you know how you get talking about yourself when you�ve got an interested listener.�
�Getting the feel of your background.� He must have meant that for himself, I couldn�t make any sense out of it. �Did you ever catch yourself doing something you didn�t want to do, while you were in his company?�
�No. Oh wait, yes. One night he had a box of mentholated coughdrops in his pocket. He kept taking them out and offering them to me the whole time we were talking. Gosh, if there�s one thing I hate it�s mentholated coughdrops. I�d say no each time, and then I�d give in and take one anyway. Before I knew it, I�d finished the whole box.�
He eyed me gloomily. �Testing your will-power to see if it was weak enough.�
�You seem to make something out of this whole thing,� I said helplessly. �What is it? Blamed if I can see!�
�Never mind. I don�t want to frighten you right now. You get some sleep, kid. You�re weak after what you tried to do just now.� I saw him pick up his hat.
�Where you going?� I asked. �I thought you said you were staying here tonight?�
�I�m going back to the Fleming house � and to Waggoner�s headquarters too, while I�m at it.�
�Now? You�re going all the way back up there, at this hour of the morning?�
�And Vince,� he added from the doorway, �don�t give up yet. We�ll find a way out somehow � don�t take any more shortcuts.�

It was high noon before I woke up, after all I�d been through, and even then he didn�t show up for another two or three hours yet. I got dressed but I didn�t dare leave my room, even for a cup of coffee; I was afraid if I did I�d miss him, and he�d think I�d changed my mind and lammed out after all.
Wild horses couldn�t have dragged me away. Where was there to go, anyway? He was my only salvation � now.
He finally showed up around three, and found me worriedly coursing back and forth in my stocking-feet, holding one bandaged wrist with the opposite hand. Stiffening was setting in, and they hurt plenty.
But I was as fresh as a daisy compared to the shape he was in. He had big black crescents under his eyes from not getting to bed all night, and the first thing he did was sprawl back in the chair he�d originally intended occupying the night before, and kick off his shoes. Then he blew a big breath of relaxation that fanned halfway across the room.
�Were you up there all this time � until now?� I gasped.
�I�ve been back to town once, in-between � to pick up something I needed and get a leave of absence.� He wasn�t sanguine by any means, I could tell that just by looking at him. He didn�t have that steely glint in his eye of your master-detective on the home-stretch to a solution. But he looked less harassed than the night before. Maybe the activity of running around, in itself, was good for him.
He�d brought in a large flat slab wrapped in brown paper with him. He picked it up now, undid it, turning partly away from me, scissored his arms, and then turned back again. He was holding a large portrait-photograph in a leather frame against his chest for me to see. He didn�t say anything, just watched me.
It took a minute for the identity to peer through the contradictory details, trifling as they were. The well-groomed hair, neatly tapered above the ears instead of shaggily unkempt; the clean-shaven upper lip instead of a sloppy walrus-tusk mustache � he helped this effect by holding one finger lengthwise under the picture�s nose�; above all, an intangible aura of prosperity, radiating from the impeccable fit of the custom-tailored suit-collar, the careful negligence of the expensive necktie, the expression of the face itself, instead of the habitual unbuttoned, tieless, slightly soiled shirt-collar, the hangdog aura of middle-age running to seed.
I jolted. �That�s Burg! The man that had the room next to me! Where�s you�?�
�I didn�t have to ask you that, I already know it, from the landlord and one or two of the other roomers here I�ve shown it to.� He reached under it with one hand and suddenly swung out a second panel, attached to the first. It was one of those double-easel arrangements that stand on dressers.
She stared back at me, and like a woman, she was different again. She�d been different on each of the three times. This was the third and last time I was to see her, though this crystallized, arrested glimpse of her preceded the other two in point of time. She had here neither the masklike scowl of hate at bay I had seen by torchlight, nor yet the rigid ghost-grin of death. She was smiling, calm, alive, lovely. I made a whimpering sound.
Somebody, I guess in Waggoner�s office, had stuck a gummed tab uniting the two of them across the division of the folder. Uniting them symbolically in death and mystery. On it was inked: �B-20, 263/Fleming-Ayers/7-21-40.�
�He�s also Dorothy Fleming�s husband, Joel,� Cliff said. �Waggoner gave me this, from their house.�
He must have seen the wan light of hope beginning to flicker in my eyes. He snuffed it out, with a rueful gnaw at his under-lip, a slight shake of his head. That was the kindest way, I guess; not to let it get fully kindled. Hope is so hard to kill, anyway. He closed the photo-folder and threw it aside. �No,� he said, �no, there�s no out in it for you. Look, Vince. D�you want to know now what we�re up against, once and for all? You�ve got to sooner or later, and it isn�t going to be easy to take.�
�You�ve got bad news for me.�
�Pretty bad. But at least it�s better than this weird stuff that you�ve been shadow-boxing with ever since it happened. It�s rational, down-to-earth, something that the mind can grasp. You killed a man that Wednesday night. You may as well get used to the idea. There�s no dodging out of it, no possibility of mistake, no shrugging-off of responsibility. It isn�t alone Mrs. Fleming�s deathbed description, conclusive as that is � and she didn�t make that up out of thin air, you know, imagine someone looking just like you. Fingerprints that Waggoner�s staff took from that mirror-door behind which Ayers�s body was thrust check with yours. I compared them privately while I was up there, from a drinking-glass I took out of this room and had dusted over at our own lab�� I looked, and mine was gone.
�You and nobody but you found your way into the Fleming house and punctured Dan Ayers�s heart with an awl and secreted his body in a closet.�
He saw my face blanch. �Now steady a minute. You didn�t kill Dorothy Fleming. You would have, I guess, but she ran out of the house and down the cut-off for her life. You can�t drive, and she was killed by somebody in a car. Somebody in Ayers�s car, but not Ayers himself obviously, since you had killed him upstairs a minute before yourself. Now that proves, of course, that somebody brought you up there � and was waiting outside for you at a safe distance, a distance great enough to avoid implication, yet near enough to lend a hand when something went wrong and one of the victims seemed on the point of escaping.�
That didn�t help much. That halved my crime, but the half was still as great as the whole. After being told you�d committed one murder, where was the solace in being told you hadn�t committed a dozen others.
I folded over, seated, held my head. �But why didn�t I know I was doing it�?� I groaned anguishedly.
�We can take care of that later,� he said. �I can�t prove what I think it was, right now, and what good is an explanation without proof? And there�s only one way to prove it: show it could have happened the first time by getting it to happen all over again a second time��
I thought he was going crazy � or I was. �You mean, go back and commit the crime all over again � when they�re both already buried?�
�No, I mean get the circumstances down on record, repeat the special conditions that surrounded it the first time. Even then, it�ll be purely circumstantial and none too good, but it�s about the best we can hope for.�
�But can�t you tell me what�?�
�I think it�s safer if I don�t, until afterwards. You�ll get all tense, keyed-up; you�re liable to jeopardize the whole thing without meaning to, make it miss fire. I want you to keep cool, everything�ll depend on that��
I wondered what he was going to ask me.
�It�s nearly four o�clock now,� he said. �We haven�t much time. A telegram addressed to Mrs. Fleming was finally received from her husband while I was up there; he�s arriving back from South America today. Waggoner took charge of it, showed it to me. He�s ordered her reburied in a private plot, will probably get there in time for the services��
I trailed him downstairs to his car, got in beside him limply. �Where we going?� I asked.
He didn�t start the car right away, gave me a half-rueful, half-apologetic look. �Where is the place you would least rather go, of all places, right now?�
That wasn�t hard. �That eight-sided mirrored alcove � where I did it.�
�I was afraid of that. I�m sorry, kid, but that�s the very place you�re going to have to go back to, and stay in alone tonight � if you ever want to get out from under the shadows again. Whaddye say, shall we make the try?�
He still didn�t start the car, gave me lots of time.
I only took four or five minutes, and I gave him the rest of it back. I slapped in my stomach, which made the sick-feeling go up into my throat, and I said: �I�m ready.�

I�d been sitting on the floor, outside it, to rest, when I heard him come in. There were other people with him. The silence of the house, tomblike until then, was abruptly shattered by their entrance into the lower hall, their voices, the sounds they made moving about. I couldn�t tell how many of them there were. They went into the living-room, and their voices became less distinct.
I stood up and got ready, but I stayed out awhile longer, to be able to breathe better. I knew I had time yet, he wouldn�t come up right away.
The voices were subdued, as befitted a solemn post-funerary occasion. Every once in awhile, though, I could make out a snatch of something that was said. Once I heard someone ask: �Don�t you want to come over to our place tonight, Joel? You don�t mean you�re going to stay here alone in this empty house after � after such a thing?�
I strained my ears for the answer � a lot depended on it � and I got it. �I�m closer to her here than anywhere else.�
Presently they all came out into the hall again, on their way out, and I could hear goodnights being said. �Try not to think about it too much, Joel. Get some sleep.�
The door closed. A car drove off outside, then a second one. No more voices after that. The tomblike silence almost returned. But not quite. A solitary tread down there, returning from the front door, told that someone had remained. It went into the living-room and I heard the clink of a decanter against a glass. Then a frittering of piano-notes struck at random, the way a person does who has found contentment, is eminently pleased with himself.
Then a light-switch ticked and the tread came out, started unhurriedly up the stairs. It was time to get in. I put one foot behind me, and followed it back. I drew concealment before me in the shape of a mirror-panel, all but the ultimate finger�s breadth of gap, to be able to breathe and watch.
The oncoming tread had entered the bedroom adjacent to me, and a light went on in there. I heard a slatted blind spin down. Then the sound of a valise being shifted out into a more accessible position, and the click of the key used to open it. I could even glimpse the colored labels on the lid as it went up and over. South American hotels. I saw bodyless hands reach down, take things out: striped pajamas and piles of folded linen, that had never seen South America. That had probably lain hidden on a shelf in some public checkroom in the city all this time.
My heart was going hard. The dried blood on the woodwork at my back, of someone I had killed, seemed to sear me where it touched. My flesh kept crawling away from it in ripples, though my body stood there motionless. It was the blood of someone I had killed, not that this man out there had killed. No matter what happened now, tonight, nothing could absolve me of that. There was no possibility of transfer of blame. Cliff had told me so, and it was true.
A light went up right outside where I was, and an ice-white needle of it splintered in at me, lengthwise, from top to bottom, but not broad enough to focus anything it fell on � from the outside.
I could see a strip of his back by it. He had come in and was squatting down by the damaged safe, mirror-covering swung out of the way. He swung its useless lid in and out a couple of times. I heard him give an almost soundless chuckle, as though the vandalism amused him. Then he took things out of his coat-pockets and began putting them in. Oblong manila envelopes such as are used to contain currency and securities, lumpy tissue-wrapped shapes that might have been jewelry. Then he gave the safe-flap an indifferent slap-to. As though whether it shut tight or not didn�t matter; what it held was perfectly safe � for the present.
Then he stood, before turning to go out.
This was when, now. I took the gun Cliff had given me, his gun, out of my pocket, and raised it to what they call the wishbone of the chest and held it there, pointed before me. Then I moved one foot out before me, and that took the door away, in a soundless sweep.
I was standing there like that, when he turned finally. The mirror covering the safe-niche had been folded back until now, so he didn�t see the reflection of my revelation.
The shock must have been almost galvanic. His throat made a sound like the creak of a rusty pulley. I thought he was going to fall down insensible for a minute. His body made a tortured corkscrew-twist all the way down to his feet, but he stayed up.
I had a lot to remember. Cliff had told me just what to say, and what not to say. I�d had to learn my lines by heart, and particularly the timing of them. That was even more important. He�d warned me I had a very limited time in which to say everything I was to say. I would be working against a deadline, that might fall at any minute, but he didn�t tell me what it was. He�d warned me we both � this man I was confronting and I � would be walking a tightrope, without benefit of balancing-poles. Everything depended on which one of us made a false step first.
It was a lot to remember, staring at the man whom I had only known until now as Burg, a fellow rooming-house lodger, and who held the key to the mystery that had suddenly clouded my existence. And I had to remember each thing in the order they had been given me, in the proper sequence, or it was no good.
The first injunction was, Make him speak first. If it takes all night, wait until he speaks first. Some matter of recognition must have been involved, but I had no leisure for my own side-thoughts.
He spoke finally. Somebody had to, and I didn�t. �How�d you get here?� It was the croak of a frog in mud.
�You showed me the way, didn�t you?�
I could see the lump in his throat as he forced it down, to be able to articulate. �You re� You remembered coming here?�
�You didn�t think I would, did you?�
His eyes rolled, as at the imminence of some catastrophe. �You � you couldn�t have!�
The gun and I, we never moved. �Then how did I get back here again, you explain it.�
His present situation pierced warningly at him through the muffling layers of his panic. I saw his eyes flick toward the entrance to the alcove. I shifted over a little, got it behind me, to seal him in. I felt with my foot and drew the door in behind me, not fast but leaving only a narrow gap. �How long have you been in here like � like this?�
�Since shortly after dark. I got in while you were away at the funeral services.�
�Who�d you bring with you?�
�Just this.� I righted the gun, which had begun to incline a little at the bore.
He couldn�t resist asking it, he wouldn�t have been human if he hadn�t asked it, in his present predicament. �Just how much do you remember?�
I gave him a wise smile, that implied everything without saying so. It was Cliff�s smile, not mine � but formed by my lips.
�You remember the drive up?� He said it low, but he�d wavered on the wire, that tightrope Cliff had mentioned. �You couldn�t have! You had the look, the typical look��
�What look?�
He shut up; he�d regained his equilibrium.
�I was holding a thumbtack pressed into the palm of each hand the whole way.�
�Then why did you do everything I � you were directed to, so passively?�
�I wanted to see what it was leading up to. I thought maybe there might be some good in it for me later, if anyone went to all that trouble��
�You purposely feigned�? I can�t believe it! You didn�t even draw back, exhibit a tremor, when I let you out of the car, put the knife in your hand, sent you on toward the house, told you how to get in and what to do! You mean you went ahead and consciously�?�
�Sure I went ahead and did it, because I figured you�d pay off heavy afterwards to keep me quiet. And if I�d tried to balk then, I probably would have gotten the knife myself, on the way back, for my trouble.�
�What happened, what went wrong inside?�
�I accidentally dropped the knife in the dark somewhere in the lower hall and couldn�t find it again. I went on up empty-handed, thinking I�d just frighten them out the back way and get a chance at the safe myself. But Ayers turned on me and got me down, he weighed more than I do, and he was going to kill me � to keep it from coming out that they were adulterous, and had been caught in the act of breaking into your safe in the bargain. Only by mistake, she put the awl that he cried out for into my hand instead of his. I plunged it into him in self-defense.�
He nodded as though this cleared up something that had been bothering him. �Ah, that explains the change of weapon that had me mystified. Also how it was that she got out of the house like that and I had to go after her and � stop her myself. Luckily I was crouched behind the hood of Ayers�s car, peering at the open door, when she came running out. She couldn�t drive herself, so she didn�t try to get in, ran screaming on foot down the cut-off. I jumped in without her seeing me, tore after her, and caught up with her. If I hadn�t, the whole thing would have ended in a ghastly failure. I might have known you were under imperfect control��
He�d fallen off long ago, gone hurtling down. But I still had a deadline to work against, things to say, without knowing the why or wherefore. �Your control was perfect enough, don�t let that worry you. You haven�t lost your knack.�
�But you just said��
�And you fell for it. I didn�t know what I was doing when you brought me up here, sent me in to do your dirty-work for you that night. Haven�t you missed something from your late wife�s bedroom since you�ve been back? There was a double photo-folder of you and her. The police took that. I happened to see both pictures in one of the papers. I recognized you as Burg. I�d also recognized my own description, by a darned sweater I wore that night, and had a vague recollection � like when you�ve been dreaming � of having been in such a house and taken part in such a scene. You�ve convicted yourself out of your own mouth to me, right now. I haven�t come back here to be paid off for my participation or take a cut in any hush-money. Nothing you can give me from that safe can buy your life. You picked someone with weak will-power, maybe, but strong scruples. I was an honest man. You�ve made me commit murder. I can�t clear myself in the eyes of the law � ever. You�re going to pay for doing that to me. Now. This way.�
�Wait, don�t do that � that won�t help you any. Alive, maybe I can do something for you. I�ll give you money, I�ll get you out of the country. No one needs to know.�
�My conscience�ll always know. I�ve got an honest man�s conscience in a murderer�s body, now. You should have let me alone. That was your mistake. Here you go, Fleming.�
He was almost incoherent, drooling at the mouth. �Wait � one minute more! Just sixty seconds�� He took out a thin gold pocket-watch, snapped up its burnished lid. He held it face toward me, open that way.
I saw what he was trying to do. Cliff had warned me to be careful. I dropped my eyes to his feet, kept them stubbornly lowered, brow furrowed with resistance, while I held the gun on him. Something kept trying to pull them up.
A flash from the burnished metal of the inside of the watch-lid wavered erratically across my chest-front for an instant, like when kids tease you with sunlight thrown back from a mirror.
�Look up,� he kept pleading, �look up. Just one minute more. See � the hands are at six-to. Look, just until they get to here.�
Something was the matter with the trigger of the gun, it must have jammed. I kept trying to close the finger that was hooked around it, and it resisted. Or else maybe it was the finger that wouldn�t obey my will.
I kept blinking more and more rapidly. The flash slithered across my shuttering eyes, slid off, came back again. They wanted so bad to look up into it; it prickled.
There was a slight snap, as though he had surreptitiously pulled out the stem-winder, to set the watch back. That did it. I glanced up uncontrollably. He was holding the watch up, brow-high � like he had the candle that night � as if to give me a good, unobstructed look at its dial. It was in about the position doctors carry those little attached head-mirrors with which they examine throats.
I met his eyes right behind it, and all of a sudden my own couldn�t get away any more, as though they�d hit glue.
A sort of delicious torpor turned me into wax; I didn�t have any ideas of my own any more. I was open to anyone else�s. My voice-control lasted a moment longer than the rest of my functions. I heard it say, carrying a left-over message that no longer had any will-power behind it, �I�m going to shoot you.�
�No,� he said soothingly. �You�re tired, you don�t want to shoot anybody. You�re tired. The gun�s too heavy for you. Why do you want to hold that heavy thing?�
I heard a far-away thump as it hit the floor. As far-away as though it had fallen right through to the basement. Gee, it felt good to be without it! I felt lazy all over. The light was going out, but very gradually, like it was tired too. The whole world was tired. Somebody was crooning, �You�re tired, you�re tired � you dirty bum now I�ve got you!�
There was a white flash that seemed to explode inside my head, and hurt like anything. Something cold and wet pressed against my eyes when I tried to flicker them open. And when I had, instead of getting lighter as when you�re slowly waking up, the world around me seemed to get darker and weigh against me crushingly, all over. The pain increased, traveled from my head to my lungs. Knives seemed to slash into them, and I couldn�t breathe.
I could feel my eyeballs starting out of their sockets with strangulation, and my head seemed about to burst. The pressure of the surrounding darkness seemed to come against me in undulating waves. I realized that I was underwater and was drowning. I could swim, but now I couldn�t seem to. I tried to rise and something kept holding me down. I weaved there like a writhing seaweed, held fast to the bottom.
I doubled over, forced myself down against the surrounding resistance, groped blindly along my own legs. One seemed free and unencumbered, I could lift it from the mucky bottom. About the ankle of the other there was a triple constriction of tightly-coiled rope, like a hideous hempen gaiter. It was tangled hopelessly about a heavy iron cross-bar. When I tried to raise this, one scimitar-like appendage came free, the other remained hopelessly hooked into the slime it had slashed into from above. It must have been some sort of a small but weighty anchor such as is used by launches and fishing-craft.
I couldn�t release it. I couldn�t endure the bend of position against my inner suffocation. I spiraled upright again in death-fluid. My jaws kept going spasmodically, drinking in extinction.
A formless blur came down from somewhere, brushed lightly against me, shunted away again before I could grasp it, shot up out of reach. I couldn�t see it so much as sense it as a disturbance in the water.
There were only fireworks inside my skull now, not conscious thoughts any more. The blurred manifestation shot down again, closer this time. It seemed to hang there, flounderingly, upside-down, beside me. I felt a hand close around my ankle. Then a knife grazed my calf, withdrew. I could feel a tugging at the rope, as if it were being sliced at.
Self-preservation was the only spark left in my darkening brain. I clutched at the hovering form in the death-grip of the drowning. I felt myself shooting up through water, together with it, inextricably entangled. I wouldn�t let go. Couldn�t. Something that felt like a small ridged rock crashed into my forehead. Even the spark of self-preservation went out.
When I came to I was lying out on a little pier or stringpiece of some kind, and there were stars over me. I was in shorts and undershirt, wringing wet and shivering, and water kept flushing up out of my mouth. Somebody kept kneading my sides in and out, and somebody else kept flipping my arms up and down.
I coughed a lot, and one of them said: �There he is, he�s all right now.� He stood up and it was Cliff. He was in his underwear and all dripping too.
A minute later Waggoner stood up on the other side of me. He was equally sodden, but he�d left on everything but his coat and shoes. There hadn�t been any time by then, I guess. He said, �Now get something around him and then the three of us better get back to the house fast and kill the first bottle we find.�
There was light coming from somewhere behind us, through some fir trees that bordered the little lake. It played up the little pier. By it, I could see my own outer clothes neatly piled at the very lip of it. There was a paper on top of them, pressed down by one of my oxfords. Cliff picked it up and brought it over and read it to us.
�I�m wanted for the murder of those two people at the Fleming house, they�re bound to get me sooner or later, and I have no chance. I see no other way but this.
Vincent Hardy.�

It was in my own handwriting; the light was strong enough for me to see that when he showed it to me.
He looked at Waggoner and said, �Do we need this?�
Waggoner pursed his lips thoughtfully and said, �I think we�re better off without it. These coronery-inquest guys can be awfully dumb sometimes, it might sort of cloud their judgment.�
Cliff took a match from his dry coat and struck it and held it to the note until there wasn�t any to hold any more.
I was feeling better now, all but the shivering. I was sitting up. I looked back at the glow through the trees and said, �What�s that?�
�Fleming�s car,� Cliff answered. �He tried to take a curve too fast getting away from here, when we showed up on his tail, and turned over and kindled.�
I grimaced sickly. That was about all that could have still stirred horror in me after the past ten days: a cremation alive.
�I shot him first,� Cliff said quietly.
�One of us did,� Waggoner corrected. �We all three fired after him. We�ll never know which one hit him. We don�t want to anyway. The machine telescoped and we couldn�t get him out. And then I had to give Dodge a hand going down after you, he�s no great shakes of a swimmer.�
�We had to hit him,� Cliff said. �It was the only way of breaking the hypnosis in time. You were drowning down there by your �own� act, and there was no time to chase him and force him at gun-point to release his control, or whatever it is they do. We only found out about the anchor after we�d located you��
A figure was coming back toward us from the glow, which was dwindling down now. It was the deputy. He said, �Nothing left now; I wet it down all I could to keep it from kindling the trees.�
�Let�s get back to the house,� Cliff said. �The kid�s all goose-pimples.�
We went back and I got very soused on my third of the bottle. I couldn�t even seem to do that properly. They let me sleep it off there, the four of us spent the night right there where we were. I found out later it was Fleming�s own bed I�d occupied, but at the time I wouldn�t have cared if it was the mirror-closet itself, with Ayers�s body still in it.
In the morning Cliff came in and had a talk with me before the other two were up. I knew where I was going to have to go with him in a little while, but I didn�t mind so much any more.
I said, �Did that help any, what I did last night? Did it do any good?�
�Sure,� he said. �It was the works; it was what I wanted, had to have. What d�you suppose I was doing around here all day yesterday, before he got back? Why d�you suppose I warned you to make him stay right there in the alcove with you, not let the conversation drift outside? I had it all wired up, we listened in on the whole thing. The three of us were down in the basement, taking it all down. We�ve got the whole thing down on record now. I�d emptied that gun I gave you, and I figured he�d be too smart to do anything to you right here in his own house. Only, he got you out and into his car too quick, before we had a chance to stop him. We darned near lost you. We turned back after one false start toward the city, and a truckman told us he�d glimpsed a car in the distance tearing down the lake road. That gave us the answer.
�We wouldn�t have even been able to hold the �suicide� against him. You did all that yourself, you know, even to shackling your foot to that boat-anchor and dropping it over ahead of you. A person who is afraid of the jump into water but determined to go through with it might have taken such a precaution as that.
�I had a hunch it was hypnosis the minute you told me that candle incident. But how was I going to prove it? So much of that stuff is fake that most people don�t want to believe in it. Now I�ve got two other police-officers, beside myself, who saw � or rather heard � the thing happen all over again. And that�s going to carry weight that no coroner�s jury will dare disregard.
�You were in a state of hypnosis when you committed this crime, that�s the whole point. In other words, you were as unresponsible, as inanimate, as insensible, as the knife or club that a murderer wields to accomplish his deed. You were simply the weapon in the actual murderer�s hands. Your own mind wasn�t functioning, you had no mind. Two bodies were being directed by one mind. His.� He stopped and looked at me. �Does that scare you?�
�Oh boy.� I puffed out my cheeks.
�It would me too. I�d better begin at the beginning. Joel Fleming used to be a professional hypnotist in vaudeville years ago. I found enough scrapbooks, old theatre-programs, and whatnot in trunks here in this house to testify to that. Stage-name �Dr. Mephisto.� He undoubtedly possesses a gift of hypnotic control � over certain subjects. (With my wife, Lil, for instance, I�m afraid he�d come a complete cropper � and even wind up helping her dry the dishes.)�
He was trying to cheer me up; I grinned appreciatively.
He went on, more seriously: �But there is such a thing, you know, it�s not all bunk by any means. Only, certain types of people are more easily influenced than others. Well, he got out of vaudeville years ago while the getting out was still good, and he went into another line of business entirely, which doesn�t need to concern us here, and he made good dough. Then like they all do, he made the mistake of marrying someone years younger than him, a hat-check girl he met at a nightclub. It wasn�t only that she married him simply for his money and to be able to quit handling people�s sweatbands at four bits a throw; she was already the sweetie of a convict named Dan Ayers, who was doing time just then for embezzlement. You get the idea, don�t you? Ayers got out, found a ready-made situation crying to be profited by � so he profited by it. He cultivated Fleming, got in solid with him; he didn�t have to get in solid with Dorothy, he was already.
�All right. Fleming did make these trips to South America, all but the last time. It�s obvious that he found out what was going on quite some time back, somewhere in-between the last real trip he made and the fake one just now. It�s equally obvious that he brooded and he planned revenge. They talk about a woman scorned. There�s nothing more dangerous than a middle-aged husband who finds himself betrayed by a younger wife. It wasn�t just a case of marital disloyalty involved either, he found out they were planning to make off with all his available funds and securities the next time he was away, just strip him clean and goodbye. You notice he didn�t entrust her with the combination of that safe here in the house.
�That�s the basic situation. All that we�ve got to go on is just conjecture. The three principals are dead now and can�t give evidence. I�m not trying to defend Fleming, but there is something to be said for his doing what he did. It turned him into a demon. He wanted Ayers dead, and he wanted Dorothy dead too � now. But he picked a low, lousy way of effecting his purpose. He wasn�t going to endanger himself, risk his own security. No, he started off for �South America,� dropped from sight, holed-up in a rooming-house in the city under the name of Burg, and picked an innocent kid, who had never done him any harm, who had just as much right as he had to life and the pursuit of happiness, to do his murdering for him.
�He tested you out, saw that you were a suitable subject, and � well, the rest we got over the dictaphone last night. To give him his due, he wasn�t deliberately trying to have you apprehended for the crime either. He would have been just as satisfied if you were never caught yourself.
�But the point was, whatever clues came into the possession of the police pointing at the killer, would point at you, not him. He had provided himself with a buffer; he would always be one step removed from the crime. If they ever caught the man the clues pointed to, if they ever caught the actual killer, it would always be you, not him. It was a lot safer than just hiring a professional killer, in full possession of his faculties; it removed all danger of eventual betrayal and implication.
�True, he had to drive you up there, because you don�t drive. Maybe he would have had to anyway; I don�t know enough about hypnotism, I don�t know if control can be effectively maintained over such a great distance. It was just as well he did, from his point of view. You lost the knife, only killed Ayers by a fluke in struggling with him, and Dorothy would have gotten away scot-free, if he hadn�t been lurking outside to lend a hand himself. If she had lived to raise the alarm, you probably would have been nabbed then and there, before you could make a getaway in your dazed state; which would have brought the investigation back to the rooming-house too quickly to suit him, his presence there might have been revealed in spite of all his precautions. So he crushed her to death and whisked you back to immunity.�
�How is it I remembered the whole murder-scene so vividly the next morning? Especially their faces��
�His control wasn�t one-hundred-percent effective; I don�t know if it ever is. The whole scene must have filtered dimly through to your conscious mind, remained in your memory the next morning after you woke up � just the way a dream does. And other particles, that remained imbedded in your subconscious at first, also came out later when they reduced themselves in actuality: I mean your memory of the stone entrance-lanterns, the cut-off, the spare door-key, the hall light-switch, etcetera. All that stuff is way over my head, I�m not qualified to pass expert judgment on it. I�d rather not even puzzle too hard about it, it scares me myself.�
�Why did I seem to know her, when I didn�t? Why was I so � sort of hurt, heartbroken, at the sight of her face?�
�Those were Fleming�s thoughts, not yours, filtering through your mind. She was his wife, about to desert him, helping another man to rob him in his absence.�
I was sitting down on the edge of the bed, lacing my shoes. That reminded me of something else. �It was drizzling in town that night when I went to bed � and the streets were only starting to dry off when I woke up the next morning. Yet the soles of my shoes were perfectly dry; how could they be, if I followed him even across the sidewalk to where he had a car waiting at the curb? And I doubt that he brought it up that close to the rooming-house entrance, for fear of being seen.�
�I remember you mentioned that to me once before, and it�s puzzled me too. The only possible explanation I can think of is this � and that�s another thing we�ll never know for sure, because that point didn�t come up when he was giving himself away in the alcove last night: can you remember whether you got them off easily that night, when you were undressing in your own room, or as sometimes happens with nearly everyone, the laces got snarled, you couldn�t undo the knot of one or both of them?�
I tried to remember. �I�m not sure � but I think a snag did form in the laces of one of them, so I pulled it off the way it was without really opening it properly.�
�And in the morning?�
�They both seemed all right.�
�That�s what it was, then. You couldn�t undo the knot in time while you were hurriedly getting dressed under his �direction.� You followed him out and around to wherever the car was in your stocking feet, shoes probably shoved into the side-pockets of your coat. He got the knot out for you at his leisure in the car, before starting. It wasn�t raining up here that night, and by the time you got back to town again the sidewalks were already starting to dry off, so your shoes stayed dry.�
�But wouldn�t my socks have gotten wet?�
�They probably did, but they�d dry off again quicker than shoes.�
I was ready now. Waggoner and his deputy went over ahead without waiting for us. I guess he figured I�d rather just go alone with Cliff, and he wanted to make it as easy as he could for me. He said, �Bring the kid over whenever you�re ready, Dodge.�
Cliff and I started over by ourselves about half an hour later. I knew I�d have to go into a cell for awhile, but that didn�t worry me any more; the shadows had lifted.
When we got out in front of the constabulary Cliff asked: �Are you scared, kid?�
I was a little, like when you�re going in to have a tooth yanked or a broken arm reset. You know it�s got to be done, and you�ll feel a lot better after it�s over. �Sort of,� I admitted, forcing a smile.
�You�ll be all right,� he promised, giving me a heartening grip on the shoulder. �I�ll be standing up right next to you the whole time. They probably won�t even send it all the way through to prosecution.�
We went in together.

Bad Time at Honda
HOWARD BRESLIN

THE STORY
Original publication:The American Magazine, January 1947

Although he never graduated from high school because of an automobile accident at the age of fourteen that gave him a permanent shoulder disability, Howard Mary Breslin (1912�1964) went on to study at Manhattan College, earning a Bachelor of Arts degree, and had a successful writing career. His attempts at securing a job as a journalist proved fruitless so he turned to writing radio scripts for such shows as Off the Air, which starred Shirley Booth, and The Honest Captain (both cowritten in alternate weeks with Knowles Entrikin), Mayor of the Town, which starred Lionel Barrymore, and Allen�s Alley (cowritten with David Howard).
He took the risk of quitting his highly paid career as a radio scriptwriter to devote himself full-time to writing novels and short stories. He had immediate success with The Tamarack Tree (1947), a novel set in 1840 in a small Vermont village of two hundred people that swells to twenty thousand to hear Daniel Webster speak during the �Tippecanoe and Tyler Too� presidential campaign and becomes the scene of sudden violence. It was followed by ten additional novels under his own name, as well as Run Like a Thief (1962), a suspense novel written under the pseudonym Michael Niall. Set in New York, where Breslin was born and lived for virtually his entire life, it is a two-pronged story of a man attacked by a juvenile gang after he rescues a girl and a television tape of a bank robbery whose perpetrator the man recognizes from his neighborhood.
Curiously, after his short story inspired the motion picture Bad Day at Black Rock, Breslin wrote a novelization of the screenplay and published it with the same title as the movie but published it under the Niall pseudonym, though the original story had been published under his own name.
Another of his short stories served as the basis for Platinum High School (1960), about a man who comes to investigate his son�s death at an elite military school for delinquent boys; it starred Mickey Rooney, Terry Moore, and Dan Duryea.

THE FILM
Title: Bad Day at Black Rock, 1955
Studio: Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer
Director: John Sturges
Screenwriters: Don McGuire, Millard Kaufman
Producer: Dore Schary

THE CAST
��Spencer Tracy (John J. Macreedy)
��Robert Ryan (Reno Smith)
��Anne Francis (Liz Wirth)
��Dean Jagger (Sheriff Tim Horn)
��Walter Brenna (Doc Velie)
��John Ericson (Pete Wirth)
��Ernest Borgnine (Coley Trimble)
��Lee Marvin (Hector David)

The full-length film is remarkably close to the storyline and tone of the short story, though inevitably padded out to accommodate the longer format. The first difference, which does not have any impact on the story as a whole, is that its hero, John J. Macreedy (Peter in the story), has only one arm in the film, though he has no disability in the story.
Spencer Tracy, who eventually agreed to play the character, had been unsure about whether he wanted the role. Plagued by alcoholism at the time, Tracy wasn�t eager to take on any new work but producer Dore Schary wanted him for the role. As the shooting date approached, Schary had the screenwriters make a change in the script that had Macreedy lose an arm in the war, knowing that actors like to play characters with physical disabilities. Still hemming and hawing, Tracy finally agreed after being told that Alan Ladd had been offered the role and accepted. Tracy hated the idea of losing a prime role to another studio star, so went to work. It also didn�t hurt that the producer, Dore Schary, threatened to sue him for the costs the studio had incurred after he agreed to make the film before he changed his mind. The price tag would have been $480,000 � a lot of money today but a fortune more than half a century ago.
It was the right decision, as Tracy was nominated for an Oscar as Best Actor in a Lead Role and won the Cannes Film Festival award for Best Actor (tying for first place with the ensemble cast in A Big Family). Also nominated for Oscars were director John Sturges and screenwriter Millard Kaufman.
The film (and the story) opens with Macreedy, a former cop, getting off a train in a tiny, remote town and finding the locals hostile. He�d come to find a Japanese-American named Kamotka in order to let him know that his son had been killed in Italy.
He got little help from the townspeople but finally was taken to where the senior Kamotka lived and found his house burned down. Macreedy is shot at and threatened before learning the truth about Kamotka�s fate and getting back on the train to Chicago.
The film offers a high level of suspense, somewhat reminiscent of High Noon, in which a solitary man must face down a threatening coterie while the rest of the town is either too afraid or too impotent to help.
Filmed in the California desert, the heat during filming was oppressive, frequently hitting one hundred degrees. Tracy regularly invited the cast and crew to his hotel room for cocktails after the day�s shoot. Although an alcoholic, Tracy drank only soda pop because he tried to abstain while working � making up for it with serious binge drinking after the production wrapped.
Coincidentally and ironically, in a story and motion picture featuring anti-Japanese bigotry, the name of the town in the story, Honda, was used long before the Japanese automobile became a well-known brand. The town�s name was changed to Black Rock because it is far more memorable and because the studio wanted to avoid confusion with a recent and successful John Wayne western movie, Hondo.
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer�s president, Nicholas Schenck, did not want the studio to make the film, as he regarded it to be subversive.
A decade after the film�s release, writer Millard Kaufman was given an award by the Japanese government for his sensitive portrayal of Japanese people. �The whole thing was absurd,� Kaufman later said, �because there are no Japanese in the movie.�

BAD TIME AT HONDA
Howard Breslin

Honda sprawls between the bluff and the railroad tracks. The tracks, four strips of steel, bright in the sunlight, fence the endless Southwestern plain from the false fronts of the town. The plain is Honda�s only view; from behind the buildings the bluff, a huge, red-brown mound, roughly shaped like the crown of an enormous sombrero, rises to the sky. Against the bluff�s ancient mass the houses of Honda�s single street are garish and new, in spite of peeling paint and battered tin signs. The glaring sunshine has baked everything, thoroughly, into one color � sepia. Even the dust that swirls up as the Streamliner passes is the same thinned-out, tired brown.
The long red and silver fatly curved Streamliner streaks past Honda, heading west, three mornings a week. Eastbound, it rattles by in the night, a sound, sudden and fleeting. But on the mornings when it is seen, its length alive with glints from the ever-present sunlight, the Streamliner is an event to Honda, a glimpse of the sleekness and wealth, the silver-chromium speed, that belong to other places.
That is why the morning the Streamliner stopped it was more than an event; it was a shock. It was wrong, not normal. The whole town felt it; the range, when it heard, felt it. And even then, that morning, the feeling was that this happening would mean a bad time for Honda.

There was no warning. The shimmering heat above the railroad tracks seemed to become audible with a low humming.
Doc Velie, lounging on the porch of Sullivan�s Bar, let his chair down and looked at his watch. �That�ll be her,� Doc told the other loungers. �On time today.�
Honda prepared for the expected passage in its usual way. Papa Delvecchio came out of his grocery store; Liz Brooks climbed up from the grease pit of her garage and stood waiting, wiping her hands vigorously on a piece of waste.
The humming increased in volume. The station door banged, and Hastings, the station agent, peered down the tracks. Hastings was wearing black dust cuffs, and he raised an arm to shield his bald head from the sun.
�Here she comes,� said Doc Velie, leaning forward. Then his mouth popped open. The Streamliner wasn�t racing into Honda; she had cut her speed, and was slowing.
The loungers stared. Liz Brooks dropped her waste. Papa Delvecchio began beckoning wildly to somebody inside the store. Hastings stood as if frozen until the train slid smoothly to a stop. The moment the train ceased motion, Hastings jerked into life, running along the track. But the passenger was on the ground, and the porter was swinging back up the steps, before the station agent reached the open car door.
The Streamliner slid away, picking up speed with each yard out of Honda. Every glance in town watched it go. Then all the heads turned back in unison, to view the man the train had left behind.
He was a big man, bulky. His clothes looked rumpled and well worn. Towering over the excited Hastings, the man hefted his large, black Gladstone bag with an ease that matched his size.
Hastings�s voice was shrill; it carried across the quiet morning: �You for Honda?�
�That�s right,� said the big man. He didn�t look at Hastings. He was gazing at the town with a pair of calm, untroubled, brown eyes. There was nothing shrewd nor speculative about his gaze, but it seemed to record every feature of Honda with the emotionless efficiency of a camera.
�But there must be some mistake!� Hastings spluttered, disbelief in his tone. �I�m the agent here! Nobody told me about this! Nobody wired me the liner was stopping!�
The big man looked at Hastings, then, and smiled. He said again, softly and amused, �That�s right.�
Hastings sucked in his breath noisily and swallowed. �You being met?� he asked. �You visiting folks here?�
�No.�
The monosyllable was so casually dropped that Hastings wasn�t sure he�d heard it. �No?� he repeated.
The stranger nodded toward a two-story frame building that had a sign hanging vertically down one corner, with the single word, HOTEL. �That�s for me,� he said, and started for it.
Hastings followed him across the dust of the street, up the steps, and into the hotel. The slap of the screen door closing seemed to stir Honda into action. Liz Brooks turned and walked briskly around the corner of her garage. Papa Delvecchio herded his daughter back into the grocery store.

In front of Sullivan�s, the loungers could hear the jangle of a telephone bell as Sullivan cranked for a connection. The bar�s big Saturday trade came from the ranches, and its owner would make sure that they were informed. The loungers stirred uneasily and looked at one another.
Doc Velie brought out his knife and cut a chew off his tobacco plug. He said, munching, �Walks light for a big man.�
They knew that much themselves. A voice asked, low and quick, �What do you think, Doc?�
�How should I know?� Doc Velie answered. �He ain�t no salesman, that�s sure. Not off the Streamliner.� He laughed, a harsh, dry sound without mirth, and jabbed the point of his knife into a pillar of the porch. �Why ask me? It�s no hair off my chest, whoever he is!�
A slender, wiry man in a faded blue shirt and jeans came out of the shoemaker�s. He stood a moment in the street, smoking, and looked at the loungers. The face under a dust-colored hat was thin and tanned, and his hands were the same. He stood motionless, except for the wisp of smoke from the cigarette between his lips, and the loungers were silent. Not even Doc Velie spoke.
Snapping his cigarette away, the slender man climbed into a light truck and kicked its motor awake. He swung the truck in a smooth, competent U-turn and drove out of town.
Doc Velie spat tobacco at the settling dust. �Ask him,� he said. �Ask Lancey Horn. See what it gets you.� Again the sharp laughter rattled.
The sun climbed higher, and the shadows of Honda shortened as they always did. It was hot, the dry, breathless furnace heat that Honda expected at midday. But this day was different. Doc Velie shuffled into Sullivan�s before his usual time, and the others followed. They stood along the bar, talking quietly, drinking. Sullivan, a small, dark Irishman with a tight mouth, served his customers swiftly and said nothing. The whole room was waiting. But when Hastings came they learned only how the big man had registered:
Peter Macreedy, Chicago.
The name passed from lip to lip. No man recognized it. Sullivan slipped under his bar, went into his back room where the phone was, and shut the door. They all watched when he came back. Sullivan shook his head. The name meant nothing on the range, either.
Doc Velie tossed down a drink and slammed his glass on the bar. �He ain�t no cattle buyer, then! Not if Circle T don�t know his name!� He stopped, staring at Sullivan.
Hands on the bar propping him higher, Sullivan was on tiptoe, looking over their heads into the street. Through the window, Macreedy�s bulk was plain.
The big man was sauntering along easily, hands in his pockets, his feet stirring the dust. As he passed Sullivan�s, he glanced at the row of faces behind the window, and smiled. Macreedy went on down the street, not hurrying, and turned into the garage.
There was no one there. The gas pump in the doorway seemed to droop beneath the sun. Macreedy leaned into the car that was over the grease pit, and put his thumb on its horn. The sound was sudden and raucous.
It brought Liz Brooks from her house behind the garage. She came out to the front, walking with a long, man�s stride, saw Macreedy, and checked herself. She was a tall girl, and she carried herself well. Even the stained coverall she wore only accented the curves of her figure.
Macreedy said, �Lady at the hotel � Mrs. Jiminez. She says you rent cars.�
Liz brushed a strand of black hair off her forehead, as if to see him more clearly. �Sometimes,� she said.
�This one of the times?�
�Maybe.�
They were facing, standing apart like duelists, trying to find the range with each quiet sentence.
Macreedy moved closer. Both his manner and his voice were bland. �I need this car,� he said, �for a trip. To a place called Adobe Wells.�
The girl�s face didn�t change, but she couldn�t keep a crisp note from her tone. �Why are you going there?� she asked.
�I have to,� said Macreedy simply.
Frowning, Liz said, �There�s nothing at the Wells.� She waited for Macreedy to speak, but he just looked at her. Her next words had an edge: �Nothing and nobody!� Again she stopped, and again the big man outwaited her, his silence forcing her into speech: �What are you after, anyway?�
�A car,� Macreedy said.

Liz Brooks took a deep breath, and tightened her lips over it. She turned toward a battered station wagon. Over her shoulder she said, �I�ll drive you myself.� It sounded like a challenge.
Macreedy nodded, followed her, and got into the car. He watched while the girl backed the station wagon out into the street, and glanced once through the rear window. If he noticed the crowd staring from Sullivan�s, he said nothing. They were away from the town, dragging a curtain of dust behind them, when Macreedy unfolded a map on his lap.
�I won�t get lost!� said Liz Brooks savagely. She drove faster, looking straight ahead, her knuckles white on the steering wheel.
Rocking on the seat beside her, Macreedy watched the landscape. He tilted his hat forward to shield his eyes from the glare.
The road paralleled the railroad tracks, and then swung away in a wide curve around the shoulder of the bluff behind Honda. After that they were on the plain for miles, the vast flatland slipping away beneath them. Nothing grew higher than a fence post, and only a few cattle moved.
Liz turned off the main road and bounced toward what looked like a low cloud on the horizon. They sped on. The floorboards under Macreedy�s feet became uncomfortably hot. Suddenly, the cloud ahead was a jumble of low hills. Macreedy counted them. There were four, tumbled together like carelessly piled grain sacks. In the white glare, each stood clearly etched, as if cut from cardboard, baked into the sepia of the country.
Adobe Wells was a pocket between two of the hills. A barbed-wire fence still stretched across the pocket, but its open gate hung listlessly by one hinge. Liz Brooks steered the station wagon through the gateway and braked abruptly beneath two shadeless, twisted trees.
�Here!� She practically barked the word.
Macreedy grunted, and got out of the car. Turning his body in a complete circle, he looked the place over. He gazed up at the hills, along the line of the fence. Only when his circuit was completed did the big man turn his attention to what had been buildings.
Two adobe walls maintained a right angle, but their fellows had crumbled. Inside the angle lay a mass of charred and blackened timbers. Behind this ruin, scattered dark patches on the rank brown grass showed that fire had taken to the outbuildings, too.
Beside Macreedy, Liz Brooks glared up at him. �I told you,� she said. �There�s nothing here! Nothing!�
�Since?�
�Not for years!�

The loud twang of metal on metal startled them. There was the high whine of a ricochet, and then, from the hills, the flat slap of a rifle.
Macreedy moved fast. He took one step, hooked a leg behind Liz�s knees, deftly shouldered her over, and fell on top of her. They were on the ground before the station wagon�s bullet-scarred fender stopped quivering.
�Stay down,� said Macreedy. The girl twisted beneath him, and he pushed her flat, holding her there with a hand on her shoulder, his arm rigid. He took a quick look at the fender, and relaxed. �It�s all right. He�s on the other side of the car.� He rolled away from Liz, and rose to a crouch, balancing on one fist like a football player. Macreedy�s other hand held a gun, a square black automatic, compact and heavy.
Liz Brooks, prone, watched, her face white and tense. But it was the paleness of anger, not fear. With sudden violence, she pounded her fist against the ground. �Fool!� she muttered. �Fool!�
�Who is?� asked Macreedy. Then, as she whirled herself to a sitting position, he said sharply, �Watch it! Down!�
�He wasn�t shooting at me! And it was only a warning, anyway!� The girl�s eyes were scornful. �You�re too big a target to miss, if a man was trying.�
�Maybe,� agreed Macreedy, smiling. But he watched the hills for a long time through the car�s windows, before he nodded. He helped Liz Brooks to her feet, noticed her glance at his automatic, and slid it back under his arm. �Habit, I guess. At his range I might just as well have thrown it at him.�
�Now will you go away?� asked Liz. �There�s nothing here!�
�Nothing?� Macreedy�s finger stroked the furrow in the fender. �Somebody doesn�t agree with you.� His head turned in a slow, deliberate survey. Shrugging, he climbed back into the car. �Let�s go.�
They drove back in silence. Once, on the flatlands, Macreedy spoke. �That gun of mine,� he said. �It�s a Beretta. Italian make. You might mention it around Honda. I�m not fond of people shooting at me.� Getting no reply, he sighed, settled himself more comfortably, and dozed.
Alongside the railroad tracks a car honked and swept past them. Liz Brooks said, �Circle T. The range is coming in.�
�That�s nice,� said Macreedy tonelessly.
The sun was lower in the sky when they came back into Honda, but it was still the same pale, yellow disk. Along the street there were more cars parked, and even a saddled horse drooped in front of Sullivan�s. Four men watching Papa Delvecchio water his vegetables stopped talking and stared at the station wagon. When Liz Brooks skidded to a stop before the hotel, a puncher in a parked sedan touched his horn twice.
Macreedy got out of the station wagon, looked at the puncher calmly, smiled. The girl shook her head impatiently, then said, gazing at Honda, �Look. Whatever you�re starting, drop it. You can�t ride these folks too long.�
�I�m not,� Macreedy said. �They�re riding themselves.� He paid Liz and mopped his face. After the wind of motion the heat was stifling. He went into the hotel.

Three men were waiting in Mrs. Jiminez�s dining room. They rose from behind an oil-cloth-covered table when Macreedy entered. The biggest of the three wore a seersucker suit and a bow tie. Except for his low-crowned Stetson he might have been a Midwestern banker.
�You�re Macreedy,� he said, without preamble. �I�m Coogan Trimble.�
�Circle T.� Macreedy nodded.
Trimble introduced the others: �Mort Lane, of the 31 spread. Randy Cameron. He manages Rancho Mesa.�
Lane was a square, stocky man with short bowed legs. Cameron, lanky, had a lean, shrewd face. They were both coatless, wearing clean white shirts.
Macreedy said, �Pleasure.� He drew a chair out and sat down. He waited, smiling, attentive. Trimble took a place across the table. The two ranchers stood behind the Circle T owner�s chair.

Trimble spoke with the easy assurance of a man to whom people listened. He grinned, teeth very white against sunburned skin, and said, �I�m a frank man, Macreedy. Your arrival was kind of a surprise to Honda. We welcome you.� The grin flashed again. �But we�re curious. What brought you here?�
�Business.�
�Fine. Just what kind?�
�Mine.�
The word hung in the quiet room. Color slowly rose behind the bronze of Trimble�s face. His grin stiffened, and disappeared. �We�re not sitting in on your game,� he said evenly. �But we all have a stake in what happens around here.�
�Sure.� Macreedy glanced at each of the three in turn. �I know. Big outfits. It�d be pretty hard to burn those out.�
Lane sucked his breath, audibly. Cameron�s voice was flat, uninterested; the tone of a dealer calling the cards. He said, distinctly, �Adobe Wells.�
�Your trail�s cold,� Trimble said. �Why not let it lie? What happened, happened. You can�t prove anything, anyway.�
�What is there to prove?� asked Macreedy.
�An old Jap squatter!� Lane spat the sentence out as if it tasted bitter.
�Born in the United States,� Macreedy said.
�Was he?� Trimble shrugged. �I never knew that. God knows what brought him to this part of the country.�
Macreedy said, �I know that, too. He didn�t like the talk on the Coast. Too much Emperor routine. He drifted this way. To be let alone.�
Trimble�s face was blank. �You�re well informed.�
�Except about the finish.�
�About that.� The rancher rubbed his chin. �I�m not saying it should have happened, Macreedy. But you know how folks felt after Pearl Harbor. And it was Sunday, and the boys were liquored up.�
�So.�
Trimble laid his palms flat on the table and leaned forward. �Maybe some of those boys rode for me. Maybe not. Nobody knows for sure. If they did, I�ll stand behind them.�
Lane and Cameron nodded in unison.
�Other places,� said Trimble, not pausing, �settled it other ways. Camps. Things like that. We only had the one. We ran him out. Burned him out. That�s all.�
�You don�t know that�s all,� said Macreedy.
�Oh, yes, I do,� Trimble said. �That�s the story I�m taking. And it�s all anybody�s going to know. The old man lived alone. There�d been some kids, but they went away years ago. Maybe a little arson spurred the old man into leaving, but that�s all anybody can say.�
Macreedy smiled. �Or wants to.�
�Or wants to.� Trimble rose, pushing back his chair. �We�ve played fair, Macreedy. You�ve got your story. Take it, and run along. There are others around here who might not just talk.�
�Lancey Horn, for one,� said Cameron, in his quiet, unaccented voice. �Liz Brooks threw him over on account of this thing.�
Macreedy looked at him, not speaking. Cameron met the gaze steadily.
�You�re sticking?� asked Trimble.
�I�m sticking.�
�Why? What�s your stake in this? What�ll it get you?�
�There are reasons,� said Macreedy.
With a snort, Trimble turned and pushed his way through the other two to the door. There he swung around. �One thing. Are you from the government?�
�No.� Macreedy shook his head. He watched them go, not moving until he heard the screen door shut behind them. He took out a cigarette, and lit it. The tiny match flame was doubled in eyes that were cold and hard.
Not many customers came in for supper. Those who did, ate hurriedly, talking low, ignoring the big man alone at his table. Macreedy gave all his attention to his meal.
When he had finished he sat on the hotel�s porch for a while. In the clear brightness of the moonlight, Honda�s street was less shabby than by day. Overhead were countless stars; the street itself was splashed with streams of light from doors and windows. Voices, and the loud music of a jukebox, made Sullivan�s neon sign unnecessary. Beneath it, in the shadows, several red dots showed where men smoked. Two punchers, coming out of the hotel, swerved away from Macreedy�s bulk and hurried toward Sullivan�s. A voice carried back through the quiet: �Yeah. That�s the guy.� Macreedy smiled into the night, stretched, and went to bed.
Most of Honda stayed up late. Even the light in the back of Papa Delvecchio�s store didn�t go out until after midnight. Sullivan�s was packed and busy. But the jukebox music couldn�t drown the uneasy note in men�s laughter, and the arguments at the poker table were sudden and frequent. Doc Velie, drunk, started the only fight, a quick flurry of punches that ended with Doc�s being carried out to sleep it off. When Sullivan�s finally closed, men hung about the street, reluctant to go home. And in the back room a select few waited with Coogan Trimble for a phone call he had put through to Chicago.
By the time Macreedy came down for breakfast, everyone in Honda knew the result of that phone call. Mrs. Jiminez, knowing, served him nervously. The big man had been a cop. Very much a cop. A boss one, they said. Mrs. Jiminez spilled the coffee. This Macreedy had been laid off since the war�s start, but who could be certain of anything with cops, except they were always bad luck?
Macreedy didn�t seem to do anything. He took one look at the sun blazing over Honda, winced, and borrowed a pack of cards from Mrs. Jiminez. He spent the morning playing solitaire in the hotel dining room.

It wasn�t quite noon when three riders from Cameron�s Rancho Mesa drifted into Sullivan�s. The bartender served them, surprised. �No work today?� he asked.
The three shuffled their feet. They didn�t look at Sullivan. One said, �We got our time. We�re drifting.� Sullivan stared: Doc Velie, nursing his head in a corner, snickered. Another of the riders said angrily, �Better pay, south a-ways!� The third gulped his drink and glanced through the window toward the hotel. �Yeah,� he said. �Let�s get along.�
In spite of the heat they spurred their horses to a trot through the town. Macreedy heard them pass the hotel, but never looked up from his card game.
He left it only once all that day. He walked through Honda to Liz Brooks�s garage. Macreedy noticed that there were more men in town; all along the street they fell silent as he passed. He noticed another thing, too. Nearly every man had a gun belt buckled on.
Liz Brooks saw him coming, waited for him.
Macreedy raised his hat and asked one question: �Who fired that shot yesterday?�
The girl looked at him with tired, red-rimmed eyes. She shook her head.
�It might go easier if you�d tell me,� Macreedy said.
Liz Brooks shook her head again.
Macreedy turned and walked back to the hotel. He could feel the tension along the street. It was like the heat, steady, oppressive, mounting. It even followed him into the hotel.
He stayed there through the rest of the day, playing game after game, stopping only to eat. Outside, Honda baked and speculated.
Night brought relief only from the sun. Macreedy finished his supper, pushed the dishes aside, dealt the cards. Doc Velie, glaring, stamped out of the room. Coogan Trimble, drawn irresistibly, came all the way from Sullivan�s to stand over Macreedy�s table.
�Won�t the game come out?� Trimble asked.
�Eventually,� Macreedy said.

That night, after Macreedy had gone to bed, the tension broke in Honda. A puncher in Sullivan�s denied, heatedly, that he�d ever been to Adobe Wells. The word �lie� snapped out; a name was shouted. The saloon rocked with the roaring of gunfire. Before it was over, two men were dead, another was badly wounded, and the state police were on their way.
The shots woke Macreedy. He lay listening until the shouting had stopped, then got up and went to the open window. In the white floodlight beam of a full moon, Honda seemed crowded with men. One group was under Macreedy�s window, and from it a voice cursed Macreedy savagely, blaming him for the shooting.
A colder voice, Trimble�s, cut across the swearing: �Shut up, you fool! That�s what he wants!�
With a sudden silence, every face in the group was a white patch lifted toward Macreedy�s window. The big man stiffened. He was a clear target in the moonlight, and he knew it, and he was careful not to move. Any sudden motion might bring a gunshot from the street, instead of hatred. Macreedy gazed down on the group, until it quietly broke up and drifted off in fragments. Then he let his breath out slowly.
He stayed at the window, watching, until the state police cars had come and gone. Then he went back to bed. He was asleep when the tap came on his door.
Macreedy was out of bed with a leap, and his gun was in his hand. The room was darker. The moon was gone; the window showed blue instead of silver. Macreedy put his back against the wall by the door, and spoke very quietly: �What is it?�
Through the thin panel a voice said, �Liz Brooks sent me.�
Macreedy didn�t turn on the light. He unlocked the door, then raised his gun. �Open it,� he said. �And come slow.�
A man walked into the room, a slender shadow in the half-light.
�The bulb�s over your head,� said Macreedy. �Pull it on.�
The man reached up, fumbled, found the light, and turned it on. Then he walked across to the window and pulled the shade down. He turned, as Macreedy shut the door.
�Your name would be Horn,� said Macreedy.
�You�re good.�
�That was easy. That�s the one thing they gave me.�
�Like that.� Horn didn�t sound surprised. �That would be Cameron. He�s always wanted my place. So I�m elected.� He lit a cigarette, not hurrying, and blew smoke toward the ceiling. �I walked in alone, Macreedy. I�ll walk out alone. Italian gun or not.�
�Out at the Wells. That shot. The girl knew it was you.�
Horn smiled. �Testing. You didn�t scare.�
Macreedy wasn�t smiling. He asked, �Was it you the night they burned the old man out?�
�I was there. But I�m not going to be the goat.�
�Tell me what happened.�
�Showdown, eh?� Horn took the cigarette out of his mouth and looked at Macreedy for a long time. �All right,� he said finally. He sat down on the edge of the rumpled bed. �Liz didn�t want me to go out there with the crowd. I went. You don�t have to believe I went to herd them off, to slow them down. On the other hand, I don�t have to tell you anything.�
Macreedy nodded. �Go on.�
�I went. They were drunk. They had a rope. You�ve seen those trees out there; they�re not big enough for that. I thought it might save the old man. But they started burning the buildings. He broke away. Ran for it.�
Macreedy nodded again.
�He ran up the hill. You could see him plain, in all that fire. They started to chase him. But I called for the shot. I cursed them out, and called for it. Like I was one of them. I meant to miss.�
�Yes,� Macreedy said.
�He couldn�t run very fast. I gave him all the time I could. He was almost to the top when I shot. I put it beside him, into a shadow so they wouldn�t see it hit. I couldn�t believe it when he dropped.�
�You hit him?�
�No. There wasn�t a mark on him. But nobody knows that but me. The rest of them beat it. I buried him over at my own place. He was dead, all right. Fright, I guess. Or running up that hill. He wasn�t young. But there was no bullet in him.�
�The town doesn�t know that.�
�No. I got the credit. Even with Liz.� Horn bared his teeth. �But that�s the truth. I liked the old bird. Used to get vegetables from him.�

Horn stood up, suddenly tense. �Liz talked me into coming here, ending this thing. You�ve got it. You don�t have to believe it. There�s no proof. I could show you an unmarked skeleton, but you wouldn�t know it was the Jap�s. There was never any proof about what really happened. That�s why I never told my story... Take it or leave it.�
Macreedy sighed, and tossed his gun on the bed. He said, �You couldn�t stop them?�
�You can�t stop a stampede, Macreedy.�
�I guess that�s all,� said Macreedy. �And thanks.� He went to the window and raised the shade. �Almost dawn.�
Horn heard the dismissal in the words, and started for the door. He had his hand on the knob when he paused. �Why, Macreedy?� he asked. �Why, after four years? What brought you to Honda?� But Macreedy just stood, looking out the window, and Horn left.
Macreedy slept late, and he spoke to Hastings as soon as he breakfasted. The station agent raced to Sullivan�s with the news: �He�s leaving! He wants me to flag the eastbound Streamliner tonight!�
It spread through Honda like a cool wind. Sullivan passed it on to the ranches. Doc Velie took off his gun. Even Papa Delvecchio beamed when he heard, and pressed a free apple on the man who told him. And all through another scorching day Honda scoffed at Macreedy�s solitaire as the gesture of a beaten man.
Sullivan�s was crowded and happy that night. The jukebox was the only noise in the room, and Macreedy was standing in the doorway. The crowd drew back from him. Somebody pulled the plug of the jukebox out, and the silence was like a shot.
�Now, listen,� said Macreedy. �All of you. I came here to find Old Man Kamotka. You know what happened to him. So do I � now.� He could hear the breathing in the room, and he went on: �This is why I came. There was a kid named Jimmy Kamotka. He left here years ago. He never wrote his father. The old man couldn�t read. I met Jimmy in the Army. In Italy. He asked me to look in here.�
Macreedy�s smile was not a pleasant one. �Jimmy Kamotka was killed in Italy. I think maybe this town should know that. And remember it. I�m not a cop any more, and you�re all safe enough. But just remember what I told you.�
Along the railroad tracks came the humming of an approaching train.
Macreedy looked the crowd over with his calm gaze. Then he spoke, and the word crackled like an insult: �Honda!�
The big man turned and went out. He reached the station just as the Streamliner slid to a stop. Macreedy climbed aboard without looking back.

The Boy Cried Murder
CORNELL WOOLRICH

THE STORY
Original publication:Mystery Book Magazine, March 1947; first collected in Dead Man Blues by William Irish (Philadelphia, Lippincott, 1948). Note: The title was changed to �Fire Escape� for its first book publication.

In the mid- to late 1940s, Cornell George Hopley-Woolrich (1903�1968) appeared to be exhausted by his prodigious writing schedule and he was not the workhorse he had been for the previous two decades. Mark Van Doren, the noted Columbia professor and scholar, gave him a little boost when he needed it, although not intentionally.
Woolrich had not taken classes with Van Doren but it is likely they knew each other because Van Doren took the trouble to write to him early in 1947 when he saw the movie version of Woolrich�s novel Waltz into Darkness (1946) and noticed his name in the credits for the novel on which the film was based.
Woolrich appears to have been touched by the note and wrote back to Van Doren: �That was the kindest letter you sent me. I don�t get very many, and at times it�s like writing in a vacuum, you don�t know if anyone likes it or not. (For that matter, you don�t even know if anyone reads it or not.) So it did me a lot of good; made me want to write again for awhile.�
Only two new short stories were published by Woolrich in the first half of 1947, but they are among his best. Submitted as �Child�s Ploy,� �The Boy Cried Murder� is among his most frequently anthologized stories.
The story is told in third person from the perspective of a twelve-year-old boy who cannot help but tell fanciful stories, getting himself in trouble for a habit he can�t break. On a hot summer night, he climbs out onto the fire escape of the tenement building in which he lives in the hope of catching a bit of breeze. He peeks into a window where the shade hadn�t been pulled all the way down and sees his neighbors kill a man and prepare to dismember the body with a razor blade. He is almost caught peeking but, scared half to death, flees down the fire escape and into the safety of his apartment. In the morning, he tells his parents what he saw but, of course, they don�t believe him and give him a beating for his continued prevarications.
He then runs to the police station to tell them what he saw but they don�t believe him either. He�s prepared to let it drop but the killers realize that there was a witness to their crime and decide they have to dispose of him.

THE FILM
Title: The Window, 1949
Studio: RKO Radio Pictures
Director: Ted Tetzlaff
Screenwriter: Mel Dinelli
Producers: Frederic Ullman Jr., Dore Schary

THE CAST
��Barbara Hale (Mary Woodry)
��Arthur Kennedy (Ed Woodry)
��Paul Stewart (Joe Kellerson)
��Ruth Roman (Jean Kellerson)
��Bobby Driscoll (Tommy Woodry)

The Window is an outstanding suspense film that follows the entire storyline of �The Boy Cried Murder,� the minor changes nonetheless maintaining Woolrich�s vision and tone. Like most of the motion pictures made from Woolrich�s short stories, it was made on a tight budget (only $210,000, which was modest even in 1947) but the cast was first-rate and the premise so enthralling that the film was a success with substantial box office business.
It was filmed on location in the tenements of New York City�s Lower East Side, adding verisimilitude to the dangers of the neighborhood. A chase scene leading to an abandoned building ratchets up the suspense as Tommy must not only flee from the killers but must be wary of the inherent dangers of a crumbling structure.
The film won the Edgar Allan Poe Award for Best Picture, with a screenplay by Mel Dinelli and Cornell Woolrich.
It received an Oscar nomination for Frederic Knudtson for Best Film Editing, a Writers Guild of America nomination for Dinelli for Best Written American Drama, and a nomination for Best Film from Any Source from the British Academy of Film and Television Arts.
The Woolrich story has served as the inspiration for three further filmed versions: The Boy Cried Murder (1966), Eyewitness (1970), and Cloak and Dagger (1984), each of which careered further and further from the original story and the excellent film based on it.
Bobby Driscoll, who played Tommy so believably in The Window, was a Walt Disney discovery who won a special Oscar in 1950, given only occasionally when the Academy decides a child star is deemed worthy of the award. He was only ten when the film was made but thirteen when he accepted the award, as Howard Hughes, the head of RKO Radio Pictures, had held the film for nearly three years before releasing it.
Tragically, Driscoll spiraled into drug addiction as an adult and spent his last years as a homeless person on the streets of New York. Ironically, on March 30, 1968, two kids discovered his body in an abandoned tenement in the East Village. He was thirty-one years old.

THE BOY CRIED MURDER
Cornell Woolrich

The kid was twelve, and his name was Buddy. His real name wasn�t that, it was Charlie, but they called him Buddy.
He was small for his age. The world he lived in was small, too. Or rather, one of them was. He lived in two worlds at once. One of them was a small, drab, confined world � just two squalid rooms in the rear of a six-story tenement, 20 Holt Street; stifling in summer, freezing in winter. Just two grown-ups in that world � Mom and Pop. And a handful of other kids, like himself, that he knew from school and from playing on the streets.
The other world had no boundaries, no limits. You could do anything in it. You could go anywhere. All you had to do was just sit still and think hard. Make it up as you went along. The world of the imagination. He did a lot of that. But he was learning to keep it to himself. They told him he was getting too big now for that stuff. They swatted him, and called it lies. The last time he�d tried telling them about it, Pop had threatened:
�I�m going to wallop you good next time you make up any more of them fancy lies of yours!�
�It comes from them Saturday afternoon movies he�s been seeing,� Mom said. �I told him he can�t go any more.�
And then this night came along. It felt like it was made of boiling tar, poured all over you. July was hot everywhere, but on Holt Street it was hell. He kept trying to sleep but it wouldn�t work. The bedding on his cot got all soggy and streaked with perspiration. Pop wasn�t home; he worked nights.
The two rooms were like the chambers of an oven, with all the gas-burners left on full-tilt. He took his pillow with him, finally, and climbed out the window onto the fire escape landing and tried it out there.
It wasn�t the first time. He�d done it often on hot nights. You couldn�t fall off because the landing was protected by an iron railing. Well, you could if you were unlucky, but it hadn�t happened yet. He sort of locked his arm through the rail uprights, and that kept him from rolling in his sleep.
It didn�t take him long to find out it was just as bad on the fire escape. It was still like an oven, only now with the burners out. He decided maybe it would be better if he tried it a little higher up. Sometimes there was a faint stirring of breeze skimming along at roof level. It couldn�t bend and get down in here behind the tenements. He picked up the pillow and went up the iron slats one flight, to the sixth-floor landing, and tried it there.
It wasn�t very much better, but it had to do. You couldn�t go up any higher than that. He�d learned by experience you couldn�t sleep on the roof itself because it was covered with gravel, and that got into you and hurt. And underneath it was tar-surfaced, and in the hot weather that got soft and stuck to you all over.
He wriggled around a little on the hard-bitten iron slats, with empty spaces in between � it was like sleeping on a grill � and then finally he dozed off, the way you can even on a fire escape when you�re only twelve.
Morning came awfully fast. It seemed to get light only a minute later. The shine tickled his eyelids and he opened them. Then he saw that it wasn�t coming down from above, from the sky, the way light should. It was still dark, it was still night up there.
It was coming in a thin bar, down low, even with his eyes, running along the bottom of the window beside him, on a level with the fire escape landing he was on. If he�d been standing up instead of stretched out flat, it would have run over his feet instead of across his eyes.
It was only about an inch high, for a dark shade was unrolled nearly to the bottom. But that had slipped back, maybe half a turn on its roller, allowing this narrow strip of light to escape. Now, with his eyes up close against the sill like they were, it was nearly as good as the whole window being lit up. He could see the whole inside of the room.
There were two people in it, a man and a woman. Buddy would have closed his eyes again and gone right back to sleep � what did he care about watching grown-ups?�� except for the funny, sneaky way they were both acting. That made him keep on watching, wondering what they were up to.
The man was asleep on a chair, by a table. He�d been drinking or something. There was a bottle and two glasses on the table in front of him. His head was down on the table, and his hand was in front of his eyes, to protect them from the light.
The woman was moving around on tiptoes, trying not to make any noise. She was carrying the man�s coat in her hands, as if she�d just taken it off the back of the chair, where he�d hung it before he fell asleep. She had a lot of red and white stuff all over her face, but Buddy didn�t think she looked very pretty.
When she reached the far side of the table she stopped, and started to dip her hand in and out of all the pockets of the coat. She kept her back to the man while she was doing it. But Buddy could see her very well from the side.
That was the first sneaky thing he saw that made him keep on watching them. And the second was, he saw the fingers of the man�s hand � the one that was lying in front of his eyes � split open, and the man stole a look through them at what she was doing.
Then, when she turned her head to make sure he was asleep, he quickly closed his fingers together again.
She turned her head the other way again and resumed her searching.
She came up with a big wad of money from the coat, all rolled up tight. She threw the coat aside, bent her head close, and started to count it. Her eyes grew very bright, and Buddy could see her licking her lips while she was doing it.
All of a sudden he held his breath. The man�s arm was starting to crawl along the top of the table toward her, to reach for her and grab her. It moved very slowly, very quietly, like a big thick snake writhing along after somebody, and she never noticed it.
Then, when it was out straight and nearly touching her, the man started to come up off his chair after it and crouch over toward her, and she never heard that either. He was smiling, but it wasn�t a very pleasant smile.
Buddy�s heart was pounding.
He thought, �You better look around, lady!� But she didn�t. She was too busy counting the money.
Suddenly the man jumped and grabbed her. His chair went over flat, and the table nearly did, too, but it recovered and stayed upright. His big hand, the one that had been reaching out all along, caught her around the back of the neck, and held on tight, and he started to shake her from head to foot. His other hand grabbed the wrist that was holding the money. She tried to jam it down the front of her dress, but she wasn�t quick enough; he started to twist her wrist slowly around, to make her let go of it.
She gave a funny little squeak like a mouse, but not very loud; at least it didn�t have much volume when it reached the boy on the fire escape.
�No you don�t!� Buddy heard the man growl. �I figured something like this was coming! You gotta get up pretty early in the morning to put anything like that over on me!�
�Take your hands off me!� she panted. �Let go of me!�
He started to swing her around from side to side.
�You won�t ever try anything like this again, by the time I get through with you!� Buddy heard the man grunt.
All of a sudden she screamed, �Joe! Hurry up in here! I can�t handle him any longer by myself!� But she didn�t scream it out loud � just in a sort of smothered way, as if she didn�t want her words to carry too far.
The door flew open, and a second man showed up. He must have been standing right outside it waiting the whole time, to be able to rush in that fast. He ran up behind the man who was being robbed. The woman held on tight and kept the first man from turning around.
The newcomer waited until the other man�s head was in the right position, and then he locked his own hands together in a double fist, and smashed them down with all his might on the back of the fellow�s neck.
The victim dropped to the floor like a stone and lay there quietly for a minute.

The woman scrambled down and started to pick up all the money that was lying around on the floor.
�Here!� she said, handing it to the second man.
�Hurry up, let�s get out of here!� he snarled. �What�d you have to bungle it up like that for? Why didn�t you fix his drink right?�
�I did, Joe, but it didn�t work on him. He musta seen me do it.�
�Come on!� Joe said, and started for the door. �When he comes to he�ll bring the cops down on us.�
Suddenly the man lying on the floor wrapped his arm tight around Joe�s legs, pinning them together. Joe tripped and fell to the floor. The first man scrambled on top of him before he could get up, held him that way, and the battle started in all over again.
The man they were robbing was the better fighter of the two. He started to swing punches at Joe�s head, while he had him pinned to the floor like that. In another minute he would have knocked Joe out. Even Buddy could tell that. Joe�s arms spread out limply along the floor, and his fists started to open up.
But the woman went running all around the place hunting for something to help him with. Suddenly she threw open a drawer in a bureau and took out something that flashed in the light. Buddy couldn�t see what it was for a minute, she was so fast with it. She darted in close to them and placed it in Joe�s outstretched hand as he lay sprawled beneath the other man.
Then when it swept up high over both their heads a second later, Buddy got a clear view of it. It was a short, sharp knife. Buddy�s eyes nearly came out of his head.
Joe swung it and buried it in the other�s back. Right up to the hilt so you couldn�t even see the blade any more.
The fight stopped cold on the instant, but not the stabbing. Joe wrenched out the knife with a sawing motion from side to side, and swung it again, and buried it again, in a different place this time. The first man wasn�t moving any more, just sort of recoiling from the impact of the stab itself.
Joe wasn�t satisfied even yet. He freed it a second time, with a lot of trouble, and it came up and went back in again. Then both men lay there still, one of them getting his breath, the first man not breathing any more.
Finally Joe rolled the crumpled weight off him, and picked himself up and felt his jaw. Then he and the woman stood there looking down at the body of the other man.
�Is he dead?� Buddy heard her ask in a scared voice.
�Wait a minute. I�ll see.� Joe got down by the man, and put his hand underneath him, where his heart was. Then he pulled it out. Then he pulled the knife out of his back. Then he stood up.
He looked at the woman and shook his head.
�Holy smoke!� she gasped. �We�ve killed him! Joe, what�ll we do?�
She didn�t say it very loud, but it was so quiet in the room now that Buddy could hear everything they said.
Joe grabbed her arm and squeezed it.
�Take it easy. Plenty of people are killed and no one ever finds out who done it. Just don�t lose your head, that�s all. We�ll get by with it.�
He held her until he was sure she was steady, then he let go of her again.
He looked all around the room.
�Gimme some newspapers. I want to keep this stuff from getting on the floor.�
He got down and stuffed them underneath the body on all sides.
Then he said, �Case the door. See if there�s anyone out there who heard us. Open it slow and careful, now.�
She went over to it on tiptoe, and moved it open just on a crack, and looked out with one eye. Then she opened it a little wider, and stuck her whole head out, and looked in both directions. Then she pulled her head in again, and closed up, and came back to him.
�Not a soul around,� she whispered.
�All right. Now case the window. See if it�s all right out in the back there. Don�t pull up the shade. Just take a squint out the side of it.�
She started to come over to where Buddy�s eyes were staring in, and she grew bigger and bigger every minute, the closer she got. Her head went way up high out of sight, and her waist blotted out the whole room.
Buddy couldn�t move. His body seemed to be paralyzed. The little gap under the shade must have been very small for her not to see it, but he knew in another minute she was going to look right out on top of him, from higher up.
He rolled over flat on his back. It was only a half-roll because he�d been lying on his side until now, and that was about all the moving there was time for him to do.
There was an old blanket over the fire escape rail, hung out to air. He clawed at it and pulled it down on top of him. He only hoped it covered all of him, but there wasn�t much time to tuck it around evenly. About all he could do was hunch himself up and make himself as small as possible, and pray none of him stuck out.
A minute later, even with his head covered, he could tell, by a splash of light that fell across the blanket like a sort of stripe, that she�d tipped the shade back and was staring out from the side of it.
�There�s something white down there,� Buddy heard her say, and he froze all over. He even stopped breathing, for fear his breath would show up against the blanket, make a ripple.
�Oh, I know!� she explained, in relief. �It�s that blanket I left out there yesterday. It must have fallen down. Gee, for a minute I thought it was somebody lying there!�
�Don�t stand there all night,� the man growled.
The stripe of light was blotted out, and Buddy knew she had let the shade go back in place.
He waited a few minutes before he dared to move. Then he worked his head clear of the blanket and looked again.
Even the gap near the sill was gone now. She must have pulled the shade down another notch before she turned away. He couldn�t see them any more, but he could still hear them.
But he didn�t want to. All he wanted to do was get away from there! He knew, though, that if he could hear them, they could hear him just as easily. He had to move slowly. The fire escape was old and rickety; it might creak. He started to stretch out his legs, backward, toward the ladder-steps going down.
Then, when he had them out straight, he started to shove himself backward on the palms of his hands, keeping his head and shoulders down. It was a little bit like swimming the breaststroke on dry land. Or rather on iron slats, which was worse still.
But he could still hear them talking the whole time he was doing it.
�Here�s his identification-papers,� the man said. �Cliff Bristol. Mate on a merchant ship... That�s good... Them guys disappear awfully easy. Not too many questions asked. We want to make sure of getting everything out of his pockets, so they won�t be able to trace who he was.�
The woman said, as if she were almost crying, �Oh, what do we care what his name is. We�ve done it. That�s all that matters. Come on, Joe, let�s get out of here!�
�We don�t have to get out now,� the man said. �Why should we? All we have to do is get him out. Nobody seen him come up here with you. Nobody knows what happened. If we lam out now and leave him here, they�ll be after us in five seconds. If we just stay here like we are, nobody�ll be any the wiser.�
�But how are you going to do it, Joe? How you going to get him out?�
�I�ll show you. Bring out them two valises of yours, and empty the stuff out of them.�
Buddy was worming his way down the fire escape steps backward now, but his face and chin was still balanced above the landing.
�But he won�t go into one of them, a great big guy like him,� the woman protested.
�He will the way I�ll do it,� the man answered. And then he said, �Go in the bathroom and get me my razor.�

Buddy�s chin went down flat on the landing for a minute, and he felt as if he wanted to throw up. The fire escape creaked a little. But the woman had groaned at that instant and the groan covered the sound of his movement.
�You don�t have to watch,� the man said. �You go outside the door and wait, if you feel that way about it. Come in again if you hear anyone coming.�
Buddy started to move again, spilling salt water from his mouth.
�Hand me all the newspapers we got in here before you go,� he heard the man say. �And bring in that blanket you said was outside the window. That�ll come in handy, too. I�m going to need it for lining.�
Buddy wriggled the rest of the way down, like a snake in reverse. He felt his feet touch bottom on his own landing, outside his own windows. He was safe! But there was something soft clinging to them. He looked, and it was the blanket!
It had gotten tangled around his foot while he was still on the upper landing, and he�d trailed it down with him without noticing it in his excitement.
He kicked it clear of himself, but there was no time to do anything else with it. He squirmed across the sill, and toppled back into his own flat, and left it lying there. An instant later a beam of light doused the fire escape and he heard the window above go up as the woman reached out for the blanket.
Then he heard her whisper in a frightened, bated voice:
�It blew down! I see it. There it is down below. It was right out here a minute ago, and now it�s down below!�
The man must have told her to go after it and bring it up. The light went out. He must have put the light out in the room, so she�d have a chance to climb down and get it without being seen. Buddy could hear the wooden window frame ease the rest of the way up in the dark, then a stealthy scrape on the iron ladder stair.
He pressed himself flat against the wall, under his own sill. He was small enough to fit in there. He saw the white of the blanket flick upward and disappear from sight.
Then he heard her whisper, just as she climbed into her room again.
�That�s funny. There�s not a breath of air stirring either! How did it come to get blown down there?�
Then the window rustled closed, and it was over.
Buddy didn�t get up and walk to his own bed. He couldn�t lift himself that high. He crawled to it on his hands and knees.
He pulled the covers all over him, even past the top of his head, and as hot as the night had seemed only a little while ago, he shook as if it were the middle of December and goose pimples came out all over him.
He was still shaking for a long time after. He could hear something moving around right over him once in awhile, even with the covers over his head, and just picturing what was going on up there would start him shaking all over again.
It took a long time. Then everything became quiet. No more creaks on the ceiling, as if somebody were rocking back and forth, sawing away at something. He was all covered with sweat now.
Then he heard a door open, and someone moved softly down the stairs outside. Past his own door and down to the bottom. Once something scraped a little against the wall, like a valise. He began shaking again, worse than ever.
He didn�t sleep all the rest of the night. Hours later, after it was already light, he heard someone come quietly up the stairs. This time nothing scraped against the walls. Then the door closed above, and after that there were no more sounds.
In a little while his mother rose from her bed in the next room and got breakfast started and called in to him.
He dressed and dragged himself in to her. When she turned around and saw him she said:
�You don�t look well, Buddy. You feel sick?�
He didn�t want to tell her. He wanted to tell his father.
His father came home from work a few minutes after that, and they sat down to the table together like they did every morning, Buddy to his breakfast and his father to his before-bedtime supper.
He waited till his mother was out of the room, then he whispered:
�Pop, I want to tell you something.�
�Okay, shoot.� His father grinned.
�Pop, there�s a man and woman livin� over us��
�Sure, I know that,� his father said, helping himself to some bacon. �I�ve seen them, coming and going.�
Buddy shifted his chair closer and leaned nearer his father�s ear.
�But Pop,� he breathed. �Last night they killed a man up there, and they cut up his body into small pieces, and stuck it into two valises.�
His father stopped chewing. He put down his knife and fork. Then he turned around slowly in his chair and looked at Buddy hard.
�Mary, come in here,� he called out grimly.
Buddy�s mother came to the door and looked in at them.
�He�s at it again,� his father said. �I thought I told you not to let him go to any more of them Saturday movies.�
She gnawed her lip worriedly. �Making things up again?�
�I didn�t make�� Buddy started to protest.
�I wouldn�t even repeat to you the filthy trash he�s just been telling me. It would turn your blood cold.� His father whacked him across the mouth with the back of his hand.
�What�d he say?� his mother asked in a troubled way.
�It�s not fit for you to hear,� his father replied indignantly. But then he went ahead and told her anyway. �He said they done someone in up there, over us, and then chopped him up into small pieces and carted him off in two valises.�
His mother touched her apron to her mouth in a gesture of horror.
�The Kellermans?� she gasped. �Oh, Buddy, when are you going to stop that? Why, they�re the last people in the world... She seems like a very nice woman. Why, she was right down here at the door, only the other day, to borrow a cup of sugar from me.�
�Well, he�ll grow up fine,� his father said darkly. �There�s something wrong with a boy like that. This had to happen to me! I don�t know where he gets it from. I wasn�t that way in my whole life. My brother Ed � God rest his soul � wasn�t that way. But I�m going to take it out of him if it�s the last thing I do.�
He started to roll up his shirt sleeve. He pushed his chair back.
�Are you going to say it�s not true?�
�But I saw them. I watched through the window and saw them,� Buddy wailed helplessly.
His father�s jaw set tight.
�All right, come in here.�
He closed the door after the two of them.
It didn�t hurt very much. Well, it did, but just for a minute. It didn�t last. His father wasn�t a man with a vicious temper; he was just a man with a strong sense of what was right and what was wrong. His father just used half-strength on him; just enough to make him holler out satisfactorily, not enough to really bruise him badly.
Then when he got through, he rolled down his shirt sleeves and said to the sniffling Buddy:
�Now are you going to make up any more of them fancy lies of yours?�
There was an out there, and Buddy was smart enough to grab it.
�No, sir,� he said submissively. �I�m not going to make up any lies.� And he started for the door.
But his father added quickly, too quickly:
�Then you�re ready to admit now that it wasn�t true?�
Buddy swallowed hard and stood still, with freedom just within reach. He didn�t answer.
�Answer me,� his father said severely. �Was it or wasn�t it?�
There was a dilemma here, and Buddy couldn�t handle it. He�d been walloped for telling what they thought was a lie. Now his father wanted him to do the very thing he�d punished him for doing in the first place. If he told the truth it would be called a lie, and if he told a lie he�d only be repeating what he knew they were walloping him for.
He tried to sidestep it by asking a question of his own.
�When you � when you see a thing yourself, with your own eyes, is it true then?� he said falteringly.
�Sure,� his father said impatiently. �You�re old enough to know that!�
�Then I saw it, and it has to be true.�
This time his father got real sore. He hauled him back from the door by the scruff of his neck, and for a minute he acted as if he were going to give him another walloping. But he didn�t. Instead he took the key out of the door, opened it, and put the key in the front.
�You�re going to stay in here until you�re ready to admit that whole thing was a dirty, rotten lie!� he said wrathfully.
He went out, slammed the door after him, and locked Buddy in from the outside. Then he took the key out of the lock so Buddy�s mother wouldn�t weaken while he was asleep.

Buddy walked across the room and slumped down onto a chair. He hung his head, and tried to puzzle it out. He was being punished for doing the very thing they were trying to lace into him: sticking to the truth.
He heard his father moving around out there, getting ready for bed � heard his shoes drop heavily, one after the other, then the bedsprings creak. He�d sleep all day now, until dark. But maybe his mother would let Buddy out before she went to work for the day.
Buddy went over to the door and started to jiggle the knob back and forth, to try and attract her attention with as little noise as he could.
�Mom,� he whispered close to the keyhole. �Hey, Mom!�
After awhile he heard her tiptoe up on the other side.
�Mom, let me out.�
�It�s for your own good, Buddy,� she whispered back. �I can�t do it unless you take back that sinful lie you told. He told me not to.� She waited patiently. �Do you take it back, Buddy? Do you?�
�No,� he sighed. He went back to the chair and sat down once more.
What was a fellow to do, when even his own parents wouldn�t believe him? Who was he to turn to? You had to tell somebody about a thing like that. If you didn�t, it was just as bad as � just as bad as if you were one of the ones that did it.
He wasn�t as scared any more as he�d been last night because it was daylight now. But he still felt a little sick at his stomach whenever he thought of it. You had to tell somebody.
Suddenly he turned his head and looked at the window. Why hadn�t he thought of that before? Not about getting out through the window � he�d known he could all along; it was latched on the inside. But he hadn�t tried to get out that way until now because he wanted to stay here and get them to believe him here, where he was. As long as they wouldn�t believe him here, there was another place where maybe they would believe him.
That�s what grown-ups did the first thing, whenever they were in his predicament. Why shouldn�t a kid do it? The police. They were the ones who had to be told. They were the ones you were supposed to tell, anyway. Even his father, if he�d only believe him, was supposed to tell them. Well, if his father wouldn�t, then he�d tell them himself.
He got up, walked softly over to the window and eased it up. He slung himself over onto the fire escape. It was easy, of course; nothing to it. At his age it was just as easy as going out a door. Then he pushed the window down again. He was careful to leave it open just a little so that he could get his fingers underneath and raise it up again when he came back.
He�d tell the police, and then he�d come back and sneak in again through the window, and be there when his father woke up and unlocked the door. That would get it off his mind. Then he wouldn�t have to worry any more.
He went down the fire escape, dropped off where the last section of the ladder was hoisted clear of the ground, went in through the basement, and came out the front, up the janitor�s steps without meeting anybody. He beat it away from the front of the house fast, so he wouldn�t be seen by anyone who knew him. Then as soon as he was safely around the corner he slowed up and tried to figure out how you went about it. Telling the police.
It was better to go to a station house, for anything as important as this, instead of just telling a stray neighborhood cop you met on the sidewalk.
He didn�t actually know where the nearest station house was, but he knew there must be one somewhere close around. There had to be. He saw a storekeeper sweeping the sidewalk, and he got up his courage and approached him.
�Where�s the station house, mister?� he asked.
�How should I know?� said the man gruffly. �What am I, a telephone book? Look out with your feet. Can�t you see I�m busy?�
Buddy backed away. That gave him an idea. He turned and went looking for a drug store. When he found one, he went in and looked in the telephone books they had in the back, chained to the wall.
He picked the nearest one and headed for it.
When he got there, all his instinctive fear of that kind of place, left over from when he was a kid of six or eight and cops were the natural enemies of small boys, came back again for a minute.
He hung around outside for a short while. Finally he saw the station house cat go in. That gave him courage, and he went in himself.
The man at the desk didn�t pay any attention to him for a long time. He was looking over some papers or something.
Finally the man said, kindly, �What is it, son? Lost your dog?�
�No, sir,� Buddy said spasmodically, �I... I got something I want to tell someone.�
The desk sergeant grinned absently, continuing to look at the papers.
�And what would that be, now?�
Buddy glanced apprehensively behind him, at the street outside, as though fearful of being overheard from there.
�It�s about a man that was killed,� he blurted.
The sergeant gave him his full attention for the first time.
�You know something about a man that was killed?�
�Yes sir,� said Buddy breathlessly. �Last night. And I thought I better tell you.� He wondered if that was enough, and he could go now. No, they had to have the name and address; they couldn�t just guess.
The sergeant clawed his chin.
�You�re not trying to be a smart aleck, now, or anything like that?� he asked warningly. One look at Buddy�s face, however, seemed to reassure him on that point.
�No, sir,� Buddy said nervously.
�Well, I�ll tell you. That�s not my department, exactly. You see that hall there, over next to the clock? You go down that hall to the second door. There�s a man in there. You tell him about it. Don�t go in the first door, now, or he�ll have your life. He eats kids your age for breakfast.�
Buddy went over to the mouth of the corridor, looked back from there for reassurance.
�Second door,� the sergeant repeated.
He went on. He made a wide loop around the dread first door, pressing himself flat against the opposite wall to get safely by it. Then he knocked on the one after that, and felt as scared as if it were the principal�s office at school.
�Come in,� a voice said.
Buddy couldn�t move for a minute. He felt as if he were paralyzed.
�Well?� the voice repeated with a touch of annoyance.
To stay out, now, was worse than to go in. Buddy took a deep breath, held it, caving in his middle, and entered. Then he remembered to close the door after him. When you didn�t close the door after you in the principal�s office, you had to go outside and come in all over again.
There was another man, at another desk. His eyes had been fixed in readiness at a point about six feet up along the door. When it opened and closed, and they still met nothing, they dropped down to Buddy�s four-foot level.
�What is this?� he growled. �How�d you get in here?�
The first part of the question didn�t seem to be addressed to Buddy himself, but to the ceiling light or something like that.
Buddy had to go through the thing a second time, and repetition didn�t make it any easier.

The man just looked at him. In his imagination Buddy had pictured a general rising up and an excited, pell-mell rushing out on the part of everyone in the station house, when he delivered his news; patrol cars wailing into high gear and orders being barked around. That was what always happened in the pictures.
But now, in real life � the man just looked at him.
He said, �What�s your name, son? What�s your address?�
Buddy told him.
He said. �D�y�ever have a nightmare, son? You know, a bad dream that scares the life out of you?�
�Oh, sure,� Buddy said incautiously. �I�ve had �em, lots of times.�
The man said, into a boxlike thing on his desk:
�Ross, come in here.�
Another man came in. He, too, was in plainclothes. They conferred in low voices. Buddy couldn�t hear a word they said. He knew it was about himself, though � he could tell by the way they�d look over at him every now and then. They didn�t look in the right way. They should have looked � well, sort of concerned, worried about what he�d told them, or something. Instead, they looked sort of amused, like men who are trying to keep straight faces.
Then the first one spoke up again. �So you saw them cut him up and��
This was a distortion, and Buddy scotched it quick. He wasn�t here to make things up, although only a few short weeks ago he would have grabbed at the chance this gave him.
�No sir,� he said, �I didn�t see that part of it; I just heard them say they were going to do it. But��
Then, before he could reaffirm that he had seen the man fall and the knife go home three times, the detective cut in with another question. So he was left with the appearance of having made a whole retraction, instead of just a partial one.
�Did you tell your parents about this?�
This was a bad one, and nobody knew it better than Buddy.
�Yes,� he mumbled unwillingly.
�Then why didn�t they come and tell us about it?�
He tried to duck that by not answering.
�Speak up, son.�
You had to tell the truth to cops; that was serious, not telling the truth to cops.
�They didn�t believe me,� he breathed.
�Why didn�t they believe you?�
�They � they think I�m always making up things.�
He saw the look they gave one another, and he knew what it meant. He�d already lost the battle. They were already on his father�s side.
�Oh, they do, huh? Well, do you make up things?�
You had to tell the truth to cops.
�I used to. But not any more. This time I�m not making it up.�
He saw one of them tap a finger to his forehead, just once. He wasn�t meant to see it, it was done very quickly, but he saw it.
�Well, do you know for sure when you are and when you�re not making things up, son?�
�I do, honest!� he protested. �I know I�m not this time!�
But it wasn�t a very good answer, he knew that. It was the only one he had, though. They got you in corners where you hardly knew what you were saying any more.
�We�ll send somebody around, son, and check up,� the first man reassured him. He turned to the other man.
�Ross, go over there and take a look around. Don�t put your foot down too hard. It�s not official. Sell them a magazine subscription or something � no, an electric razor, that�ll tie in with the story. There�s one in my locker. You can take that with you for a sample. It�s the�� He glanced at Buddy inquiringly.
�The sixth floor, right over us.�
�That�s all I�ve got to do,� Ross said in a disgruntled voice. But he went out.
�You wait out in the hall, son,� the first man said to Buddy. �Sit down on the bench out there.�
Buddy went out and sat down. A half hour went by. Then he saw Ross come back and enter the office again. He waited hopefully for the rushing out and shouting of orders to come. Nothing happened. Nobody stirred.
All he could hear was Ross swearing and complaining in a low voice through the frosted glass inset of the door, and the other man laughing, like you do when a joke has been told at somebody�s expense. Then they sent for him again.
Ross gave Buddy a dirty look. The other man tried to straighten his face. He passed his hand slowly in front of his mouth, and it came out serious at the other side of it.
�Son,� he said, �you can hear things quite easily through that ceiling of yours, can�t you? The one between you and them. Pretty thin?�
�Y-yes,� Buddy faltered, wondering what was coming next.
�Well, what you heard was a program on their radio.�
�There wasn�t any. They didn�t have a radio in the room.�
Ross gave him quite an unfriendly look.
�Yes they do,� he said sourly. I was just over there, and I saw it myself. You could hear it all the way downstairs to the third floor when I came away. I been on the force fourteen years, and this kid�s going to tell me what is in a room I case and what isn�t!�
�All right, Ross,� the other man tried to soothe him.
�But I saw it through the window!� Buddy wailed.
�It could have still been on the radio, son,� he explained. �Remember, you can�t see something that�s said. You can only hear it. You could have been looking right at them, and still hear what the radio was saying.�
�What time was it you were out there?� Ross growled at Buddy.
�I don�t know. Just � just night time. We only got an alarm clock and you can�t see it in the dark.�
Ross shrugged angrily at the other man, as if to say: �See what I mean?�
�It was the Crime-Smashers Program,� he said bitterly. �It�s on from eleven to twelve. And last night was Wednesday. Or don�t you know that either?� he flared in an aside to Buddy. �She told me herself it was a partic�ly gruesome one this time. Said her husband wouldn�t talk to her for an hour afterward because he can�t stand hearing that kind of stuff and she dotes on it. She admits she had it on too loud, just to spite him. Fair enough?�
The other man looked at Buddy, quizzically. Buddy just looked at the floor.
Ross finished rubbing it in, with vengeful relish.
�And her husband uses a safety razor. She brought it out and showed it to me herself when I tried to peddle the prop to her. Did you ever try cutting anybody up with one of them? And there are two valises still right there in the room with them. I saw them when I tried to fumble my pencil and stooped down to pick it up from the floor. With their lids left ajar and nothing worse in them than a mess of shirts and women�s undies. And not brand new replacements, either; plenty grubby and battered from years of knocking around with them.
�I don�t think cheapskates like them would be apt to own four valises, two apiece. And if they did, I don�t think they�d pack the stiff in the two best ones and keep the two worst ones for themselves. It would most likely be the other way around. And, finally, they�ve got newspapers still kicking around from two weeks back. I spotted the datelines on a few of them myself. What were they supposed to have used to clean up the mess, paper napkins?�
And he moved his arm toward Buddy, as if to let one fly at him across the ear. The other man, laughing, had to quickly reach over and hold him back.
�A little practice work won�t hurt you.�
�On level ground maybe; not up six flights of stairs.�
He stalked out and slammed the door so hard that several pieces of plaster fell from the ceiling.

The other man sent for a cop � this time one of the kind in uniform. For a minute Buddy thought he was going to be arrested then and there, and his stomach nearly sank down to his feet.
�Where do you live, son? You better take him back with you, Lyons.�
�Not the front way,� Buddy pleaded, aghast. �I can get in like I got out.�
�Just to make sure you get back safely, son. You�ve done enough damage for one day.� And the man at the desk waved him, and the whole matter he�d tried to tell them about, out the door.
Buddy knew better than to fight a policeman. That was about the worst thing you could do, fight back at a policeman. He went along with him tractably, his head hanging down in shame.
They went inside and up the stairs. They stopped in front of his own door. �Here, son?�
Buddy quailed. Now he was going to get it!
The policeman tapped, and his mother, not his father, opened the door. She must have been late leaving for work today, to still be there. Her face got white for a minute.
The policeman winked at her to reassure her.
�Nothing to get frightened about, lady. He just came over and gave us a little story, and we thought we better bring him back here where he belongs.�
�Buddy!� she said, horrified. �You went and told them?�
�Does he do it very often?� the policeman asked.
�All the time. All the time. But never anything as bad as this.�
�Getting worse, huh? Well, you ought to talk to the principal of his school, or maybe a doctor.�
There was a stealthy creak on the stairs, and the Kellerman woman had paused on her way down, was standing looking at them. Curiously, but with cold composure.
The cop didn�t even turn his head.
�Well, I gotta be getting back,� he said, and touched the visor of his cap to Buddy�s mother.
Buddy got panicky.
�Come in, quick!� he whispered frantically. �Come in quick, before she sees us!� And tried to drag his mother in out of the doorway.
She resisted, held him there in full view.
�There she is now. You apologize. You say you�re sorry, hear me?�
The woman came the rest of the way down. She smiled affably, in neighborly greeting. Buddy�s mother smiled in answering affability.
�Nothing wrong, is there?�
�No, nothing wrong,� Buddy�s mother murmured.
�I thought I saw a policeman at the door here, as I was coming down.�
�Buddy did something he shouldn�t.� Without taking her eyes off the woman, she shook Buddy in an aside. It was the signal for him to apologize. He hung back, tried to efface himself behind her.
�He looks like a good little boy,� the woman said patronizingly. �What did he do?�
�He�s not a good boy,� Buddy�s mother said firmly. �He makes things up. He tells things on people. Horrible things. Things that aren�t so. It can cause a lot of trouble especially when the people are living in the same house with us�� She didn�t finish it.
The woman�s eyes rested speculatively on Buddy for a long cool moment. Speculation ended and conviction entered them. They never wavered. She might have been thinking of a blanket that suddenly fell down the fire escape from one floor to the next when there was no wind. She might have been thinking of a razor salesman who asked too many questions.
Something about that look went right through you. It crinkled you all up. It was like death itself looking at you. Buddy had never met a look like that before. It was so still, so deep, so cold, so dangerous.
Then she smiled. The look in her eyes remained there, but her mouth smiled.
�Boys will be boys,� she said sweetly.
She reached out to try and playfully pull his hair or something like that, but he swerved his head violently aside, with something akin to horror, and she failed to reach him.
She turned away and left them. But she went up, not down. She had been coming from above just now, and she went back that way again.
�I�m always forgetting something,� she murmured as if to herself. �That letter I wanted to mail.�
Buddy knew, with an awful certainty. She wanted to tell him. The man. She wanted to tell him right away, without losing a minute.
The politeness forced on her by the spectator at an end, Buddy�s mother resumed her flurried handling of him where she had left off. She wrestled him violently into their flat and closed the door. But he wasn�t aware of anything that she said to him. He could only think of one thing.
�Now you told her!� he sobbed in mortal anguish. �Now they know! Now they know who!�
His mother misunderstood, beautifully and completely.
�Oh, now you�re ashamed of yourself, is that it? I should think you would be!� She retrieved the key from his sleeping father�s pillow, unlocked the door, thrust him in, and relocked it. �I was going to let you out, but now you�ll stay in there the rest of the day!�
He didn�t hear her, didn�t know what she was saying at all.
�Now you told her!� he said over and over. �They�ll get me for it!�
He heard her leave for work. He was left alone there, in the stifling flat, with just his father�s heavy breathing in the outside room to keep him company.
Fear didn�t come right away. He knew he was safe while his father was out there. They couldn�t get at him. That�s why he didn�t mind being in there. He didn�t even try to get out through the window a second time.
He was all right as long as he stayed where he was. It was tonight he was worried about, when his father was away at work and just his mother would be in the flat.
The long hot day burned itself out. The sun started to go down, and premonitory terror came with the creeping, deepening blue shadows. The night was going to be bad. The night was going to be his enemy, and he didn�t have anyone he could tell it to � no one to help him. Not his father, not his mother, not even the police. And if you didn�t have the police on your side, you might as well give up; there was no hope for you. They were on the side of everyone in the whole world, who wasn�t a crook or murderer. Everyone. But not him. He was left out.
His mother came back from work. He heard her bustling about as she prepared supper. Then she called his father, to wake him. He heard his father moving around getting dressed. Then the key was inserted, the door unlocked. Buddy jumped up from the chair he�d been huddled on. His father motioned to him.
�Now are you going to behave yourself?� he asked gruffly. �Are you going to cut that stuff out?�
�Yes, sir,� he said docilely.
�Sit down and have your supper.�
They sat down to eat.

His mother didn�t mean to give way on him, he could tell that; it came out accidentally, toward the end of the meal. She incautiously said something about her employer having called her down.
�Why?� his father asked.
�Oh, because I was five or ten minutes late.�
�How�d you happen to be late? You seemed to be ready on time.�
�I was ready, but by the time I got through talking to that policeman that came to the door�� She stopped short, but the damage was already done.
�What policeman that came to the door?�
She didn�t want to, but he finally made her tell him.
�Buddy sneaked out. One of them brought him back here with him. Now, Charlie, don�t. You just finished eating.�
Buddy�s father hauled him off the chair by his shoulder.
�I belted you once today. How many times am I going to have to��
There was a knock at the door, and that saved Buddy for a minute. His father let go of him, went over and opened it. He stood out there a minute with someone, then he closed it, came back, and said in surprise:
�It�s a telegram. And for you, Mary.�
�Who on earth�?� She tore it open tremulously. Then she gave him a stricken look. �It�s from Emma. She must be in some kind of trouble. She says to come out there at once, she needs me. �Please come without delay as soon as you get this.� �
Emma was Buddy�s aunt, his mother�s sister. She lived all the way out on Staten Island.
�It must be the children,� his mother said. �They must both be taken sick at once or something.�
�Maybe it�s Emma herself,� his father said. �That would be even worse.�
�If I could only reach her! That�s what comes of not having telephones.�
She started to get her things together. Buddy pleaded, terrified:
�Don�t go, Mom! It�s a trick. It�s from them. They want you out of the way. They want to get me.�
�Still at it,� his father said, giving him a push. �Get inside there. Go ahead, Mary. You�ll be half the night getting there as it is. I�ll take care of him. Gimme a hammer and a couple of long nails,� he added grimly. �He�ll stay put. I�ll see to that.�
He drove them through the two sash joints of the window in there, riveting it inextricably closed.
�That oughta keep you. Now you can tell your stories to the four walls, to your heart�s content!�
His mother patted his head tearfully, �Please be a good boy, listen to your father,� and was gone.
Buddy had only one protector left now. And a protector who had turned against him. He tried to reason with him, win him over.
�Pop, don�t leave me here alone. They�re going to come down and get me. Pop, take me with you to the plant. I won�t get in your way. Honest, I won�t.�
His father eyed him balefully.
�Keep it up. Just keep it up. You�re going to a doctor tomorrow. I�m going to take you to one myself and find out what�s the matter with you.�
�Pop, don�t lock the door. Don�t. Don�t. At least give me a chance so I can get out.�
He tried to hang on to the knob with both hands, but his father�s greater strength dragged it slowly around in a closing arc.
�So you can run around to the police again and disgrace us? Well, if you�re so afraid of them, whoever they are, then you ought to be glad I�m locking the door. That�ll keep you safe from them. You confounded little liar!�
Click! went the key in the lock.
Agonized, Buddy pressed his face close to the door-seam and pleaded:
�Pop, don�t leave the key in. If you gotta lock me up, at least take the key with you.�
�The key stays in. I ain�t taking a chance on dropping it somewhere and losing it.�
He began to pound with his fists, frantic now and beyond all control.
�Pop, come back! Take me with you! Don�t leave me here alone! Pop, I take it back, It wasn�t so.�
His father was thoroughly exasperated by now. Nothing could have made him relent.
�I�ll see you when I come back from work, young fellow!� he rasped. �You�ve got something coming to you!�
The outer door slammed, and he was gone beyond recall.
Buddy was alone now. Alone with crafty enemies, alone with imminent death.
He stopped his outcries at once. Now they were risky. Now they could no longer help him. Now they might bring on the danger all the quicker.
He put out the light. It made it more scary without it, but he knew it was safer to be in the dark than in the light.
Maybe he could fool them into thinking nobody was there if he stayed in the dark like this. Maybe � but he didn�t have much hope. They must have watched down the stairs, seen his father go alone.
Silence, then. Not a sound. Not a sound of menace from overhead, or from the outside room. Plenty of sounds outside in the back � the blurred harmless sounds of a summer night. Radios, and dishes being washed, and a baby crying somewhere, then going off to sleep.
Too early yet; he had a little time yet. That almost made it worse, to have to sit and wait for it to come.
A church bell began to toll. St. Agnes�s, the little neighborhood church a couple of blocks over. You could always hear it from here. He counted the strokes. Nine. No, there was another one. Ten already. Gee, time had gone fast. In the dark you couldn�t keep track of it very easy.
It would take Mom a full hour and a half to get over to Aunt Emma�s even if she made good connections. She�d have to cross over to lower Manhattan first, and then go by ferry down the bay and then take the bus out to where Emma�s place was. And another hour and a half to get back, even if she left right away.
But she wouldn�t leave right away. She�d stay on there for awhile, even after she found out the message was a fake. She wouldn�t think there was any danger. She trusted everyone so. She always saw the good in everyone. She�d think it was just a harmless joke.
He�d be alone here until at least one, and maybe even after. They knew that. That�s why they were taking their time. That�s why they were waiting. They wanted things to quiet down. They wanted other people to be asleep.

Buddy got up every once in awhile and went over to the door and listened. The ticking of the clock in the other room was all he could hear.
Maybe if he could push the key out, and it fell close to the door, he could pull it through to his side underneath the door. It was an old, warped door, and the crack seemed rather wide along the floor.
It was easy to push the key out of the lock. He did that with a pencil stub he had in his pocket. He heard the key fall. Then he got a rusty old wire coat hanger that was in the room, and pushed that through the crack on its flat side and started to fish around with it, hoping the flat hook at the top of it would snag the key and scoop it toward him.
He could hear the hook striking the key, but each time he�d ease the hanger through, the hook would come back empty. Finally he couldn�t hit the key at all. It was out of reach now entirely. He�d lost it.
The church bell sounded again. Again Buddy counted. Eleven. Had a whole hour passed, just doing that?
Most of the lights in the back windows were out now. The last radio had stopped playing.
If he could last through the next hour, maybe he�d be all right. From twelve on time would be working in his favor. Mom would be on her way back, and�
He stiffened. There was a single creak, from directly overhead. From them. The first sound they�d made. Trying not to be heard. You could tell the person was going on tiptoe by the slow way it sounded. Cre � ak. It took about a half minute to finish itself.
Then nothing more for a long time. Buddy was afraid to move; he was afraid to breathe.
Then came another kind of sound, from a different place. Not wood, but shaky iron. Not overhead, but outside. Not a creak, but a kind of soft clank.
Buddy�s eyes flew to the window.
The shade. He should have thought about that sooner. But if there was no light on, nobody could see into the room anyway, even with the shade raised.
He peered through the window. He couldn�t see much � just a sort of sooty dark-gray color, a little bit lighter than the room itself. That was all. And now this was getting darker, even while he watched it. It was blotting out, as if something was coming down from above, out there in front of the window.
He crouched back against the wall, hunched his head low between his shoulders, like a turtle trying to draw its head into its shell.
The looming shape was up close now. It covered the whole pane like a black feather-bolster. He could see something pale in the middle of it, though, like a face.
Suddenly the middle of it lit in a disk about the size of an egg, and a long spoke of light shot through the glass and into the room.
It started to swing around slowly, following the walls from one side all the way around to the other. It traced a white paper hoop as it went. Maybe if he got down low he could duck under it. He bunched himself up into a ball, head below his knees now.
It arrived right over him, on the wall, and there was nothing he could push in front of him, nothing he could hide behind. Suddenly it dropped.
It flashed square into his squinting face, blinding him. Then it went out, as suddenly as it had gone on. It wasn�t needed any more. It told them what they wanted to know. They knew he was in there now. They knew he was alone in there.
He could hear fingers fumbling about the woodwork, trying the window. It wouldn�t move. The nails held it tight.
The looming black blur rose and drifted slowly upward, out of sight. The fire escape cleared. There was another creak overhead, on the ceiling. Not so slow or stealthy any more. The need for concealment was past now.
What would they do next? Would they try to get in the other way down the front stairs? Would they give up? He knew they wouldn�t � they�d already taken too much trouble, sending that phony telegram. It was now or never. They�d never have such an opportunity again.
St. Agnes�s bell chimed the half-hour. Buddy�s heart was going so fast, it was just as though he�d run a mile race at top speed.
Silence for minutes. Like before thunder, like before something happens. Silence for the last time. He was breathing with his mouth open; that was the only way he could draw enough air into his lungs. With all that he felt as if he were going to choke.
Then a lock jiggled a little. Out there, in the room past this one. You could hardly hear it, but it gave off little soft turning sounds. The outside door started to open guardedly. Buddy could hear one of the hinges whine a little as it turned. Then it closed again.
A skeleton key. They�d used a skeleton key.
The floor softly complained, here, there, the next place, coming straight toward his door. Somebody was in the next room. Maybe just one. Maybe both of them together.
They didn�t put on the lights. They were afraid of being seen from the outside. They were up to his door now. He almost thought he could hear their breathing, but he wasn�t sure � his own breathing drummed so loudly in his ears.
The knob started to turn. Then it slowly whirled back into place. They were trying the door. If only they didn�t see the key that was lying there. But then he realized they didn�t need that one anyway; the same skeleton key that had opened the outside door would work on this.
Maybe he could jam the lock � with the pencil stub that he�d used to force out the original key. He dredged it up from his pocket. Too fast, too nervously. He dropped it, and he had to go feeling all over the floor for it, with slapping hands. He found it again, floundered toward the door. The doorseam had gleamed a little, for a moment, as if a light were licking along it, to place the keyhole. Just as he got there, the keyhole sounded off, the key rammed into it.
Too late. The key was in. He was gone.
He looked around for something to shore up against the door, to buy a minute more. Nothing heavy enough. Only that chair he�d been sitting on, and that was no good.
The key was squirming around, catching onto the lock.
He hoisted the chair and he swung it. But the other way, away from the door. He swatted the windowpane with the chair. The glass spilled outward with a torrential crash just as the door broke away from its frame and buckled inward.
He got out through the jagged opening so fast that his very speed was a factor in saving him. He felt his clothing catch in a couple of places, but the glass didn�t touch his skin.
Heavy running steps hammered across the wooden floor in there behind him. An arm reached through and just missed him. The splintered glass kept the man back. He was too big to chance it as Buddy had.
Buddy scuttled down the fire escape for all his life. Around the turn, and down, and around another turn, and down, like a corkscrew. Then he jumped down to the ground, and ran into the basement.
It was plenty dark down there, and he knew every inch of it by heart from being in there so many times in the past. But he was afraid if he stayed they�d come right down after him and trap him, cut off his escape.
Eventually they would ferret him out, and dispose of him down there instead, in the dark. He wanted the open � he wanted the safety of the streets where they wouldn�t dare try anything. Where there would be people around who could interfere, come to his rescue.
So he plunged straight through the basement without stopping, and rushed up the janitor�s steps at the front to the sidewalk. Just as he gained the street the oncoming rush of his pursuer sounded warningly from the cavernous building entrance alongside him, and a moment later the man came careening out after him.
He�d come down the front stairs to try to cut Buddy off.

Buddy turned and sped away toward the corner, racing as only the very small and the very light in weight can race. But the man had longer legs and greater windpower, and it was only a matter of minutes before the unequal pursuit would end.
Buddy made the corner and scuffed around it on the sides of his shoes. No one in sight, no one around that offered any chance of protection.
The man was closing in on him remorselessly now, every long step swallowing three of Buddy�s. Buddy would have had to be running three times as fast even to break even with him, and he wasn�t even matching his speed. The woman had joined in the chase, too, but she was far behind, unimportant to the immediate crisis.
He spotted a row of ashcans just ahead, lined up along the curb. All filled and set out waiting to be emptied. About six, making a bulwark of about ten yards or so in length. He knew he couldn�t get past them, for the man was within two outstretched arms� length of him now, and already had one arm out to bridge half that span.
In desperation Buddy sprinted to the end of the row of ashcans, caught the rim of the last one to swing himself around on � its fill held it down fast � and suddenly doubled back along the far side of them. It was a feat the man couldn�t hope to match as quickly or as deftly, because of his greater bulk. He went flying out too far on a wasteful ellipse, had to swing in close again.
Buddy was able to keep their strung-out length between the two of them from now on. The man couldn�t touch him. All Buddy had to do was swerve back a little out of his reach. The man couldn�t overthrow them either; they were too hefty with coke and ash.
But Buddy knew he couldn�t stay there long. The woman was coming up rapidly and they�d sew him up between the two of them. He stopped short and crouched warily over one of the bins. He gouged both hands into the gritty ash, left them that way for an instant, buried up to the wrist. The man dove for him.
Buddy�s hands shot up. A land mine of stuff exploded full into the man�s face, He reeled backward, clawing at his eyes.
Buddy shot diagonally into the open, heading for the other side of the street. The man couldn�t follow him for a minute; he was too busy staggering, coughing, pawing, trying to get his eyesight back.
Buddy made the most of it. He gained another corner, tore down a new street. But it was just a postponement, not a clean-cut getaway. The man came pounding into sight again behind him after a brief time-lag. Again those longer legs, the deeper chest, started to get in their work.
Buddy saw a moving figure ahead. The first person he�d seen on the streets since the chase had begun. He raced abreast of him, started to tug at his arm, too breathless to be able to do anything but pant for a minute. Pant, and point behind him, and keep jerking at his arm.
�Geddada here,� the man said thickly, half-alarmed himself by the frenzied incoherent symptoms. �Warrya doing?�
�Mister, that man�s trying to get me! Mister, don�t let him!�
The man swayed unpredictably to one of Buddy�s tugs, and the two of them nearly went down together in a heap.
A look of idiotic fatuousness overspread his face.
�Warrsh matter, kid? Somebody trying to getcha?�
A drunk. No good to him. Hardly able to understand what he was saying to him at all.
Buddy suddenly pushed him in the path of the oncoming nemesis. He went down, and the other one sprawled over his legs. Another minute or two gained.
At the upper end of the street Buddy turned off again, into an avenue. This one had tracks, and a lighted trolley was bearing down on him just as he came around the corner. That miracle after dark, a trolley just when it was needed. Its half-hourly passing exactly coinciding with his arrival at the corner.
He was an old hand at cadging free rides on the backs of them. That was the way he did all his traveling back and forth. He knew just where to put his feet; he knew just where to take hold with his hands.
He turned to face in the direction it was going, let it rumble by full length, took a short spurt after it, jumped, and hitched on.
The man came around into view too late, saw him being borne triumphantly away. The distance began to widen, slowly but surely. Legs couldn�t keep up with a motor, wind power with electricity. But the man wouldn�t give up. He kept on running just the same, shrinking in stature now each time Buddy darted a look back.
�Stop that car!� he shouted faintly from the rear.
The conductor must have thought he merely wanted to board it himself as a fare. Buddy, peering over the rim of the rear window, saw him fling a derisive arm out in answer.
Suddenly the car started to slacken, taper off for an approaching stop.
There was a huddle of figures ahead at the track side, waiting to board it. Buddy, agonized, tried to gauge the distance between pursuer, trolley, and intended passengers. He was still about twice as far away from it, in the one direction, as they were in the other. If they�d get on quick, if it started right off again, Buddy could still make it � he�d still get away from him, even if only by the skin of his teeth.
The car ground to a stop. A friendly green light was shining offside, at the crossing. The three figures huddled there went into a hubbub. Two helped the third aboard. Then they handed up several baskets and parcels after her. Then she leaned down from the top of the step and kissed them each, in turn.
�Good-by. Get home all right, Aunt Tilly.�
�Thank you for a lovely time.�
�Give my love to Sam.�
�Wait a minute! Aunt Tilly! Here�s your umbrella!�
The green light was gone now. There was nothing there in its place, just an eclipse, blackness. The car gave a nervous little start, about to go forward.
Suddenly the traffic light changed. A red glow suffused the darkness. Like blood, like fiery death. The death of a little boy.
The car fell obediently motionless again. In the silence you could hear the steady, rapid pounding of footsteps coming along the pavement.
Buddy dropped down to the ground, too late. The man�s forked hand caught him at the back of the neck like a vise, pinned him flat and squirming against the rear end of the car.
�Now I�ve got you,� his captor hissed grimly in his ear.
The treacherous trolley, now that it had undone him, withdrew, taking the shine of its lights with it, leaving the two of them alone in the middle of the darkened tracks.

Buddy was too exhausted to struggle; the man was too winded to do much more than just hold him fast. That was all he needed to do. They stood there together, strangely passive, almost limp, for a few moments. As if taking time out, waiting for a signal to begin their struggle anew.
The woman came up presently. There was a cold businesslike quality to her undertone. It was worse than any imprecations could have been. She spoke as though she were referring to a basket of produce.
�All right. Get him out of the middle of the street, Joe. Don�t leave him out here.�
Buddy went into a flurry of useless struggling, like a snagged pinwheel, that ended almost as soon as it began. The man twisted his arm around behind his back and held it that way, using it as a lever to force submission. The pain was too excruciating to disobey.
They remounted the sidewalk and walked along with Buddy between them. Sandwiched between them, very close between them, so that from the front you couldn�t tell he was being strong-armed. The pressure of their two bodies forced him along as well as the compulsion of his disjointed arm.
Wouldn�t they meet anybody, anybody at all? Was the whole town off the streets, just tonight? Suddenly they did meet somebody.
Two men this time. Not swaying, walking straight and steady, cold sober. Men you could reason with. They�d help him, they�d have to. They were coming toward him and his captors. Otherwise, the latter would have tried to avoid them. They couldn�t. The men had turned the corner just before them too abruptly, catching them in full view. A retreat would have aroused suspicion.
The man, Joe, took a merciless extra half-turn in Buddy�s already fiery arm just as a precaution.
�One word out of you,� he gritted, �and I�ll yank it off by the roots!�
Buddy waited until the two parties were abreast of one another, mustering up strength against the pain � both present pain and the pain to come.
Then he sidestepped quickly, jammed the heel of one shoe against his captor�s unprotected shinbone. The man heaved from the pavement, released his arm by reflex.
Buddy flung himself almost in a football tackle against the nearest of the two passersby, wrapped both arms about his leg, and held on like a barnacle.
�Mister, help me! Mister, don�t let �em!�
The man, hobbled, was unable to move another step. His companion halted likewise. �What the��
�Y�gotta listen! Y�gotta believe!� Buddy sputtered, to get his lick in first. �They killed a man last night. Now they�re gonna do the same thing to me!�
Joe didn�t do what he�d expected. He didn�t grab for Buddy. He didn�t show violence or even anger. There was a sudden change in attitude that threw Buddy off-key, put him at a disadvantage. The thing had become psychological instead of physical. And he wasn�t so good psychologically.
The lineup had turned into one of age-groups before he knew how it had happened � a kid against four grown-ups. Grown-ups that gave each other the benefit of the doubt sooner than they would give it to a kid.
�His own mother and father,� Joe murmured with mournful resignation.
The woman had a handkerchief out, was applying it effectively to her eyes.
�They�re not!� Buddy howled. �They�re not!�
The woman turned her back and her shoulders shook.
�He doesn�t mean to lie,� Joe said with paternal indulgence. �He makes these things up, and then he believes it himself. His imagination is overactive.�
�They�re not my parents!� Buddy groaned abysmally.
�Well, tell them where you live, then,� Joe said suavely.
�Yeah, kid, give us your address,� one of the two strangers put in.
�Twenty Holt Street!� Buddy answered quickly.
Joe whipped out a billfold, held it open for the men to see some sort of corroboratory identification.
�For once he admits he lives with us,� he said ruefully. �Usually he won�t.�
�He stole five dollars out of my pocketbook,� the woman chimed in tearfully. �My gas-bill money for this month. Then he went to the movies. He�s been gone since three this afternoon. We only found him just now. This has been going on all the way home.�
�They killed a man,� Buddy screeched. �They cut him up with a razor.�
�That was in the picture he just saw,� Joe said with a disheartened shake of his head. �It was no good.�
The woman crouched before Buddy now, dabbing her handkerchief at his face in maternal solicitude, trying to clean it.
�Won�t you behave now? Won�t you come home like a good boy?�
The two strangers had turned definitely against Buddy. The woman�s tears and Joe�s sorrowful forbearance were having an effect. One man looked at the other.
�Gee, I�m sure glad I never married, Mike, if this is what you get.�
The other man bent over and detached Buddy none too gently.
�Let go,� he said gruffly. �Listen to your parents. Do like they tell you.�
He dusted off his trouser-leg where Buddy had manhandled it, in eloquent indication of having nothing more to do with the matter. Then he and his companion went on about their business, down the street.
The tableau remained unaltered behind them for as long as they were within call. The woman crouched before Buddy, but her unseen hand had a vicious death-grip on the front of his shirt. Joe was bending over him from behind, as if gently reasoning with him. But he had Buddy�s arm out of kilter again, holding it coiled up behind his back like a mainspring.
�You � little devil!� he exhaled through tightly clenched teeth.
�Get him in a taxi, Joe. We can�t keep parading him on the open street like this.�
They said something between them that Buddy didn�t quite catch.
�That boarded-up place. Kids play around there a lot.�
Then they both nodded in malignant understanding.
A cold ripple went up Buddy�s back. He didn�t know what they meant, but it was something bad. They even had to whisper it to each other, it was so bad. �That boarded-up place.� A place for dark, secret deeds that would never come to light again; not for years, anyway.
A cab glided up as Joe waved vigorously, and they went into character again.
�It�s the last time I ever take you out with me!� the woman scolded, with one eye on the driver. �Now you get in there and see that you behave yourself!�
They wrestled Buddy into the cab between them, the woman holding his flailing legs, the man his head and shoulders while his body sagged in the middle like a sack of potatoes. They dumped him on the seat and then held him down fast between them.
�Corner of Amherst and Twenty-Second,� the man said. Then as the machine glided off, he murmured out of the corner of his mouth to the woman, �Lean over a little, get in front of us.� Her body blocked Buddy from the oblivious driver�s sight for a moment.
The man pulled a short, wicked punch with a foreshortened arm, straight up from below. His knuckles slammed against Buddy�s jaw and he toppled backward against the seat. He didn�t lose his senses, but he was dazed to a passive acquiescence for a few minutes. Little gritty pieces of tooth enamel tickled his tongue, and his eyes ran water without actually crying.

The cab stopped for a light, while he was slowly getting over the effects of the blow. Metal clashed, and a figure on the opposite side of the street closed a call-box and leisurely sauntered on.
A policeman, at last! What he�d been hoping for, what he�d been praying for.
The woman�s hand, handkerchief-lined, guessed his intent too late, tried to find his mouth and clamp itself tight over it. Buddy swerved his head, sank his teeth into her finger. She recoiled with a stifled exclamation, whipped her hand away.
He tore loose with the loudest scream he could summon. It almost pulled the lining of his throat inside out.
�Mr. Officer! Mr. Policeman! Help me, will ya? Help me!�
The policeman turned on his course, came toward them slowly. A kid�s cry for help wasn�t the same as a grown-up�s cry for help; it wasn�t as immediate, as crucial.
He looked in the cab window at the three of them. He even rested his forearm negligently along the rim as he did so. He wasn�t on the alert. It couldn�t be anything much � a kid squawking in a taxicab.
�What�s up?� he asked idly. �What�s he hollering for?�
�He knows what he�s going to get when we get home with him � that�s what�s up!� the woman said primly. �And you can holler at all the policemen you want to, young man. That won�t save you!�
� �Fraid of a licking, huh?� the cop grinned understandingly. �A good licking never hurt any kid. My old man used to gimme enough of them when I was�� He chuckled appreciatively. �But that�s a new one, calling the cops on your old man and lady to keep from getting a licking! I tell you, these kids nowadays��
�He turned in a false alarm one time,� Joe complained virtuously, �to try and keep me from shellacking him!�
The cop whistled.
The cabdriver turned his head and butted in, unasked.
�I got two of my own, home. And if they gave me half as much trouble as this young pup�s been giving these folks here since they first hailed me, I�d knock their blocks off. I�m telling you.�
�They m-m-murdered a man last night, with a knife, and then they cut him up all in pieces and�� Buddy sobbed incoherently.
�What a dirty mind he�s got,� the cop commented disapprovingly. He took a closer look at Buddy�s contorted face. �Wait a minute! Don�t I know you, kid?�
There was a breathless silence. Buddy�s heart soared like a balloon.
At last, at last�
�Sure, I remember you now. You came over to the station house with that same story and made a lot of trouble for us this morning. Wasting everybody�s time. Brundage even sent somebody over to investigate, like a fool! And was his face red afterwards! A lot of hot air. You�re the very one � I seen you there meself. Then one of the guys had to take you home afterwards to get rid of you. Are you the parents?�
�Do you think we�d be going through all this if we weren�t?� Joe demanded bitterly.
�Well, you sure got my sympathy.� He waved them on disgustedly. �Take him away! You can have him!�
The cab glided into lethal motion again. Buddy�s head went over supinely, in ultimate despair. Wasn�t there anyone in the whole grown-up world who would believe a kid? Did you have to be grown-up yourself before anyone would believe you, stop you from being murdered?
He didn�t try to holler out the window any more at the occasional chance passerby he glimpsed flitting by. What was the use? They wouldn�t help him. He was licked. Salty water coursed from his eyes, but he didn�t make a sound.
�Any p�tickler number?� the driver asked.
�The corner�ll do,� Joe said plausibly. �We live just a couple doors up the street.� He paid him off before they got out, in order to have both hands free for Buddy once they alighted.
The cab slowed, and they emerged with him, started walking hurriedly away. His feet slithered along the ground more than they actually lifted themselves. The cab wheeled and went back the way it had come.
�Think he�ll remember our faces later?� the woman breathed worriedly.
�It�s not our faces that count, it�s the kid�s face,� Joe answered her. �And nobody�ll ever see that again.�
As soon as the cab was safely gone, they reversed directions and went up another street entirely.
�There it is, over there,� Joe said guardedly.
It was a derelict tenement, boarded up, condemned, but not demolished. It cast a pall of shadow so that even while they were still outside in front of it, they could scarcely be seen. It sent forth an odor of decay. It was, Buddy knew, the place where death was.
They stopped short.
�Anyone around?� Joe demanded warily.
Then suddenly he embraced the boy; a grim sort of embrace if there ever was one, without love in it. He wrapped his arm around his head and clutched him tight, so that his hand sealed Buddy�s mouth. Buddy had no chance to bite him as he had the woman. The pressure against his jaws was too great, he couldn�t even open them.
He carried him that way, riding on his own hip so to speak, over to the seemingly secure boarded-up doorway. He spaded his free hand under the door, tilted it out, wormed his way through, and whisked Buddy after him. The woman followed and replaced it.
A pall of complete darkness descended on the three of them. The stench was terrific in here. It wasn�t just the death of a building; it was � some other kind of death, as well. Death in two suitcases, perhaps.
�How�d you know it was open?� the woman whispered in surprise.
�How do you suppose?� Joe answered with grisly meaning.
�This where?� was all she said.
The man had taken his torch out. It snapped whitely at a skeleton stair, went right out again, instantaneously as the lens of a camera. �Wait here where you are and don�t smoke,� he warned her. �I�m going up a ways.�
Buddy guessed that he didn�t knock him completely out because that would have made him too heavy to handle. Joe wanted him to get up there on his own two feet, if possible. They started to climb, draggingly.
The soundtrack went: crunch, crunch, skff. That was Buddy�s feet trailing passively over the lips of the stairs.
He was too numbed with terror now to struggle much any more. It was no use anyway. No one anywhere around outside to hear him through the thick mouldering walls. If they hadn�t helped him outside on the street, they were never going to help him in here.
Joe used his torch sparingly, a wink at a time. Only when one flight had ended and they were beginning another. He wasn�t taking any chances using it too freely. It was like a white Morse Code on black paper. Dot, dot, dot. Spelling out one word: DEATH.
They halted at last. They must have reached the top now. There was a busted skylight somewhere just over them. It was just as black as ever, but a couple of dim stars could be seen in the sky.
Joe pressed Buddy back flat against the wall, held him that way with one hand at his throat. Then he clipped his light on, left it that way this time. He wanted to see what he was doing. He set it down on the floor, left it that way, alight, trained on Buddy. Then his other hand closed in to finish the job.
A minute, maybe a minute and a half, would be all he needed. Life goes out awfully quick � even manually, which is one of the slowest ways.
�Say good-bye, kid,� Joe murmured ironically.
You fight when you die, because � that�s what everything alive does. That�s what being alive is.
Buddy couldn�t fight off the man�s arms. But his legs were free. The man had left them free, so he could die standing up. Buddy knew a man�s stomach is soft, the softest part of him.
He kicked upward with his knee, rammed it home. He could feel it pillow itself into something rubbery. A flame of hot body-breath was expelled against him, like those pressure things you dry yourself with.

The death-collar opened and the man�s hands went to his middle. Buddy knew that one such punch wasn�t enough. This was death and you gave no quarter. The man had given him the space he needed. He shot his whole foot out this time, sole flat. There was almost a sucking noise, as if it had gone into a waterlogged sponge.
Joe reeled all the way back. He must have trodden on the cylindrical light. It spun crazily around.
There was a splintering of wood. There was a strange sagging feeling that made everything shake. Then came a roaring sound as if a lot of heavy stuff were plunging down a chute.
The light flashed across space once, and showed nothing � no Joe, no rail. Then it pitched down into nothingness itself.
There was a curious sort of playback, that came seconds later, from somewhere far below. It was almost like an echo � of something heavy and firm, something with bones in it, bones and a skull, smacking like a gunshot report.
A woman�s voice screamed �Joe!� hollowly.
Then a lot of loose planks went clat-clat, clat, bang!
The woman�s voice just groaned after that, didn�t scream any more. Then the groans stopped, too. A lot of plaster dust came up and tickled Buddy�s nose. His eyes began to smart.
It was very still, and Buddy was alone in the dark. Something told him not to move. He just stood there, pressed flat against the wall.
He didn�t know what it was, maybe the way his hair stood up on the back of his neck. As if his hair could see in the dark better than he could, knew something that he didn�t.
It didn�t last long. There were suddenly a lot of voices down there, as if people had come running in from the street. Lights began to wink below. Then a stronger one than the rest, a sort of thick searchlight beam, shot all the way up, jockeyed around and found him.
The whole stair-structure was gone. Two narrow planks had held fast against the wall, and he was standing on them. It was like a shelf � a shelf that ended at his toes. Five floors up.
A voice came up to him through a megaphone, trying to be very calm and friendly though it shook a little around the edges.
�Close your eyes, kid. We�ll get you down. Just don�t look. Keep your eyes closed. Think hard about something else. Do you know your multiplication tables?�
Buddy nodded cautiously, afraid to move his head too much.
�Start saying them. Two times two, two times three. Keep your eyes closed. You�re in school and the teacher�s right in front of you. But don�t change your position.�
He was in Six-A. Didn�t they know that? You got multiplication in the first grade. But he did it anyway. He finished the twos, he finished the threes. He stopped.
�Mister,� he called down in a thin but clear voice. �How much longer do I have to hold out? I�m getting pins and needles in my legs, and I�m stuck at four times twenty-three.�
�Do you want it fast and just a little risky, kid, or do you want it slow and safe?�
�Fast and just a little risky,� he answered. �I�m getting dizzy.�
�All right, son,� the voice boomed back. �We�ve got a net spread out down here. We can�t show it to you, you�ll have to take our word for it.�
�There may be loose planks sticking out on the way down,� another voice objected, in an undertone.
�It�ll take hours the other way, and he�s been through enough already.� The voice directed itself upward again. �Keep your arms close to your sides, keep your feet close together, open your eyes, and when I count three, jump.�
�One � two � three!�
He was never going to get there. Then he did, and he bounced, and it was over. He was safe.
He cried for a minute or two, and he didn�t know why himself. It must have been left over from before, when Joe was trying to kill him. Then he got over it; you can only do that at twelve.
He hoped they hadn�t seen him.
�I wasn�t crying,� he said. �All that stuff got in my eyes and stung them.�
�Same here,� Detective Ross, his one-time enemy, said gravely. And the funny part of it was, his eyes were kind of shiny, too.
Joe was lying there dead, his head sticking out between two planks. They�d carried the woman out on a stretcher.
Somebody came up and joined them with a very sick look on his face.
�We�ve pulled two valises out from under what�s left of those stairs back there.�
�Better not look in them just yet,� Ross warned.
�I already did.� The man gulped and bolted out into the street, holding his hand clapped to his mouth.
They rode Buddy back in state, in a departmental car. In the middle of all of them, like a � like a mascot.
�Gee, thanks for saving me,� he said gratefully.
�We didn�t save you, son. You saved yourself. We�re a great bunch. We were just a couple of minutes too late. We would have caught them, all right, but we couldn�t have saved you.�
�How�d you know where to come, though?�
�Picking up the trail was easy, once we got started. A cop back there remembered you, a cabdriver showed where he let you out. It was just that we started so late.�
�But what made you believe it now all of a sudden, when you wouldn�t believe it this morning?�
�A couple little things came up,� Ross said. �Little, but they counted. The Kellerman woman mentioned the exact program you were supposed to have overheard last night. It sounded better that way, more plausible. It�s the exact time, the exact type; it fitted in too good to waste. But by doing that she saved your life tonight. Because I happened to tune in myself tonight. Not out of suspicion, just for my own entertainment.
�If it was that good, I wanted to hear it myself. And it was that good and even better. It�s a serial; it�s continued every night. Only at the end, the announcer apologized to the listeners. For not being on the air at all last night. Tuesday is Election and the program gave up its time to one of the candidates. And what you said you heard was sure no campaign speech!
�That was one thing. Then I went straight over to their flat. Pretty late, and almost as bad as never. They must have already been on the way with you. Everything was in order, just like I�d seen it the first time. Only, a towel fell down from in back of the bathroom door as I brushed past. And under it, where nobody could be blamed for overlooking it, not even the two of them themselves, there was a well-worn razor strop. The kind you use for an open blade, never a safety. With a fleck of fairly-fresh soap still on it. Just a couple of little things that came awfully late, but counted!
�Come on, Buddy, here�s your home. I�ll go in with you.�
It was already getting light out and when they knocked, Buddy said in a scared whisper:
�Gee, now I�m going to get it for sure! I been out the whole night long!�
�Detectives have to be sometimes, didn�t you know that?� And Ross took his own badge off and pinned it on him.
The door opened, and his father was standing there. Without a word, he swung his arm back.
Ross just reached up and held it where it was.
�Now, now, just be careful who you raise the back of your hand to around here. It�s a serious matter to swat a member of the detective bureau, you know. Even an auxiliary, junior grade.�

The House of Numbers
JACK FINNEY

THE STORY
Original publication:Cosmopolitan, July 1956; later expanded to a full-length novel (New York, Dell, 1957)

For a writer with a relatively modest output of only ten novels, Walter Braden �Jack� Finney (1911�1995) had an inordinate number of books and stories that inspired motion pictures. Ironically, his best-known work, and one of the most memorable mystery novels of all time, Time and Again (1970), is not one of them.
This superb novel, crossing genres between a mystery and time travel, is a beautiful evocation of the New York City of 1882 that conjures nostalgic sensibilities in readers with its description of trolley cars, gas lamps, horse-drawn vehicles, and the apparently simpler, slower time. A bored advertising illustrator volunteers for a secret government project that promises to change his life. It does when he undergoes a form of hypnosis that takes him back in time by nearly a century. He becomes involved in a mystery when he settles into the life of the time. Finney wrote a sequel, From Time to Time (1995), which was set in the New York of 1912.
Finney�s first novel, 5 Against the House (1954), is a caper about five college students who set out to rob a casino in Reno, Nevada. It inspired the 1955 movie of the same title directed by Phil Karlson and starring Guy Madison, Kim Novak, and Brian Keith.
The science fiction classic The Body Snatchers (1955), Finney�s second book, also was adapted for film. Titled Invasion of the Body Snatchers (1956), it was directed by Don Siegel and starred Kevin McCarthy, Dana Wynter, and Larry Gates; it is the terrifying story of aliens who emerge from pods and invade the bodies of humans. Some saw the film as a metaphor for the fear of a Russian Communist takeover during the Cold War era, though Finney denied that that had been his intent. The phrase �pod people� to describe unthinking, emotionally challenged people is derived from the book. The story was filmed two more times, released in 1978 as Invasion of the Body Snatchers and in 2007 as The Invasion.
Finney�s next crime story, �The House of Numbers� (1956, novelized the following year), also made it to the screen in 1957.
Assault on a Queen (1959) continued Finney�s remarkable success with Hollywood, being released on film under that title in 1966. Directed by Jack Donohue, it starred Frank Sinatra, Virna Lisi, and Anthony Franciosa and is another thriller about an ambitious caper. Much of the story is devoted to an eccentric gang attempting to raise a German U-boat sunk during World War II. What isn�t known for a long time by readers or filmgoers is that it will be used in an attempt to rob the giant luxury liner RMS Queen Mary.
Revealing another side of his personality, Finney left the crime and science fiction genres to write a comedy, Good Neighbor Sam (1963), about his career working in the advertising business. It, too, was filmed, with Jack Lemmon starring in the 1964 version. Marion�s Wall (1973), the story of a fading silent screen actress who attempts to salvage her career by taking over the body of a shy young woman, is a slightly more benign variation of the pod people attack; it was released in a much-altered version as Maxie (1985).
�The House of Numbers� is sometimes referred to as �The Pastel Penitentiary,� as when MGM acquired rights, but neither the story nor the novel ever had that title.

THE FILM
Title: House of Numbers, 1957
Studio: Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer
Director: Russell Rouse
Screenwriters: Don Mankiewicz, Russell Rouse
Producer: Charles Schnee

THE CAST
��Jack Palance (Arnie Judlow/Bill Judlow)
��Harold J. Stone (Henry Nova, prison guard)
��Edward Platt (Warden)
��Barbara Lang (Ruth Judlow)

The embellished storyline of Finney�s long magazine story is closely followed in the film script; both maintain suspense throughout.
Arnie Judlow is a convict in San Quentin. He has committed a murder and, while in prison, threw a guard off a balcony and into a coma. Knowing that he is doomed to spend the rest of his life imprisoned, he plots an escape. He asks his wife and his look-alike and law-abiding brother, Bill, to pose as husband and wife and move to a house nearby and, on one of their visits, Arnie and Bill switch clothes so that the convict can begin to implement the escape plan. What could go wrong?
Parts of the film were actually shot on location at San Quentin. In one scene, a cat is seen strolling past Judlow�s cell. This is authentic, as the prison allowed feral cats that squeezed through sewer and drainage pipes to remain inside as they performed a valuable service in keeping the rodent population in check.
Jack Palance (born Vladimir Ivanovich Palahniuk) had the challenging dual role of playing brothers who had very difference personalities. His role as a violent murderer was commonplace casting, as he famously played tough villains, notably in such films as Sudden Fear (1952) and Shane (1953), both of which earned him Academy Award nominations. His background as a coal miner, football player, boxer (he won his first fifteen bouts, twelve by knockout), and Army Air Force bomber pilot in World War II (his plane crashed and the subsequent injuries and burns, plus reconstructive surgery, gave his face its familiar leathery look) combined to give him the appearance of a frightening bad guy. It is only when he had a role in the 1991 comedy City Slickers that he won an Oscar.
The role of Ruth Judlow in The House of Numbers was one of Barbara Lang�s few film appearances. She had played in a couple of westerns and was being promoted as a Marilyn Monroe � type when she contracted poliomyelitis in 1953. Told she might never walk again, with her legs and facial muscles paralyzed, she turned to religion and credited her faith in performing a miracle. She fully recovered and went on to several roles in television series. She died in 1982 when she was only fifty-four.

THE HOUSE OF NUMBERS
Jack Finney

Lying in the darkness, uncomfortable as always in a strange bed and room, I heard the snap of a light switch, then the click of high heels in the hall just outside the thin wood of my door. And in my mind I could see the sleek nyloned legs that were making this sound only a few feet from my bed, the delicate fine-boned ankles. A switch clicked in the bedroom we�d decided would be hers, and I tried to picture the girl�s face as it had looked when we�d met this morning, and I couldn�t. I could see her hair, very heavy and long, with the yellow, mixed with darker, strands that only genuinely blonde hair has. But her face... Then suddenly I saw it again, the prominent cheekbones, the pale magnificent complexion, and the gray intelligent eyes that revealed Ruth Gehlmann�s personality.
The heels clicked toward me again, then stepped onto the tile in the bathroom. I heard the medicine cabinet open, and then the door close, and I was intensely aware of all these sounds and of the girl, living under this roof with me now, who made them; and I tried to ignore them, and think of something else. But the door opened again, the steps sounded once more on the wooden hall floor, then stopped. There was a moment�s complete silence; then I heard them approaching. A very light tapping sounded on my door; it opened quietly, and the girl�s handsome figure stood sharply silhouetted against the hall light. �Asleep?� she whispered.
�No,� I said quietly.
She hesitated, then said, �Ben? Do you ever � are you at all � frightened?�
�Oh,� I said. �I don�t know. Yeah, a little. Why? Are you frightened?�

�
She nodded, standing there. �Yes, some. Oh, Ben,� she said suddenly, �yes, I am! I�m scared! Tonight, after you left the living room, I sat there, the house so quiet, and it was as though I had time, my first chance all day to really think, and � Ben, talk to me!� She moved quickly to my bed, and sat down on its edge facing me.
In the faint light from the hall I could see her face straining for control. I sat up, my mind searching for words, and she leaned forward suddenly, hands to her face, and dropped her forehead on my shoulder. Automatically, my arms rose and went around her, and as she huddled against me for comfort, I patted her back gently and began to murmur, �There, there, take it easy; you�ve got a right to be scared, you�ve got a right to let down and shed a few tears.� My voice a monotone, the sound of it more important than the words. I said, �All in one day, you move out of your apartment, move in here with a stranger, and the worst is still to come � why shouldn�t it get you? You�ll be all right in the morning; things will look better; you�ll be all right.� I went on and after a little time she wriggled her shoulders under my arm with a little shuddering sigh, then lay against me, breathing quietly.
For a moment longer I held her, sitting up there in bed; then I arched my chest to push her gently erect, and as she looked up, frowning in puzzlement. I put my hands on her shoulders, and leaning back, held her at arm�s length. �Go to bed now,� I said, and though I smiled to soften the effect, I hadn�t quite kept the gruffness out of my voice. �Go ahead now,� I said as she stared at me, and I couldn�t help it � there was an edge of irritation in my voice, and I knew I had to explain it. �Look,� I said gently, �I know how you feel, and I want to help you, but � damn it, Ruth,� I burst out, �you�re a beautiful woman! Not just pretty, or attractive, but beautiful! And we�re alone here, absolutely alone, living and sleeping under the same roof, and now here you are sitting�� I suddenly stopped, then said, �I�m sorry.�
She was nodding, the light from the hall yellow in her hair. �Of course,� she said quietly, �I just didn�t think; it didn�t enter my mind, at the moment. I was scared, I wanted comfort, but of course.� She stood up quickly from the bed, nervously brushing her skirt. �I�m sorry, Ben. And I�m all right now.�
My name is Benjamin Harrison Jarvis. I�m twenty-seven years old, a stocky man several inches under six feet, weighing 170 pounds, with black hair, blue eyes, and an ordinary average American face, and I�m no faster thinking than the next guy. But now for the first time in these strange and hectic past two days, I seemed to be thinking straight; things fell into focus. �Get your coat,� I said to the frightened girl standing beside my bed. �We�re going to take a little ride.�
I own a 1953 Plymouth hardtop convertible, and I�d driven up in it from Los Angeles two days before. When I�d dressed, I got in it with Ruth, and we drove out of the garage, heading for Paradise Cove, on Richardson Bay. I know Marin County; I�d lived and worked in Los Angeles for five years, until Saturday, but I grew up here in the San Francisco Bay area, and knew where I was going, and how to get there.

We didn�t talk during the quarter-hour it took us, but as the winding, almost deserted, back road came out onto the bay and we saw the pale orange glow of light almost directly ahead. I felt Ruth�s body in the seat beside me go rigid. Glancing at her profile in the faint light from the dashboard. I saw that her face muscles were set, and that her eyes were closed, but I said nothing, offering her not a word or gesture of comfort. The dark road wound on, skirting the bay, and between occasional houses or clumps of trees were caught frequent glimpses of the orange glow across the water, growing steadily larger and closer.
Then as the road emerged directly beside the bay, I pulled to the side, and parked. I turned off the motor, and we sat in the sudden silence staring at that orange glow across the black water, and now we could see plainly what it was.
It was a line of huge floodlights mounted on standards higher than telephone poles and shining on an immense, peach-colored building which rose up out of the spade-shaped point of land across the narrow bay. Before it stood a smaller structure of the same material and color. On the edge of the shore, high in the air before the great building, stood a glass-windowed hut on immensely tall, stilt-like legs. Off to the left, fading into the darkness beyond the floodlights, were more buildings, tinted a delicate green.
�Well,� I said, �there it is.� And after a moment Ruth nodded.
�It�s colored,� she murmured. �I can never get over that. It�s not gray, but colored; and in pastels.�

�Yes, San Quentin, the pastel prison: it�s almost pretty from here.� I turned. �Look at it, Ruth; fill your eyes with it. You can actually make out the bars on the windows; notice?� She nodded, her face pale. �And off to the left, way back� � I pointed � �you can see one of the walls. There are men up there, Ruth, with guns; and it�s all real. You�re looking at it now; San Quentin prison; there�s nothing more real in the world. And we�re actually talking about taking a man out of there.� I said softly. �Actually helping Arnie escape from San Quentin! Take a good look, Ruth, because that�s the kind of place you�ll end up in � you, Ruth, in the women�s prison at Corona � if anything goes wrong!�
I sat looking at her, half-turned on the car seat to face her, and her jaw muscles were rigid, but I didn�t let up. �See that green light?� I said and she lifted her face to stare up at the globe of vivid green light mounted high on a standard over the prison. �It�s green now because all�s quiet, every last man accounted for. But once that light turns red � if you helped do it, you�re in the worst trouble of your life; and you may never be free of the consequences as long as you live.� I waited, letting her look her fill of the stone-and-steel floodlighted reality before us. Then I said softly. �When I told you this morning what Arnie wanted us to do, you said yes, you�d help. That doesn�t count; it came at you too fast. But now you�ve had time to think. What about it, Ruth?�
After a moment she turned to stare at me wonderingly; then she turned back to look at the great prison ahead, and shook her head. She whispered. �Ben, you�re right; I can�t do it!� and she covered her face with her hands.
After a moment she lowered her hands and turned to me, eyes bitter. �Maybe I ought to. You didn�t see him at the trial, Ben, and right after!�
�I was in Europe; my first vacation in four years.�
�Well, he was wild, Ben; just wild at the thought of prison; I know he hates it even more than most men. And we�re engaged; we�d have been married over a year now, if he weren�t in there! I owe him my loyalty and help!� She shook her head. �But all I can tell you is that I can�t do it; I simply haven�t the courage. I don�t want to be in a prison any more than Arnie does! And I don�t care what you think!� She covered her face again; she was crying.
�Don�t be so quick about what I�ll think,� I said. �I�m not going to help him, either.� Ruth lowered her hands to stare at me. �That�s right,� I said quietly. �Arnie�s my brother, and I�d do a lot for him. But I didn�t put him in there, and I�m not going to end up in there with him. Escape,� I said bitterly. �Help Arnie escape! Why, it�s fantastic, it�s absurd. Ruth, you know what he did?� I said angrily. �I drove up here Saturday; I come up every month to visit him. I saw him Sunday, and we talked for nearly the full hour; just chitchat, as always; nothing important. He waited till the last few minutes to spring this on me! He had to escape, he was suddenly telling me; he had to, and I was to get hold of you, and we had to help him. There was no time for questions; he told me how to reach you, that we both had to get our time free somehow, move into Marin County close to the prison, and be ready to help. I�m to come back tomorrow for my second visit to hear the rest.� I shook my head. �Then the guard was tapping me on the shoulder. I had to leave, and I left with this terrible feeling of urgency. You know how Arnie can communicate that to you; you know how excited he gets: I didn�t have time to think! I phoned my boss in L.A. from a phone booth, and just quit my job: I didn�t know what else to do. I phoned my landlady, and arranged to have her express my things up here. I visited real-estate agents, and rushed around looking at furnished places for rent all afternoon, and took the house in Mill Valley. And in between, at every available phone booth I came to, I phoned you all afternoon and evening, and couldn�t reach you. Then today � well, you know what today has been like.�

�I know.� She nodded. �When you woke me ringing my doorbell, Ben, you started talking while I was still half asleep. And then all I could think of was what I had to do; get to the office, and arrange to start my vacation. That took some talking! I told them my mother was very sick. Then packing, and moving into a house with an absolute stranger.� She shook her head again.
�Well, there�s time to think now,� I said tiredly, �and it�s time to do it. Damn it,� I said furiously, �other men serve out their time in prison! Arnie can do it, too, without dragging us in there with him. This is just a sudden idea of his; he said so. And he doesn�t know how he�d escape, or even go about trying. Escape from San Quentin.� I said contemptuously. �Look at it! It�s impossible to get a man out of there; at least for us, it is. But it�d be damn easy to get into it trying. Come on,� I said angrily, and turned on the ignition, reaching for the starter button. �Let�s get the hell out of here. I�ll drive you home in the morning, after I go talk to Arnie, and tell him to grow up and behave.� We drove back to the rented house in Mill Valley then, while I wondered if I could get my job back.

The block guard who brought the morning ducats around just before unlock had one for me Monday � Arnold Jarvis, for 9:15 on The Porch, it said � and I was glad I�d made up my mind to have Ben and Ruth get ready and stand by. I didn�t know exactly what was waiting for me this morning, but I knew what it was about and was scared.
I showed up at nine-fifteen, there on The Porch of the Yard Captain�s office; a dozen or so other inmates were already there in blue jeans and work shirts like me, lounging around, waiting, staring out at the Captain�s Garden. I glanced in through the big plate-glass window, and the Disciplinary Committee were all there. The Captain stood at his desk shuffling through his papers and pink charge sheets, wearing a very neat, well-pressed tan uniform as always, and his cap with the gold insignia. He�s a thin-faced, quiet-spoken, smart-as-hell man, maybe forty-five years old. Allingham, one of the associate wardens, and Fengle, one of the prison psychiatrists, were sitting at each side of his desk.
The buzzer sounded at nine-thirty, the Porch guard stuck his head in the office door, then turned and called, �Cahill,� and a heavy-set guy maybe thirty-five years old, with deep black circles under his eyes, walked into the bare little office to stand before the Captain�s desk. It was another hot as hell August day, the door was ajar, and I could hear what went on; it was like a hundred other weekly Disciplinary Committee hearings.
This Cahill had refused to put a pair of shoes under his bunk when a block guard told him to. It turned out they weren�t his shoes, but his cellmate�s in the top bunk, but neither of them told the guard that. Cahill just got stubborn, and wouldn�t pick up the shoes, till the guard got mad, and put him on charges. Now, Cahill�s defense was that they weren�t his shoes. �Something wrong with picking up your cellmate�s shoes?� the Captain asked. �He got athlete�s foot?�
Cahill grinned, and shrugged, and said No.
�All right, then,� says the Captain, �a guard tells you to put away some shoes, you put them away, no matter whose they are. A guard tells you to stuff some shoes down the toilet, you stuff �em down the toilet! That�s how easy it is to get along in prison, Cahill: just do what you�re told.� They gave him seven days� isolation, and maybe it was worth it; you couldn�t tell from Cahill�s face.
They had a guy in for fighting, and the Captain picked up his record card.

� �Four days isolation. December, �54, fighting,� � he read from it. �January, February, March, May, June, and July, more fighting � you missed April; must have been sick. Quite a hard-nose, aren�t you, Manfred?�
Manfred, a thin young guy, maybe twenty-three, just shrugged.
�Don�t take nothin� from nobody, hmm?�
�That�s right,� Manfred said. He drew fourteen days.
They had a colored kid in, nineteen years old. He had rigged up a framework of wire coat hangers, and suspended a can of shellac in it, with a little hole in the cork. The shellac dripped onto the cut end of a loaf of bread underneath it. From the bottom of the loaf, the clear filtered fluid dripped into a funnel stuck into the neck of a narrow-mouthed bottle. He had this rig hidden in a paint locker, in the paint shop where he worked. �A thing I hate to do,� said Allingham. �I hate to phone a man�s relatives and tell them he�s dying in the hospital because he drank shellac, or paint thinner, or something.�
�Yes, sir,� said the man. �You won�t have to phone my relatives.�
�Why not,� says Allingham.
�I haven�t got any,� the man said, and smiled a little. He lost his job and got twenty-nine days, the maximum.
They had a little fat guy in; the block bulls had found a complete dismantled phonograph in his cell, in a surprise shakedown. They had a couple of homosexuals in, a guy who�d torn a corset ad from a prison-library magazine, a man who�d shouted at a woman visitor to the prison on one of the tours they�re always running through the place. They had a fight case; a man had broken another inmate�s arm with an axe he stole from the supply room. They had a guy in who�d been found with a homemade knife in his sock in a shakedown at the industrial-area gate, a guy who�d scratched his name on the painted wall of his cell, and so on; I got tired of listening, and just stood leaning on the rail of The Porch looking out at the Garden. It�s a beautiful garden, all right, maybe a quarter-acre of plants, shrubs, and crisscrossing paths in the northeast corner of the prison; probably the best-tended garden in the world. Across the garden, on the second tier of the old Spanish cell block, one of the old men who live there was leaning on the rail smoking a pipe.
They called me, finally, one of the last to go in; there were only six or eight guys left on The Porch � all from my block I noticed, though I didn�t know any of them personally. �Jarvis,� said the Captain, still looking down at the papers on his desk, �we got some news for you: you and a dozen other guys from your block. It�s about the officer who was hit on the head up on your tier Thursday� � he sat back in his chair suddenly, watching my face.
�Yes, sir,� I nodded.

�It didn�t kill him, didn�t fracture his skull, though it might have. Only gave him a concussion, and a few stitches. Knocked cold, is all: he�s all right now.� He sat there looking up at me, and I didn�t say anything. I knew the guard was all right; this was old news, and it wasn�t why I was here, and I knew it. �Just thought you�d like to have the official word he�s okay,� the Captain said. �You were up on that tier at the time.�
�Yes, sir. I�m glad he�s all right.�
�Then I got more good news for you.� The Captain picked up a sheaf of papers from his desk, then sat looking at me. �Didn�t look as though we would find out who did it. Most of the men were out of the block at the time. But there were a couple dozen loafing around there, including you. Could have been any of you hit the guard up on the tier; we don�t know who. And I thought maybe we never would find out; nobody�d say he saw it. But things are looking up now. Here.� He held out the papers in his hand, and I took them.

There were three papers stapled together, the top one an envelope stamped air mail, special delivery, addressed in pencil to The Warden, San Quentin Prison, California. It was canceled, Green River, Wyoming, Saturday. Under the envelope lay a small piece of rough-textured, blue-lined paper covered with penciled handwriting, with a green-ink time-received stamp on it. 9:31 A.M. yesterday, Sunday. I glanced up at the Captain.
�Go ahead,� he said, �read it.�
I read it. It was short, and to the point, and was signed, Yrs, Ralph Hafek. It said he�d been lying on his bunk up on the third tier, east block, Thursday, when the guard was hit. It said he�d seen the man who did it, and could identify him. He�d said nothing at the time because he was due out on parole Friday morning, and was afraid he�d be held on as a witness if he admitted seeing the assault. Then, home in Wyoming, he�d told his parole officer, who had advised him to testify. He didn�t know the man by name, but could pick him out if he saw him. If they, the prison, would pay his roundtrip fare � he had no money himself � he�d come up and point out the man.
I looked at the third sheet; a white flimsy carbon copy of a letter. It had been written yesterday, addressed to the Department of Corrections, and signed by the Warden. It quoted the letter I�d just read, and requested that the state authorize and issue a check in payment of the man�s railroad fare, and ended by emphasizing the importance of finding the man who struck the guard.
I looked up at the Captain. �Yes, sir?� I laid the papers on his desk.
He grinned suddenly. �This Hafek�s on parole. If he picks out our man it can help him a lot, and he knows it. But the stroke of a pen can send him back here to finish out his term, and he knows that, too. So he�s not fooling around; he�ll pick out our man. We had a phone call from Sacramento; payment�s authorized, and the check will be in the mail tomorrow. We�ll air mail it soon as it gets here, and we�ve already phoned Hafek�s parole officer; Hafek will leave after work Friday, and will be here Saturday morning. Glad, Jarvis?�
�Yes, sir.�
�How come?� He leaned forward, staring up at me intently. �You didn�t like that guard; you had trouble with him.�
I shrugged. �We each had our beefs. Doesn�t mean I hit him, though, if that�s what you mean.�
�And yet you look worried.� His voice was very soft and quiet. �You�re pale. Jarvis, really quite pale � did you know that? You look worried; and maybe you should be. Because you know what the punishment is, don�t you?�
�Yes, sir.�
�Let me remind you, just the same. So you�ll know how lucky you are � if you didn�t hit that guard.� He picked up a little brown loose-leaf book from his desk, and opened it. �You know about Section 4500 of the California Penal Code, Jarvis?�
�Yes, sir: you don�t have to read it.�
�Don�t like the sound of it, that it, Jarvis? Okay.� He tossed the little book to his desk. �See you Saturday morning, when Hafek arrives. Unless you got something you want to tell me right now?�
�No, sir.�
�Then that�s all: we got no charge sheet on you today. For a change. Just thought you and the other guys in the block when the guard was hit ought to hear the news. Where are you assigned?�
�Furniture factory.�
�Then get back to it,� he said bleakly, and I turned, and walked out.
I was shriveled up inside; I could hardly see, walking back to the furniture factory; I thought I might actually faint, and I didn�t know what I was doing when I got there. I had to escape from San Quentin prison in the next four days � had to � and I didn�t know how. But the thought of Ben and Ruth, outside, getting ready to help, kept me going.

At noon I hurried to the Yard as close to running as we�re allowed. Inside, near the gates, I waited till I spotted my cellmate, a tall, thin, white-haired guy neither old nor young; it�d be hard to guess his age. I walked up to him, and said, �Al, skip lunch. I�ve got to talk to you.� An inmate at Quentin doesn�t have to show up for a meal if he doesn�t want it. Al took a look at my face and nodded, his mouth quirking; he didn�t like missing a meal, but he knew I was serious. We found a spot in the sun, and sat down on the asphalt paving in the big Yard enclosed by the four main cell blocks, our backs against the peach-colored east-block wall. �Al,� I said, �what do you know about escape?�
�Nothin�.�
I nodded, and said, �I know. But you must have seen a fair number of escapes; been around at the time, I mean.� I pulled out cigarettes, gave one to Al, took one myself, and lighted it.

�Oh, yeah,� Al said. �I seen guys try to make it out of here. Nailed up in boxes, lyin� on top of a truck motor, swimmin� out to a barge on the Bay, hidin� under a load of scrap iron, the time they was haulin� it out of here after the jute mill burned. Once a guy tried it wearin� a priest�s outfit he stole. You just wait, and maybe, in time, you see some kind of chance, and take it. And with luck you might make it.�
�What if you can�t wait?�
He looked at me; he had a pretty good idea of what I was talking about. �Arnie, I don�t know,� he said. �I�ve thought about it, and so has every con here, and every screw, too, for that matter, and I just don�t know how. Once in a while it�s done. A con got out last year, 1954. One day he was just gone, missing at count, and that�s all anybody knows to this day. But get it through your head it�s just short of impossible. Some of these kids� � he shook his head � �the tough hot kids. You can saw out a bar in the front of your cell, you know, any time you want. Get some emery paper from the machine shops, or valve-grinding compound from auto repair. Then unravel a sock; get a supply of thread. Smear vaseline or toothpaste or soap on a thread, scrape the emery off the paper, and run the thread through it. Then saw through the bar with the threads. It�s easy; you can do it in less than a night. Everybody knows it, cons and screws both; cost a mint to equip San Quentin with chilled-steel bars. But so what? These tough hot kids � just fish, most of them, been here a few months � and they cut out of their cells every now and then; and then where are they? They just get the bulls edgy; the bulls go to hunt them out, and how do they know what the kids are carrying? Damn fool kids can get killed, and some do. They find them half an hour after the short count � hiding out in the block, or the Yard, or somewhere else. You want to get out, Arnie. Out means the other side of the wall.�
�But how? Damn it, how!� I drew hard on my cigarette, sitting there against the wall, then threw it down and crushed it out under my shoe.
�Well,� he said gently, �figure what you�re up against. This place is a hundred years old. They got you in a place where men been working and thinking over a hundred years how to keep you in it. Long before you was ever born, there been guys, and damn smart ones, figuring how to keep you right where you are. Ways there used to be to get out, they been corrected, like the guy swam out to a barge I was tellin� you about. And they got it worked out awful damn tight � so tight. Arnie, I don�t know how to beat it. Just a wall�s all that�s between you and outside. But you can�t go over it; there�s men on top with guns who won�t let you. And inside, there�s a place you got to be nearly every minute right around the clock from your first day to your last, and they got it worked out to see that you are; I don�t need to tell you. You�re missing, they know it and hunt you right down. It ain�t like the movies, Arnie. Oh, hell� � he shrugged � �I ain�t talking about walkin� off the farm, or out of the camps. I mean from in here, where they really aim to keep you.� He put a hand on my arm to shut me up before I spoke.

�So here�s what I mean, Arnie. You know what you got to do to beat that? I thought of it a long time, and what you got to do, you got to do what ain�t possible. Short of crazy blind luck, all the ways you think maybe you see, just looking around, they ain�t ways at all. They got you stopped long ago; they got them all figured long before you did. What you got to do � the only thing you can do, Arnie � is figure how to do the impossible; that�s the only thing they ain�t guarded against.� He leaned closer. �What I mean, there�s walls all around you. But there�s nothin� across the top outside� � he gestured with his chin at the blue California sky high over our heads above the towering cell block roofs. �They got nothin� between you and blue sky, Arnie, because it�s impossible for a man to fly, ain�t it? Impossible to go straight up. So they don�t guard against it. What you got to do�s figure out how to fly, how to go straight up. Or like this; there�s guards on the wall. Try throwin� up a rope, and they see you. But if you was invisible, Arnie, they couldn�t. But that�s impossible; so they ain�t guarded against it. You got to figure how to be invisible. Or anything else that just can�t be. How do you walk through a wall? How can you be in two places, maybe, at the very same time? How do you disappear right under their eyes? How do you hide, maybe, where there just ain�t a place a man can hide in? I ain�t talkin� foolish, Arnie. They found out what was possible long before you ever heard of San Quentin. You�re in a hurry, Arnie, you got to figure out how to do the impossible.�

We were silent for a long time just sitting in the sun, staring out at the Yard. Then Al said softly, �Once in a long while, Arnie, some guys � a guy who knows what I been tryin� to tell you � he makes it. And they never hear of him again. Whether you�re that guy, I don�t know. I ain�t; I don�t know how to do what ain�t possible. So I just serve out my time.�
�You�ve done a lot, haven�t you, Al?�
�Three terms. Fourteen out of the last sixteen years. And a lot to go.�
�And you just serve it out.�
�That�s right.�
�How? How in hell do you do it! How do you do a long time, year after damn year!�
�A day at a time,� he said. �And I sleep a lot.� Guys were coming out into the Yard from the mess halls now, and Al got to his feet. �Good luck,� he said quietly, then walked away.
In the factory, I claimed to have stomach cramps, got a pass back to the block, and lay down on my bunk there. Ben would visit me tomorrow. I had the afternoon, the evening, and the night to figure out how to do the impossible.

Ruth�s packed bags were on the floor by the front door when I got back from the prison Tuesday. She was sitting in the big living-room easy chair smoking, waiting for me to drive her home to her San Francisco apartment, and to hear how Arnie had taken our decision. She�d been smoking a lot; the ashtray beside her was half full. I didn�t say anything right away; closing the front door behind me, I just looked at her, then walked over to the davenport, and sat down across the room from her.
�Well?� she said angrily, impatiently. I knew how she was feeling.
I nodded, �I saw him. And told him.�
She wanted to put off hearing about it, then. �Maybe you could tell me about it driving over,� she said, and started to stand.
�I think you better hear this before you leave,� I said, and she stared at my face for a moment, then sat back in her chair. �I told you escaping was a sudden idea of Arnie�s,� I said. �And it is. This last Thursday he struck a guard from behind, up on a tier of his cell block, with a glass insulator he�d stolen. He didn�t think anyone was around to see him; the block was nearly empty at the time.�
�Struck a guard?� She was frowning. �Ben, why?�
I shook my head wearily. �I don�t know, Ruth. He tried to tell me. He said the guard was a punk; a wise young punk, he said, who liked to give orders, and that he gave one too many.� I shook my head again. �He says you get charged up in prison; he says he�s known men to rip washbasins off walls with their hands, for no reason they could tell anyone, but that he knew why. Men clog up the plumbing and flood their cells, they tear up mattresses, or anything they can lay their hands on. Others fight, and Arnie hit a guard.� I shrugged. �They don�t know who did it; there were a couple dozen men in the block, and any of them might have done it. But an inmate saw it. He was due out on parole in the morning, and kept his mouth shut till he was out, but now they�re bringing him to the prison; he�ll arrive Saturday morning � this Saturday, Ruth � to point out the man who struck that guard.�
She was nodding slowly. �But � is the guard all right?�
�Sure. He was knocked out. They had to take a couple of stitches, but he�s all right now.�
�And Arnie wants to escape to avoid punishment?�
�Yeah.�
�Well, what�s the punishment?�
I could feel my face go pale. �Ruth, they�ll execute him.�
She didn�t understand. �Execute him? How do you mean?�
�I mean in the gas chamber, damn it!� I shouted it, getting to my feet, glaring down at her. �They�ll try him for assault, find him guilty, and condemn him to death! Send him to Condemned Row, and execute him � that�s what I mean!�
She was shaking her head. �No, Ben. They couldn�t. Not for striking a man who wasn�t even hurt.�
�They can! They will!� Then I stopped shouting. �Listen, Ruth,� I said softly and urgently, �it was hard for me to believe and accept it, too. It�s still hard to believe.� I shook my head. �But it�s true; it�s the law in the great state of California. And it�s enforced! Section 4500 of the Penal Code. Arnie quoted it to me; he knows it word for word. Listen! �Every person undergoing a life sentence in a State prison of this State, who, with malice aforethought, commits an assault upon the person of another with a deadly weapon or instrument, or by any means of force likely to produce great bodily injury, is punishable with death.� �
�But Arnie hasn�t a life sentence!�
�Five to life is his sentence. He wouldn�t even serve the five years, of course; it doesn�t really mean life imprisonment. But that�s how the sentence reads. Ruth, he�s technically a lifer.�
She was staring at me across the room. �And they�d execute him? For striking a guard?�
I nodded. �They would. They do. There are two men on Condemned Row in San Quentin now, for just that reason. Ruth! Arnie�s got to escape! And before this next Saturday morning!�
After a moment she said, �And you�re going to help him?�
I shrugged angrily, and got up, and began pacing the room. �What else?�
�Ben, how?� she said.

I sat down and told her. I explained in detail what Arnie had worked out the night before, lying on his bunk till daylight, and when finally I finished, Ruth was shaking her head.
�No,� she whispered. �No, Ben� � she was still shaking her head � �you don�t have to do that; not even for Arnie. And no matter what it means. Ben, nobody has to do that.� She sat silent for several long moments. Then she nodded at her bags by the door, �All right,� she said. �Then I�ll have to help; you can�t do it alone.�
�No,� I said, �I can�t do it alone. Ruth, I hate to ask you, but...�
�But we can�t let Arnie die. All right, Ben.� She stood up. �We�ve got a lot to get done by two o�clock in the morning.�
By noon we had everything we needed listed, checked, and rechecked to make absolutely certain we�d included every last item; then Ruth made us some lunch with some supplies we�d laid in the day before.
At just after one o�clock we walked out of a parking lot near Mission Street in San Francisco, heading for Market Street. On Market we separated; we�d divided the list, and were to meet at the car at two-thirty. We were to shop only in the biggest, busiest store we could find.

At three-fifteen we were home in the attached garage, the big garage door closed, unloading our packages. Ruth had bought jeans and a work shirt with snap fasteners at the big J. C. Penney�s on Market. She had bought half a dozen pints of cream, and three one-pound tins of coffee at the Emporium, and another half dozen pints of cream and four one-pound tins of coffee at the Crystal Palace. In a big supermarket she had bought sandwich meat, cheese, bread, fruit, and cookies, and eight more pints of cream. She had withdrawn money from her bank, and she�d bought four big packages of absorbent cotton at a drugstore. I had bought a square of darkgreen canvas, half of a pup tent, at an Army surplus store, and a trenching tool. At a hardware store I had bought a two-foot length of pipe, a square of fine screening, a small can of brown enamel, a cheap paint brush, and eight rolls of black friction tape. At a second hardware store I had bought a dozen large bolts and nuts, a good flashlight, two spare bulbs, half a dozen spare dry cells, a large coil of copper wire, and a hundred-foot coil of new quarter-inch rope. On the way home, I had stopped at a lumber yard in the Sunset district, and had bought half a sheet of three-quarter-inch plywood, which I had put into the car trunk. While I was doing that, Ruth walked across to a supermarket and bought half a dozen more pints of cream.
In the garage, our packages unloaded, Ruth put the blue jeans and work shirt into the automatic washer there, and poured in some bleach. There were hand tools and a makeshift workbench in the garage, and I marked off my plywood sheet into eight equal squares, and began sawing them out. The washing machine on, Ruth went into the kitchen, poured the cream she�d bought down the sink, and then began washing out the more than two dozen containers. When she finished, she emptied the six pounds of coffee into a paper bag and dropped it into the garbage can near the side door of the garage. I had my eight squares of wood clamped together by then, and a big J sketched on the surface of the outer one. I began sawing out this J shape.
We were busy every second, both of us; at eight-thirty we knocked off, got into the car, and drove out to a drive-in a couple miles north on Highway 101 for supper. We didn�t waste any time, and were back before nine-thirty; it was dark. I parked at the curb so I�d have more room to work in the garage, and we started across the lawn toward the front door. A man�s voice called, �Evening,� and I glanced around. A man was in the adjoining yard, a vague dark bulk in the faint light from the street lamp half a block away.
�Evening,� I answered, my voice instinctively cautious, and I was aware that my heart was beating faster. The indistinct silhouette grew. The man was walking silently toward us across the front lawn, then stopping before us, at our door, a tall, middle-aged, fat man, hatless and bald, his face large and round.
�Mr. Nova,� he said, nodding abruptly, �your neighbor from next door. Just out catchin� a breath,� he said slyly as though not expecting to be believed, �and saw you drive up. Thought I�d say howdy to my new neighbors.�

�Glad to see you,� I said, and we shook hands. My hands aren�t small, but this man�s huge hand, soft but strong, swallowed mine. �This is my wife,� I said, �and we�re the Jarvises.�
�Evenin�,� he said to Ruth, and she responded.
I stood with the door key in my hand, waiting for him to say something that would let us say good night, and get on into the house.
But instead he glanced up at the night sky, hands shoved into his back pockets as though he had all the time in the world, and said, �Nice out tonight. Been for a drive?�
�Yeah, little drive,� I said. It was awkward, just standing there, not asking him in, but I couldn�t; we had too much to do, and he just stood there, too, in the dim light from the living room where we�d left a lamp on, nodding his head, eyes narrowed, smiling at me shrewdly, I didn�t know why. He was dressed in what looked like Army suntans; tan wash trousers, and a shirt, open at the collar. He couldn�t be in the Army though, I realized; he was fifty-five years old, maybe, with a great paunch beginning high on his chest and curving down through his belly; he was broad everywhere, from shoulders to hips, a slow-moving, powerful man evenly overlaid with fat.
�Seen you before,� he said softly, watching me, and one little eye narrowed in almost a wink, as though we were sharing some lewd joke.
�Oh?�

�Yep.� The exasperating nodding started again, while he watched me shrewdly. Then he leaned toward me, hands still in his back pockets, and said, �Out to the prison.� I felt my face muscles go slack.
�Oh,� he said, wagging a great meaty hand in reassurance, standing comfortably back on his heels now, staring down at me. �Don�t worry.� He grinned at me, then winked at Ruth. �I�m a guard out at Quentin,� he continued, then immediately added, �correctional officer, I mean,� and his paunch shook in amusement, while he glanced from one to the other of us. �I used to be a guard� � his small, blue eyes twink maliciously � �years ago. In the old Quentin I was a guard, a bull, a screw.� Deliberately he straightened his face into mocking approval, and said, �But now I�m an officer,� and again his paunch shook, his amused eyes inviting us to share the joke. �Good thing, too,� he added with intentional hypocrisy. �Much better this way. Treat �em decent. Like human beings. Movies, classes, television even. Much better, naturally.� His voice had lost interest in what he was saying. �Seen you goin� into the Visitor�s Room,� he said. �Month or so ago, maybe. Think it was you, anyway.�
I nodded. �I�m sure it was.�
�Well� � again he wagged his hand � �don�t worry. I see a lot of people from around here out to the prison; people got relatives there. I�m used to it � never give it a thought. Who is it, your brother?�
I wanted to drive a fist straight into that fat belly. �I�m not worried, Mr. Nova,� I said angrily. �Yes, it�s my brother. And while it�s not exactly something I�ve told everyone I know or meet, it�s no big secret as far as I�m concerned.� Oh, I was shouting silently, why does he have to live next door?
�Course not.� He smiled imperturbably, then winked confidentially. �Moved here. I expect, close to the prison, so�s you could visit him regular.�
None of your business, you fat prying slob! �Well,� I said, �that�s partly it.�
�Be glad to look him up.� Eyes narrowed, he watched me. �I can do that easy, you know; might help him out, maybe. Guard can be of help to a con. Inmate, I mean.�
�Oh� � I paused, forcing myself to act as though I were considering a friendly gesture � �I think not. Thanks just the same, but I�m afraid he�d feel he was a source of embarrassment to us if he knew a San Quentin official was a neighbor of ours. He�s doing all right; he�s settled down to do his time.� Am I protesting too much? Does he already know all about Arnie?
Nova was nodding again. �I�ll check up on him anyway; let you know how he�s makin� out. Do it on the q.t.� He winked again. �Won�t tell him I know you.� He watched me, waiting for an answer, and reluctantly I had to nod. �Well,� he said, glancing at the closed front door. �I�ll be gettin� on home. Just wanted to say howdy,� and we answered something or other and went on into the house, as he walked across the front lawns toward his own.
�Of all the unbelievable bad luck,� Ruth murmured, dropping onto the davenport, when the door was closed again. �Of all the places we could have moved into, we had to move next door to a San Quentin guard.�
I shrugged, and sat down in the big chair. �Well, it�s a big prison,� I said, as though I weren�t worried. �This county must be full of San Quentin people; probably most of them live here in Marin. Hardly a town you could go to, I�m certain, without guards and every other kind of San Quentin official living in it. Bad luck to move right next door to one, but not so strange.�
�Ben, what do you honestly feel?�
I stared down at the floor for a minute, fingers playing with my hat brim. Then I looked up. �He�s a prying, sadistic-minded, dangerous trouble-maker.�
She was nodding. �There�s something � I don�t know what � nasty about him.�
I shrugged, and said, �Yeah.� There was nothing more to say. There are times when you somehow know you�ve met a natural-born enemy. �Well,� I said, and got to my feet, �we�ve got a lot to do,� and Ruth nodded, and stood up, and we went out to the garage again.

We finished at one o�clock, everything done and ready, and by then it was too late to go to bed. Ruth made coffee, and we sat in the living room, the drapes pulled tight shut, just talking about anything and everything except what was about to happen. At two o�clock I shaved, so closely it hurt, changed clothes, and we went out to the car and backed it out into the street, Ruth at the wheel, as quietly as possible, only the parking lights on. I closed the garage door. Then we headed west toward Highway 101.
At two-twenty-five, then, Wednesday morning, we turned off 101 onto the narrow county road that winds through the Marin hills toward the San Rafael ferry. I was wearing the blue denims and work shirt Ruth had bought, washed out and faded now, and I wore black shoes, shorts, and a white T-shirt. Between my feet on the floor of the car lay a great bundle wrapped in the square of dark-green canvas I�d bought. Within three minutes or less we were passing the wire-mesh steel fencing that marks the outer-most boundaries of the San Quentin Prison reservation, and now I said quietly, �Anywhere along here,� and Ruth pulled off the road, then stopped and switched off the lights.
�Well,� I said, �see you soon,� and managed to smile and add, �I hope.�

But Ruth didn�t smile. In the starlit darkness I saw her head move as she nodded; then she leaned toward me, and I saw her face, strained and white. �Be careful, Ben,� she whispered. Suddenly she reached up, put both palms on my cheeks, drew my face toward her, and stared at me. �Oh, Ben, be careful!� she said again, and I put my arms around her and let myself yield to the comfort of it, holding her close, more scared than I�d ever been in my life. Then, knowing I had to leave now if I was going to be able to, I drew back, kissed her once, quickly � that last comfort I had to have � then reached for the door handle, and the canvas-wrapped bundle.
A moment later, standing on the dirt shoulder of the road, my arm moving to close the car door, I said, �Get going, Ruthie!� Then the car was sliding past me, picking up speed, and I turned, clambered a few feet up the dirt embankment to the fence, and threw my bundle over it. I climbed the fence, dropped to the other side, then stood there in the middle of the night, low-ebb time for the human body and spirit, knowing that I was about to walk into the greatest danger of my life, and that I had no stomach for it. Then I began to climb the hill before me, guiding myself to its top by the silhouettes of trees at its crest.
It took me fifteen minutes, in the darkness, before I stood looking down the gentle slope of its other side. Ahead and below me, spread out like a great map, lay the prison in black shadow and yellow electric light. I�d been through the prison twice, after Arnie was confined there; anyone can go through it � they have scheduled tours every Thursday afternoon. So I knew what I was looking at now. Far ahead lay the enclosed area of the prison itself, its sides formed partly by cell blocks and other prison buildings joined together, and partly by concrete walls. Directly below me at the base of the hill lay the prison industrial area, a concrete-walled rectangle directly adjoining the prison area, its south wall the north wall of the prison, and I began walking toward it down the dark hill.
In each of its four factorylike buildings, dim lights were burning, and there were more lights suspended from the twenty-foot concrete walls, shining down into the area. But now, work long since over for the day, most of the area except for the wall lights around its edges was dark, the buildings empty except for an inmate fire guard in each, Arnie had told me. At the four corners of the walls, and at scattered intervals between them, I saw the black silhouettes of guard towers. The area cleared now except for the four honor men in the buildings, the gate leading into the prison area locked, and all men accounted for, the towers were unmanned. But what if they�re manned tonight? The words spoke themselves in my mind. What if there�s a man with a gun in one of those wall posts? But I knew there wasn�t, I told myself; high above the prison on its standard hung the green light; all was quiet, the prison was in normal condition. Picking my way down the hill. I thought, The light�ll be red before long.

At the bottom of the hill, only a narrow road, then a dozen feet of sloping bare ground lay between me and the black rising bulk of the wall. Kneeling beside my bundle six or eight yards from the road � ready to drop face down in the darkness the instant a car came along the road � I reached under the knotted corners of my pack, and found the coil of new quarter-inch rope I�d put there. I brought it out, pulling with it the four-pronged hook I�d fastened to the rope end with a braided pleat. I�d made the hook at home this afternoon; four J-shaped hooks sawed out of plywood, the shafts bolted together, then wrapped with copper wire. Every last inch of the surface of this four-pronged grapple I�d padded with absorbent cotton, and wrapped tight with black tape. Another identical hook and rope coil still lay in my canvas bundle. Unbuckling my belt, I slipped an end under the knotted corners of my pack, cinched my belt tight, then kneeling there motionless, listened and watched. I neither saw nor heard anything, and so could not postpone what I had to do.

I stood and walked forward across the silent road, the canvas pack bumping my knees, then clambered down the short bank to the base of the wall. The coiled rope hanging in my left hand, I held the grapple in my right hand by the last few inches of rope. Once more I listened, watching the road behind and above me. Then I swung the hook back and forth twice, drew my arm far back, and heaved the hook up underhanded and with all my strength. Through three full seconds of silence the rope coils flashed off the palm of my hand, then the hook struck and fell with a dull clatter.
The top of this wall, I knew � I�d seen it in daylight � was flat concrete. Running the length of all the walls were waist-high, continuous metal hand-rails; it would be almost impossible to toss up a four-pronged grapple without its engaging some part of the guide rails, and now I pulled in the slack, and the rope tightened. Then I lifted my feet, and the rope held fast, straining and creaking.
I climbed it hand over hand, the first fifteen feet rapidly and easily, the last five or six in a desperate scrabbling agony of rapidly draining strength. Just short of the top, I hung, afraid I�d have to drop or slide back; then I managed one last heave, the sweat pouring, caught the wall edge, and in the instant before my arms gave out, I heaved my upper body onto the wall. Then I drew up my legs and lay flat, my arms strengthless.

If anyone had been in the wall towers or in the area below they�d have shot, or shouted, or been on me by now. But nothing happened; from far out on San Francisco Bay � I could see its buoy lights, the lights of a ferry approaching the slip on this side, and the glow of San Francisco far off to the south � I heard a boat whistle, low and mournful, then felt silence all around me.
I lay in darkness, but just below me the dozen feet of bare ground between the wall and the north end of the furniture factory was clearly lighted by wall lights; and the industrial area was patrolled, Arnie said, at least once every night. But there was nothing to do but what I now did. I lowered my hook till it touched the ground, then looped the rope around the base of a guide-rail post, its doubled length hanging to the ground. I unfastened my bundle, dropped it, then slid down the rope into San Quentin prison, completely visible if there was anyone to see me. My feet touched ground. I yanked the rope down after me, scooped up my hook and bundle, and ran to the corner of the furniture factory.
Around the corner, against the west wall of the factory, lay a great uneven silhouette in the darkness well past the range of the wall lights. This was the huge stack of wood crates Arnie had described. They were empties, used as needed to crate prison-made office desks. After a moment, I slipped around the building corner, and moved ahead into the darkness toward the crates.
As Arnie had promised, they were not carefully stacked. The gaps between them measured from one or two inches to more than a foot, and near the center of the great stack I found a wide gap and pushed myself into it, dragging and forcing my bundle in after me. By feel, I found a crate projecting some inches beyond the bottom of the crate on top of it, and climbed into it, rapping my head sharply against the projecting corner of another. Made to hold an office desk, it was roomy enough; I could lie almost flat, my head pillowed on my bundle, my knees bent only slightly. Now, more afraid than I remembered ever having been before, with the persistent, depressing fear of a man lying helpless in a trap, I didn�t expect to sleep. But, worn out physically and emotionally, I did, almost instantly.

Many hours later, at daylight, there was the sound of hundreds of voices all around me. I awoke quietly, knowing where I was. Moving very slowly then, my muscles stiff and my body awkward, careful never to slip or fall, I got down out of my crate, and stood in the narrow aisle I�d pushed into last night, standing well back from the front. Blue-denimed, blue-shirted men streamed past the narrow opening, alone, in pairs, and in groups, most of them talking, and I smiled a little; much of the talk reminded me of the Army, nearly every adjective an obscenity; I was surprised at the amount of laughter. Then a blue-shirted shoulder leaned beside the opening of my aisle, partly blocking it, and I saw a profile, Arnie�s. He said quietly and rapidly. �Are you in there? Ben, are you there? Just say �yes� if you are.�
�Yes,� I answered.

Arnie was silent, and a little group of men passed by. Then he said, �How you doing? You okay? Talk till I cough, then shut up.�
�I�m okay, Arnie; I�m fine. Don�t worry about me.�
�You bring anything to read?�
�No.� The notion astounded me.
�Too bad. Well, I�ll�� He coughed twice, and a moment later steps passed, and a voice said, �Hi, Arnie.�
�Charley,� Arnie answered pleasantly. �How goes it?�
�Okay.� The voice was well past the crates now.
�I�ll see you at four,� Arnie said. �And thanks, Benny,� he added softly.
�Okay, Arnie, see you later.� The blue-shirted shoulder moved, and was gone.
At noon I ate one of the waxed-paper-wrapped sandwiches in my canvas bundle, and sipped from one of the cardboard cream containers Ruth had washed out, filled with water, and sealed with tape. By one o�clock, the sun beating down on the exposed pile of crates, it was terribly and oppressively hot, and I was wet with sweat. But I endured it, dozing a little, or simply lying there staring up at the bottom of the big crate above me. At three-thirty, I again climbed down into the little aisle, and the air was cooler, there was some circulation, and occasionally a warm breeze, and presently my clothes were no longer conspicuously wet.
Again the stream of blue-denimed men flowed past me, in the opposite direction now, and almost immediately a blue-shirted back leaned against the narrow opening, completely covering it. I could hear the prisoners stream on past the crates, and occasionally one or more of them would speak to Arnie, and he�d answer, his voice pleasant and unconcerned.
He changed position, leaning negligently against the end of a crate on one shoulder, still blocking most of the opening. And now, his face in profile to me, I could see that he held a lighted cigarette in his hand. Bringing the cigarette to his mouth, he murmured, �Are you all right Ben? Just answer yes or no.�
�Yes.�
�You out of the crate?�
�Yes.�
�All right; be ready to move. This is the bad moment. Benny; the guards are still on the walls, and there�s one who can see me. I�m watching him; he�s paying no attention. Far as he knows, I�m just standing here waiting for a friend from the fact�� He coughed, and several men approached, then passed us. �Move out now, Ben; come forward till you�re right behind me.� Again he leaned with his back to the opening.
I crept forward, and touched Arnie�s back.
�Take my ID card out of my back pocket.�
I felt in his back pocket, touched the little plastic-sealed card, and pulled it out. �Keep it in your shirt pocket; whatever you do, don�t lose it.�
We waited, then Arnie again turned his head, and bringing his cigarette to his mouth, said, �When I say now, just step out, and stand here talking to me.�
Two men passed, talking, and the moment they passed, Arnie said, �Now,� and I stepped out of the aisle into the daylight, and stood facing him.
�Smile, Ben! We�re just a couple of cons standing here talking.� I managed a smile, and Arnie smiled back, and said, �All set, now? You know what to do, Ben?� and I nodded, still smiling.

Four inmates were approaching from around the corner of the quonset-hut auto-repair shop twenty feet across the way from the furniture factory by which we stood; as they passed, one of them said. �Hi, Arnie,� glancing at me without interest.
Arnie replied, looking without seeming to at the wall tower ten yards or so to the south, and I couldn�t help it, I had to look, too. The guard was leaning on his forearms, the upper part of his body outside the open window of the watch post, staring down into the industrial area, but looking off to the west. Nevertheless, I knew we were completely within his range of vision. I turned to speak to Arnie, but he was gone, and before I could speak, he whispered at me harshly. �Move, Ben!� he said, and I saw his strained face in the shadows between the crates, and I turned and walked after the four inmates just ahead, taking each step in the absolute certainty of hearing a shout from behind me.

But I reached the front corner of the building, and in the moment of turning glanced back at the wall guard; he was leaning as before, staring out over the prison in a posture conveying his boredom and relief that one more tour of duty was nearly over.
And now I was part of a thin straggle of identically dressed men from all parts of the industrial area moving toward the wall gate ahead; and then I stopped dead in my tracks at what I saw. A shakedown was going on at the gates, and all I could do, feeling sick with fear, was join it, and I walked on till I reached the end of the line of men at the gate.
I watched what happened; as each man reached the head of the line, he lifted both arms, straight out at his sides. The tan-uniformed guard facing the line � a thin blond man of thirty � would stoop, grip the inmate�s ankles, then run his hands up the outside of his trousers, down the insides, then up the man�s ribs, and out along his arms. Then, at his nod, the man would step forward, and walk out the gate, his face expressionless.
My turn came incredibly fast; the shakedowns were being conducted with unbelievable speed, a few seconds to each man. And suddenly there were only three men in front of me, and I knew what was going to happen. The guard�s hands sliding up along my ribs and feeling the powerful thump of my heart, he�d peer at me closely, then say, Who the hell are you? You�re not a San Quentin man at all! The man at the head of the line dropped his arms as the man before me stepped forward, raising his. The tan sleeves moved, searching him, shaking him down for anything stolen from the shops or factories which might conceivably be sharpened into a weapon. Then the man dropped his arms, and I stepped forward, arms extended, and I knew my face was chalk white.
I felt the hands squeeze my ankles, flash up my trouser legs, then down on the insides, felt them brush my ribs, then slide out the lengths of my arms, and from the corners of my eyes, staring straight ahead. I saw the guard nod perfunctorily, not even glancing at my face, and I walked forward toward the gate, knowing � really knowing for the first time � that what Arnie had told me was incredibly true. Dressed in blue denims and work shirt, and following the routine of the prison, he said, I�d be lost among five thousand similar men, and not a man of the prison from the Warden on down could question my presence. Now I knew it was fact.
I simply followed the men ahead of me on through the prison, turning when they did, staring down at the ground, the asphalt paving, or the concrete we walked on, as though lost in thought. We passed a flat-roofed building of ancient brick, three or four stories tall, its upper windows boarded. In the distance, I glimpsed a low stone building, and recognized the old Spanish cell block built over a century before. The straggle of men ahead passed through the open gate of a wire-mesh fence, and then I passed through it, too. Three guards, one with the collar ornaments of a lieutenant, stood beside it, talking, staring absently at the prisoners passing through the gate beside them. Then I was past them, and in the vast San Quentin Yard.

The sight and sound slashed at my senses, and I stopped, staring around me. The sound was a roaring murmur; thousands of voices in an enormous open rectangle surrounded by concrete walls. And the sight was a great stretch of asphalt pavement on which stood or moved thousands of identically dressed men, the whole area completely cut off from the rest of the world. Suddenly I recognized it; like most other Americans, wherever they live, I�d seen it before � in a dozen movies filmed in California. Here it was, the great paved yard, its background the concrete walls of the cell blocks. The roar of mingled voices and the reality of the mass of blue-clad bodies were a shock to my senses, and I knew that confusion could overcome me, and that I could make a terrible and irretrievable mistake in the next moments.

Even as I watched, the mass of men around me was thinning, and I saw that men were streaming into the cell blocks through each of several great riveted doors, and I knew there wasn�t much time. Within minutes I had to find, and be inside, a cell; one certain cell, and that cell only, out of thousands of identical cells in one of these four great cell blocks joined end to end to enclose the great Yard I stood in.
East block, I said to myself; that was the block to my left, and I turned toward it, then stopped. Men were entering the east block, apparently, by one of two doors; which one was mine? One door lay far ahead to the south, at the other end of the Yard; the other was directly to my left across the Yard. I made myself think. The men at my left must be entering the north block, not the east; I could see no other entrance for the north block. The east block entrance must lie ahead to the south. There were far fewer men in the Yard now; they numbered in the hundreds, not thousands, and I began to hurry.
Once again, passing through the great cell block doorway. I stopped dead in my tracks, and the man behind me bumped into me, and cursed. I was inside a great concrete shell stretching far off into the distance before me, and soaring high overhead. It suggested an enormous dirigible hangar I�d once been in, only the inside of this huge structure wasn�t empty. In it stood another distinctly separate structure touching the concrete shell which enclosed it only at the floor. It was a high spidery-appearing structure composed mainly of vertical steel bars, and I understood what I was seeing. These were steel-barred cages, the cells, side by side, and stretching off into the distance before me in dwindling perspective. Five layers of cells, one on top of the other, rose up toward the ceiling; door after door after iron-barred door, and before each of the upper four tiers hung a concrete paved steel walkway. They were reached by an iron stairway at each end of the cell-block, and I saw men swarming up them, and along the walkways, and entering their cells, the entire block an echoing cavern of sound.
Following the men who had been passing around me, I climbed the nearest stairway to the third tier, repeating Arnie�s cell number to myself � 1042. 1042 � over and again. Turning onto the third-tier walkway, I saw the cell numbers stenciled over each steel-barred door. The first read 1291, the next 1290, then 1289, 1288; the cells stretched off ahead of me, and I began to hurry along the walkway, aware that most of the cells I was passing were already occupied, hearing the murmuring conversations of the men inside them.
I was almost running � there weren�t many men left outside now. 1233, 1232... 1196, 1195... 1148, 1147, 1146; I reached the last cell, far down at the other end of the block, and the number above it was 1100, and there were no more cells. There was no 1042.
I simply stood there, mouth hanging open, and I did not know what to do. I started to turn back, knew it was useless, then stopped again, Oh, damn Arnie, damn him; he said his cell was ten fort � actually running. I turned the corner, ran twenty-five feet, rounded the next corner, and there they were, a second great bank of cells back to back with the first, stretching ahead before me. 1001, 1002 � there was only one other man on the entire length of the walkway now, and he turned into a cell. I ran at top speed � 1034, 1035, 1036...
Then here was 1040, 1041, the walkway utterly deserted now by everyone else, and I stepped in through the half-open door of cell 1042, the other occupant staring at me, and pulled the door closed. Instantly, just outside the cell door, there was the chunking sound of heavy metal dropping onto metal. An immensely long steel bar, half the length of the tier, had been dropped into place by a hand-operated lever, to slide over the top edges of the long row of cell doors into heavy L-brackets riveted to each door, and I was locked in cell 1042 of San Quentin prison.
�Just made it,� the lean, white-haired man in the cell with me said.

�Yeah,� I nodded, and he turned to the rear, lifting a newspaper from the top of the two bunks fastened to the wall beside me. Leaning on the tiny washbasin fastened to the plaster wall at the end of the cell, he began to read, and I sat down on the lower bunk, Arnie�s bed, and began reassuring myself with what Arnie had told me. This morning Arnie had told his cellmate, this man at the washbasin, that tonight he was going to switch cells; that he was going to visit an unnamed friend in another cell. I was his friend�s cellmate, trading places with Arnie for the night. Switching cells, Arnie had explained to me, was absolutely forbidden, and severely punished when detected. Yet it happened often and regularly, for a variety of reasons, because it was almost impossible to detect. There were nearly five thousand men confined in San Quentin�s four main cell blocks, and simply counting them four times every day was time-consuming enough. To check the actual identity of each man in each of several thousand cells was an impossibility, practically speaking. On the rare occasions when it had to be done, it took hours. In the next few minutes, as on day after routine day, for this cell to contain two blue-denimed men was enough for the guard who would soon glance in, lips moving as he counted the tier.

Far at the other end of the tier walkway I heard footsteps; a guard beginning his count of the tier, and I went rigid in spite of all I had told myself, certain that he would not pass this cell without knowing I didn�t belong here.
�Hot today, wasn�t it?� the bored voice said; I looked up to see Arnie�s cellmate staring down at me over his newspaper.
�Yeah,� I nodded, listening to the footsteps, much nearer, much louder.
�You workin�?�
The steps were coming fast; it was hard to concentrate on what he was saying to me. �No, unassigned.�
�You a fish?�
This was dangerous; a fish, I knew, was a new prisoner, and I couldn�t understand how he could have guessed I was strange to this place. I simply nodded, turning to glance boredly out through the cell door, trying to end the conversation. But I heard him step quickly toward me, and as I turned to glance up, he stepped past me to stand at the front of the cell, hands clasping the bars.
Then, almost too late � the footsteps outside at the next cell � I jumped up, to stand at the bars, hands gripping them, and the guard was at the cell door while I stood frozen, actually holding my breath, and then he was gone without even breaking his stride. Still standing at the bars unable to move, as Arnie�s cellmate turned away, I realized that the guard was actually counting the entire tier in only the brief time it took him to walk its length rapidly. Then, hands trembling a little, I turned to my bunk again, knowing how close I had come to having the guard stop at this cell and reprimand me, and for all I knew, to realize that I was not who I should have been. For the guard had to see us at this count, close up, standing on our feet, hands on the bars; false counts had been made, Arnie had explained, with a dummy lying in a bunk where a man should have been. And I sat wondering how I could remember all the details of San Quentin routine Arnie had told me, and when I would make a disastrous slip.
The count has to be right! It was a silent shout of sudden remembrance in my mind, and now it was more than I could take, and I simply lay down on the bunk facing the wall, knees drawn up, to endure in helplessness the very worst moments so far. For if today there was a hideout, a prisoner missing from his cell, the count now going on would reveal it, and a search would immediately begin. Though they were not searching for Arnie at all (there was a blue-denimed man, already counted, lying where Arnie ought to be), they would nevertheless find him. Among the first and obvious places to be searched would be the big pile of crates in which Arnie was now hidden. And the moment they discovered him would be disastrous for both of us.
I lay wondering what the chances of a hideout were. They were neither frequent nor infrequent at Quentin, Arnie had said. They happened not every day or even every week, but in the course of a year there could be a fair number of them, and on any one day the danger of a hideout � as the preliminary to an escape attempt, or for no reason a man could put into words � was real.
�Slow count tonight,� Arnie�s cellmate said quietly, and I couldn�t help it, I rose up on one elbow and stared at him.
For a moment I couldn�t talk, and then when I did, all I could do was stupidly repeat, �Slow count?� I had supposed it would take much longer than this.
�Yep,� he nodded. �Shoulda had the all-clear by now.�
I had to say it. �A hideout?� Then I waited, almost cringing.

He nodded. �Could be. Hope not, though. Last hideout, a month ago � wasn�t you here?�� it took an hour to find him; we had supper an hour and a half late.� He shrugged. �Probably some dumb screw can�t count straight; it usually is.� He raised his paper again.
I was more frightened than I could bear; I had to get my mind off it, and I glanced around the cell I was trapped in. For the first time I really saw it, and I was suddenly astonished. The cell I lay in was incredibly tiny; actually smaller, I realized with astonishment, than the bathroom at home, and I sat up, unable to believe it. But the bunk I was sitting on covered more than half the floor space. One end of it was actually jammed up against the barred front of the cell; yet beyond its foot there was barely room for a man to stand. And within that space was the tiny washbasin against which Arnie�s cellmate stood leaning; a lidless, seatless toilet; and two narrow wooden shelves crammed with two men�s small possessions. And, reaching out from the bunk, I could easily touch the opposite wall. A man couldn�t walk three steps in this tiny space. He couldn�t move, even, unless his cellmate lay on a bunk out of the way. I�d seen closets larger than this; it simply wasn�t a room for a man to live in and stay human. Yet two men lived in it, and, Arnie had told me, in nearly every other identical cell in San Quentin.

I knew with certainty that I could not live this way; I believed I would kill myself if I had to. And I knew that if there was a short count tonight, I was within minutes of being caught here, and that then I would shortly be a prisoner at San Quentin, sentenced to live in a cell like this for I didn�t know how many years. An electric gong sounded in the block, the merest tap of sound, and I didn�t know what it meant, and shriveled inside with fear. �Chow,� the man in the cell with me said casually, �the count�s clear,� and tossed his paper onto his bunk. The tier lock rose from the upper face of the cell door, and instantly cell doors banged open and the walkway just past my head was crowded with chattering men. Arnie�s cellmate pushed open our door, stepped out, and was gone, and I made a sudden decision.
I�d meant to skip supper, but now I stood up. I simply had to get out of this tiny cell; I couldn�t possibly stay in it all night without relief from it now. And knowing how dangerous it was to take needlessly the risk of some disastrously revealing blunder, I nevertheless stepped out onto the runway, and was instantly a part of a moving mass of men flowing toward the stairway ahead.
Down on the cell block floor, the river of men flowed out through a doorway, its metal door held open by a tan-uniformed guard. For an instant, stepping through it, I wished desperately that I�d stayed, temporarily safe, in the cell, and knew I�d done an utterly foolhardy thing in leaving it. I passed through a small enclosed space, then stepped through a doorway onto red tile and into sudden brightness, and I was in the largest cafeteria I�d ever seen. I had a confused impression of hundreds of identical varnished-wood tables, incredibly large silvery coffee urns, scores of urgently busy white-coated men; then I realized that the crowd ahead of me had stopped moving. It had become a waiting line, and I stopped, became part of it, and stood looking around me in a panic.
But there were no decisions to make. Reaching the head of the steadily moving line. I took a compartmented tray from a stack, duplicating the actions of the men before me, stepped to the long serving counter, and a bundle of paper-napkin wrapped silverware was slapped onto my tray by a white-sleeved arm, and an instant later four slices of bread.

The men behind the counter never once glanced at me, their arms and bodies moving in endless repetition of their individual rhythms. Two slices of meat loaf appeared on my tray, and were instantly covered by a ladleful of brown gravy. Then creamed boiled potatoes, green beans, a dish of rice pudding, a mug of coffee; with each step I took the tray grew heavier. At the end of the counters, I turned away, into a wide aisle, following the blue shirt ahead of me.
There was no choice about where to sit. The vast room was filled with rows of square wooden-topped tables, each with four attached stool-like seats. The rows of tables were filled one at a time, the prisoners� movements worldlessly supervised by guards in the main aisles.

When the man ahead of me turned and sat down at a table already occupied by one man, I followed, and an instant later, the fourth seat was taken by the man behind me. Did you say Hello, or Good evening? What was dinner etiquette at San Quentin Prison? The man opposite me, unrolling his silverware, lifted his chin in a brief gesture of greeting as his eye caught mine, and I responded in the same way. The other two simply stared at nothing, chewing.
I was eating, and enjoying it. The food smelled good, it was simple, clean, and well-prepared, and like the others around me, I ate methodically and rapidly, enjoying it ravenously, and I finished everything on my tray including the four slices of bread. Then I began sipping my coffee, feeling suddenly good, knowing I was in a temporary basis of safety, and wondering when the time would come � years from now, probably � when I could tell people of the incredible thing I had done. This was actually a pleasant room � there were murals on the walls, I noticed now in burnt umber against a green background, and the place was immaculately clean. I took another sip of coffee, and out of the habit of years my thumb and forefinger dipped into my shirt pocket, found the end of a cigarette in the open package there, and withdrew it, I sat staring at the murals � I saw Albert Einstein�s sad, intelligent face � and my hands opened a match pack, struck a match, and lighted the cigarette in my mouth. Luxuriously, and almost contentedly, I exhaled a jet of smoke, and a hand smacked down on my shoulder, and I swung around to stare up at the angry face of a man.
�What the hell�s the matter with you!� said the guard, glaring, impatient for an answer before I could possibly give it, and I was frantic, astounded; then suddenly I understood. The air above the heads of these hundreds of men would have been heavy with smoke if smoking had been allowed: instead it was clear. I was the only man in this whole vast room with a lighted cigarette in his hand, and I hastily ducked it in my coffee, and heard the hiss as it was extinguished. �Boo!� I heard from the other side of the room, �Boo!� and saw the guard�s jaw muscles tighten, �Sorry.� I managed to say, feeling my neck and ears redden, and the guard cut me off. �What�s your name?�
�Jarvis.�
�Boo!� the scattered yells came from every part of the great room, and the guard said, �Let�s see your ID card,� and I pulled it from my shirt pocket, and handed it to him. That was Arnie�s picture, not mine, on the little plastic-sealed card, but there was a brotherly resemblance, and the guard only glanced at it, then handed it back. �You�re not a fish,� he said, and I understood that the date of Arnie�s admission to the prison must be on the card. �What�s wrong with you?�

�Boo! BOO!� the inmates shouted, and from a corner of my eye now. I saw another guard standing near this one, just beside and behind me. �Just dreaming,� I mumbled. �I forgot.�
For a moment longer the man stared down at me; then he turned away. �Quiet down,� he called out, keeping his voice relaxed, but I detected his tenseness and understood that a handful of guards among hundreds of prisoners were men in a powder keg, and that I had struck a spark. Not able even to look up at the other three men at my table, I sat wondering when and where I�d be called up for punishment. The moment I was � the moment I was taken out of the blue-clothed anonymous mass around me � my bluff would collapse. I sat staring at the soggy length of cigarette in my coffee cup; it wasn�t easy to understand that a single puff on a cigarette might send me to prison for years, but I knew it was true.
The men were standing at some signal I hadn�t seen or heard, each picking up his silverware, and I gathered up mine, and stood, too. The guard I�d noticed from the corner of my eye, standing just beside and behind me, was still there, and when I turned to look at him, it was Nova, the San Quentin guard who lived next door to me in Mill Valley.

�Hello, Jarvis,� he said softly, and smiled, the same, nasty, mean smile, slowly nodding his head in a pleased malicious satisfaction. I didn�t even bother trying to answer: I just stood waiting, lost in apathy. Nova jerked his head toward the main aisle. �Get moving,� he said, and I walked toward it, Nova right behind me. At the door I had come in stood a big metal bucket, and as the inmates ahead of me passed it, they dropped their silverware into it, and automatically I did the same.
In the cell block I turned to look at Nova, and again with a jerk of his head he indicated that I was to walk on, and I turned onto the first stairway, Nova right behind me. I didn�t know what he meant to do, but it didn�t matter: I knew it wasn�t good, and climbing those stairs, I realized what I would do. A part of my brain was able to stand off and consider in absolute horror and astonishment what the rest of my mind had decided to do, but I knew I would do it. I was simply not going to be confined for years in San Quentin Prison; I couldn�t take it, and whatever the consequences I was going to do what I had to do to prevent it. Maybe any man can kill if circumstances demand it; certainly millions come to it in every war. But to know you�re going to � to cross the line you�ve never crossed before, and know you are capable of killing a man � must always be an unbelievable moment.
There was no alternative; Nova dead was the only possible hope for me now, and with a terrible clarity of mind I saw how I was going to do it. There were very few men in the cell block now. After supper, I knew, most of them were off to classes, the athletic fields, movies, band practice; the guards were lounging around their hut on the cell block floor. Climbing the stairs to the third tier now, and leaning over the stair railway looking up, I saw only three or four men on it, walking toward their cells.
When I reached the third tier, I�d walk along toward my cell, and once the walkway was clear, the cells directly behind me empty, I�d stop, lean on the railing on my forearms, hands clasped, staring down at the cell block floor three stories below. It was the kind of posture that invites duplication; whatever Nova had in mind, he could hardly talk to me without leaning on the railing beside me. I�d listen, watching the runway from the corners of my eyes, making certain it remained clear of witnesses. Then I�d pull out my handkerchief, drop it, stoop to pick it up, and instead, crouched there on the walkway, I�d grab Nova tight around the legs like a tackling football player, and lift him right over the railing. He�d be leaning half over the rail to begin with, I�d lift him over, and he couldn�t hang on � not upside down � and a fall of three stories onto the concrete floor far below would kill him. The instant he dropped, I�d simply turn into the empty cell behind me, and when he hit, I�d come rushing out with the others on the tier to see what had happened. Then I�d return to my own cell. In the two or three seconds it took me to heave Nova over the railing, I could be seen by anyone rounding a corner of this walkway, or stepping out of a cell anywhere down the line, but... I was simply not going to be an inmate here. I would rather be dead.

On the third tier, two men far ahead strolled along the walkway as I did, Nova just behind me. Then they turned into a cell, and I stopped, leaned on the railing, and when Nova stopped beside me, I looked up and said, �Well? What�s it�s all about?�
He answered something or other and I pulled out my handkerchief, my heart throbbing full strength. I let it slip from my fingers, slooped to pick it up, and in that instant my mind repeated the word Nova had spoken just a moment before.
�I know your brother,� he had said, while I nodded unhearingly, but now suddenly, my fingers reaching for the handkerchief, they took on meaning. What did he mean? He didn�t know Arnie; he�d said so last night. Has he looked Arnie up since, or... And then in the split second before my arms could move to lock around Nova�s legs, I understood, and squatting there on the runway, I simply stared up at his face instead. Then I snatched my handkerchief as Nova stared down at me, and stood up.

Nova thought I was Arnie! He thought he was talking to my brother! I couldn�t believe it. He had seen my face last night; how could he fail to recognize...? But then I understood. Sitting there in the San Quentin mess hall, in the standard dress of the prison I couldn�t be anyone but Arnold Jarvis, the man he already knew was an inmate here. Naturally Arnold Jarvis would resemble his brother! But still, I thought doubtfully, resemble him exactly. Then I remembered that Nova had seen me, after all, only momentarily, and in semi-darkness. Here in the prison, in prison clothes. I could only be the brother he knew was confined here.
��snooty sort of bastard,� Nova was saying, smiling at me nastily, �thinks he�s above people. Wouldn�t ask me in; kept me standin� there at his door. So I just thought I�d see if I was good enough to talk to his San Quentin brother.�
I managed a smile, and stood erect, too, facing him. �Any time,� I said.
�Well, that�s just fine,� he answered sarcastically. �Glad to know I made the grade with one branch of the family. Even if it�s only the San Quentin branch.�
I shrugged, as though I couldn�t explain it either.
�Well� � he paused, stared at me thoughtfully for a moment, then continued � �see you around, Jarvis. And keep your nose clean. Wouldn�t want to bring back any bad news to your brother, would I? Or that hot-lookin� sister-in-law of yours.�
I shrugged again, smiling. �Hope not.�
�You better hope.� He turned abruptly, and walked back toward the stairway.
I made it to the cell, dropped on the bunk, and closed my eyes; Arnie�s cellmate wasn�t there. Then, face on the pillow, arms around my head, I let it flood over me. I had nearly murdered a man; had nearly lost my freedom, and probably my life, out of panic � all started by a puff on a cigarette. I was walking a tightrope through the most dangerous moments of my life.
I got through the time that followed just lying on my bunk, like a child finding some kind of false security in his bed. I found earphones on the bunk, and put them on, and heard Frank Sinatra singing �Birth of the Blues.� Dozed, was awakened by a gong, and a moment later, from the tier above, heard a guitar being tuned, then from somewhere in the block, a trumpeter warming up. Another stringed instrument began to plink, and I heard a mouth organ. It was the music hour, I remembered � Arnie had described it in a letter once.

A string of men passed my cell door, some naked except for shoes, some wearing shorts, each with a towel. This was bath night for a section of the block; once a week, Arnie had said, each man in the block had five minutes under one of the open showers down on the main floor, and clean clothes.
I got undressed presently, and crawled under the blankets before Arnie�s cellmate arrived; I wasn�t up to talking to him. Hours later I was awakened by a sound, and the cell was dark, the only light a weak illumination from the ceiling lights of the block far overhead. I heard the sound again, and recognized it, astounded; a cat had meowed. I turned to the cell door, and there, incredibly it was; a big tortoise-shell cat, in the dim light of the walkway, sitting on its haunches staring in at the cell.
�Psst!� The sound came from the bunk just above me. Then I saw bare legs swing into view. Arnie�s cellmate sliding down from his bunk. Dropping to the floor, and squatting at the door, he extended a hand, and the cat�s neck stretched forward, nose working. Then its hind legs rose, and it jumped neatly through the bars into the cell, teeth opening daintily to accept the fragment of food in the man�s hand. Watching, I saw Arnie�s cellmate smile � his wooden face breaking into a gentle smile of pleasure � and he reached up to his bunk for another scrap of whatever he had carried in from the mess hall. Again he fed the cat, squatting before it, scratching its skull behind the ears. For a moment or so the cat accepted this, moving its head pleasurably; then it stepped forward out from under the man�s caressing, and its pink mouth opened in a meow for more food. Again the man stroked the cat, but the animal, knowing that there was no more to eat here, turned and hopped out between the bars, and trotted down the walkway. I heard it again, several cells away, meowing at another barred door, and Arnie�s cellmate put his palms on the upper bunk, heaved with his arms, and drew himself up out of sight. Then I heard him sigh, as he settled down above me. Presently I was asleep.

Standing inside the pile of stacked crates next to the furniture factory, a cigarette cupped in my palm, I stood in the darkness waiting, wondering how Ben was getting along. It was just before midnight, and I could picture San Quentin right now; the great Yard lighted by electric bulbs, silent and empty; the classrooms, offices, most of the other buildings, and the athletic fields all deserted: the four main blocks and the old Spanish block, dimly lit, and quiet. Inside the lighted Yard office, just before the Yard gates, two or three screws would be sitting around doing nothing � the best thing they do. The control room, always awake, would be lighted, an inmate clerk at his typewriter: maybe the lieutenant of this watch would be shooting the bull with his sergeant. The third watch was nearly over, and they�d be hoping, as always, that nothing out of the ordinary would happen during the rest of the watch to prevent their going home; I hoped so, too. The next few hours were the quiet time at Quentin, all activities ended, the men all in, locked up, or accounted for, the next count more than two hours off. Up in the towers, the wall bulls would be staring out over the prison, or smoking, or occasionally walking outside, rifles under their arms, to patrol the walls.
But not here. The industrial area all around me was silent, the south-wall gate locked ever since the four-thirty count came all-clear. The shops and factories were emptied of men, except for a single fire guard in each, dozing, reading a magazine, or listening to some disk jockey. So there was no need to guard this area, and now the industrial-area walls were unmanned. Twenty-five minutes ago the big third-watch sergeant had patrolled the area, flashlight bobbing as he walked. I didn�t think anyone would be back here again tonight.

Now, the first watch should be on; it was time to move, and I stepped out from the crates. In my hand as I walked along beside the crates was the yard-long miniature spade, the Army trenching tool Ben had brought in his pack.
I began digging in the narrow rectangle of bare ground between the end of the furniture factory and the great wall which paralleled it a dozen feet to the north, the wall Ben had climbed over. I worked in the corner formed by the north and east walls of the area, directly below the underside of the floor of the corner wall tower. The tower was wider by some feet than the narrow wall it sat on, and projected out over me by a yard or more. The little corner I worked in was well lighted by wall lights; anyone coming around a corner of the factory could see me, and I could only hope no one would. I didn�t think anyone would; there was no reason to.
I dug steadily, fast, and quietly, and the spade, new and sharp, bit easily into the brown, clayey soil. Still, it took over three hours; I had to carry each spadeful away from the trench I was digging, and scatter it wide. But I never stopped, and my hands, calloused from the wood and tools I worked with each day in the factory, accepted the work easily. By three o�clock in the morning I had dug a neat rectangle over six feet long, nearly a yard wide, and maybe a yard deep. The last few inches of earth I stacked along the back edge of the trench. Now I walked along the east side of the factory to a small side door I�d unlocked myself just before work ended that afternoon. Then, holding the door open a few inches, I watched and listened. But the inmate fire guard was clear up front in the office; I could see the back of his head over the top of an upholstered office chair. Beside the door, just inside the building, I silently lifted a sheet of three-quarter-inch, yard-wide plywood I�d placed there this afternoon, and set it outside the door. Then I returned for a two-and-a-half-foot length of the same wood I�d sawed off, working quite openly, this morning. Near the upper end of this shorter length, I�d bored a half-dollar-sized hole.
Setting the door latch on locking position this time, I closed it behind me, then carried my two boards to the trench. There, the two boards butted together end to end, I forced them into the slightly smaller dimensions of the trench, walking around their edges, jouncing my weight on them. When they covered the trench, forced below ground level for a few inches, I took from my pocket the length of pipe Ben had brought in his pack, and looked at it. He�d done a good job; fastened over one end of the pipe, and held on with tightly wrapped wire, was a circle of fine screening painted a dull brown. I forced the other end of the pipe into the half-dollar-sized hole I�d bored in the short length of plywood, and left it there. Then I pulled the dirt stacked along the back edge of the trench onto the boards with my shovel, heaping it up a little. I trampled the dirt flat, level with and matching the ground around it � also packed hard by the feet that trampled it every day. Now I forced the rest of the pipe length down into its hole till the circlet of screening seemed to lie on the ground. Crumbling a little clot of earth with my fingers I let it sift down onto the screening until it was covered, and now there was absolutely no visible hint of the six foot by three, yard-deep space that I�d made under the ground.
Kneeling at one end of it, I forced my fingers down into the earth, found the board edge, and lifted. It was heavy under its layer of earth, but I lifted the front edge some inches, watching the dirt on its top. A few loose nuggets of earth rolled off, but most of it, tramped solid, stayed: and when I dropped the board it fell into place again, and again the earth over my trench seemed undisturbed. I walked back to my crates, got my canvas bundle, returned to the trench, and again lifted the shorter of the two boards buried under their layers of dirt, this time wedging it open with the little spade. I shoved the bundle far into the trench, and to one side of it; then, holding the board open, I kicked the shovel in after it, and let the board drop into place once again. Dusting my hands, I stood staring down at the barren ground before me; it looked just as it had before I�d begun digging, and I glanced at my watch. It was three-forty-six in the morning, and I walked back to the stack of crates, crawled into mine, and lay down, quite certain I could sleep.

Arnie and I traded places in the crates just before eight o�clock the next morning. I was awakened, stiff and tired from dreaming, by the incredible sound � a sort of rusty squeal, like a huge wheel turning on an ungreased axle � of the hundreds of sparrows who nested in the girders of the cell block roof. In the first colorless light of day I lay in Arnie�s bunk watching them flash past the cell door, and out through the bars of the great cell-block windows, opened at the tops for ventilation. Later I heard the cell block wake; first, a cough, then from somewhere a quiet murmur of conversation. Presently water ran in a basin, more men coughed, and the volume of conversation swelled. I heard a toilet flush, heard a curse, heard an unidentifiable sound; far off down the block someone began singing. More water ran, men coughed, hawked, and spat; some shouted, calling to other men. A shaft of sunlight slanted down into the block through one of the tall windows, and presently Arnie�s cellmate � first his legs, then his upper body � slid down from his bunk.
We dressed, one at a time, and when the locking bar rose, he pushed open the door, and was gone. I followed a few moments later, and taking the same route as yesterday, lined up in the great mess hall for breakfast. I had it, then � hot cereal, toast, bacon, and coffee � with three identically dressed strangers, and I ate it with good appetite. The danger to me now was as real as yesterday�s, but I could no longer believe that. I felt confident, actually cocky about the incredible thing I had done, and in the industrial area, just before eight, I traded places with Arnie � watching the guards, I felt, as expertly as he had on the day before. We each asked and answered a few brief questions; then he was gone, and I lay back in the crate.

I gathered up my rope coil at twelve-thirty that night and climbed as soundlessly as possible out of the crate. Then I climbed the wall as before, lying on its top watching the road below me and resting for several moments; then I climbed down, yanked my rope, and began climbing the dark hill. Beside the county road on the other side, I waited half an hour, maybe, lying in the weeds. Then a car rounded a bend, moving slowly, its lights switching from bright to dim, bright to dim, and I stood up, and whistled. The car stopped, I ran out, yanked open the door, and tossed my rope and hook to the floor; then I slid into the front seat beside Ruth, and the car started up immediately. After a moment, her eyes on the winding road. Ruth said, �You all right, Ben?�
�Sure, I�m fine,� I said. �So�s Arnie.� She didn�t answer, and I turned to look at her, and in the faint light from the dashboard I saw she was crying.
On Highway 101, Ruth turned north toward the U.S. 40 junction far ahead. After I had told her all that happened, and answered all her questions, I climbed into the back seat, and lay down under the car blanket. Ruth turned the radio on low, and pretty soon I went to sleep, the car moving steadily on through the night toward the Sierra Nevadas, Donner Pass at the summit seven thousand feet up, and Reno on the other side.

Friday morning, dressing in my cell, I knew Ben had made it out of the industrial area last night; if he hadn�t, they�d have come for me during the night. At unlock I walked out of the cell thinking, the last time!, and I thought it all day at the factory, and at noon leaving the mess hall. By four o�clock, quitting time, my hands were shaking, I was so scared and excited. This was the time, during the next three or four minutes � and if they caught me now trying to escape, they�d know why, and throw me into an isolation cell under direct guard till Halek arrived in the morning to point me out. Then it would be the Row for certain.
Outside the factory, I walked back along the east wall of the building, so scared it was hard to breathe, but I made myself saunter, looking casual and unhurried, toward the big wall at the rear of the area. I was directly under the eye of the wall guard in the corner tower under which I�d stood digging last night but he wouldn�t be giving me any special attention yet. I could be walking this way to meet a friend, before we left the area for the cell blocks and the four-thirty count, or for any of a lot of other harmless reasons. For the moment I was simply one of several hundred men filling the industrial area at quitting time.
I walked slowly, conserving the steps between me and the wall ahead, and I was getting nervous and worried, when suddenly I heard it � a shout, loud and prolonged from behind me, around the corner at the front of the factory out of my sight. It was repeated right away � Yaay! Yuh-hoo! � and I knew what was happening. Two twenty-year-olds were horsing around in front of the factory in a direct line of sight over the factory rooftop for the guard in the tower a few steps in front of me. Ben had brought a hundred and fifty dollars in fives and tens into the prison with him in his canvas bundle, and I�d offered it to the two kids this morning in the block, right after unlock. I had Al with me, and gave him the money to hold while they watched, to pay over when they delivered. They knew him, and knew he would pay. They�d squawked about the price. They wanted a hundred apiece, and I didn�t blame them; they knew they were creating a diversion for something, of course, and that whatever I was up to, they�d be in for some tough questioning and punishment. It was worth a hundred, but seventy-five apiece was all I had, and when they were sure of that, they took it.
Now they were earning their money � one of them shouted again, and I knew one was standing on the other�s shoulders, balanced precariously, holding onto the other�s hair, grinning wildly, and shouting at the top of his lungs, horsing around the way the young kids here do, in spite of everything. Yaay! Yuh-hoo! the shout came again, and now for the first time I flicked my eyes upward to the tower just ahead.

The guard, almost directly above me now, was staring off in the direction of the shout, and I took one more step forward, and I was directly under the projecting floor of the wall tower, out of the guard�s sight. By the time he turned his attention from the skylarking prisoners, he�d assume I�d gone on and turned the corner ahead to the west. There was no one else in this part of the area back here; it was quitting time, and everyone was heading for the wall gate at the front of the area.

This was the moment. I shoved both hands, fingers working, into the dirt I�d dug last night, found the board edge about where I�d expected, and lifted. Instantly sitting down hard, I shoved both legs into the opening. Then, holding the board open above me, I wriggled into the cavity, then let the board drop hard, and lay panting in the velvet-black darkness. It had taken me three or four seconds, no more, to disappear, literally, from the face of the earth, and I could only wonder what my hiding place looked like from outside. I could only hope that no sliver or edge of board showed above ground. But I felt that it must look all right: I�d heard no earth slide from its surface.
I�m in a grave. I thought suddenly, and a panicky feeling that I was smothering swept through me. But I�d anticipated that, and began sliding my hands carefully through the air just over my chest, and my thumb bumped the end of the pipe just past my chin. I slid down a little till my mouth touched the end of the pipe. Bunching the canvas bundle up under my head, I adjusted the height of my head and now I lay comfortably, the pipe end in my mouth. I took a deep breath, and blew hard, then did it again. Bending my knees, I moved down in the trench till one eye slid under the pipe end, and through the tiny mesh half a foot above. I saw blue sky; the dust had blown clear; I knew I could breathe now, and the panic subsided.
I found the shape of the flashlight in the canvas pack, worked it out, flicked on the light, and as best I could looked at the shallow depression in which I lay. I could see the curve of blue shirt over my chest, and its row of fasteners, and beyond that the black tips of my shoes. Just overhead, and extending on past my feet, I saw the white pine undersurface of the plywood, and my other hand lying on my chest, and the blurred end of the pipe, too close to my eyes to see clearly, I snapped off my light, and fitted my mouth over the pipe end again. Tonight the four-thirty count wouldn�t come all clear, the red light would go on, and the guard in the wall tower twenty-odd feet over my head would begin to curse, knowing that now he�d have to pray on duty, that the walls in this and every other area of the prison would stay manned now, day and night, till the missing man was found or escaped. Within the next minutes, the prison would be alive with prowling guards, off-duty men called in to help search every place they could imagine a man hiding. I had to hope that they couldn�t imagine this one. I lay breathing through my pipe, and waiting. Minutes passed and when the siren actually sounded � first a moan, muffled through the earth over my head, then the sound climbing rapidly higher, higher, and still higher to a piercing painful wail � I couldn�t help it, I shivered a little; now I was a hunted man. And yet, at the very same time, it was a thrill, it was a kick. I was terribly frightened, yet terribly excited, and now I knew why men have hidden out just for the simple hell of it. You�re nobody in prison; just a pair of blue pants and a blue shirt, doing what you�re told. But once you�re missing at Quentin � boy, you�re somebody then!

Ruth and I had breakfast at the Riverside Hotel, in that coffee, sandwich, and breakfast place just off the gambling casino on the street floor. She�d packed a bag with my electric razor and a change of clothes for me, including a tan sport shirt and my tan slacks, my clothes and things had arrived from L.A. I�d changed clothes in the back of the car on the floor, and when we stopped for gas just outside Reno, I had shaved quickly in the filling-station washroom.
Ruth wore a sleeveless cotton dress, white with a little pattern of the Eiffel Tower and the Arc de Triomphe, one of those dresses with a kind of flaring skirt. She had a faint golden tan, and looked very summery and nice, as we walked out of the hotel. The streets were already fairly crowded with summer tourists, and we joined them, walking up Virginia toward Second Street.
The first pawn shop we came to had a couple of customers in it, and we passed it by. But the next one, half a block on, was empty except for the proprietor, a middle-aged man leaning on the counter reading a newspaper. Ruth walked on, to saunter along looking in windows, waiting for me, and I went into the pawn shop, and bought a .32 Colt revolver with a blue barrel and a scored grip. It cost thirty-five dollars, and took less than two minutes with no questions asked; as I walked out, the gun shoved into my pants pocket, the proprietor was reading his paper again, and maybe three minutes later we were on our way out of Reno, heading for the mountains again.
I drove, feeling rested now, feeling good, and during the six-hour drive back we talked a lot. Ruth�s an intelligent girl, an interesting person, and we talked about everything and anything except the prison, which was a relief. In Sacramento we left the car near the big park around the State buildings, and walked to the business district for lunch. Then we found a big toy store and hobby shop and bought a wood-carving set, a big elaborate one with a lot of razor-sharp little knives and chisels, and an assortment of soft pine blocks. It was a nice day, pretty warm, but summery and pleasant, and for the first time in a long while, it seemed, I was enjoying myself; I felt happy, and it was good to be alive again. As we crossed the park toward the car, along a wide graveled path. Ruth pointed to a big oval-shaped bed of red flowers, and said, �What kind of flowers are those?�
�Those?� I said. �They�re hemophilias.�
�Really?� She nodded; it must have sounded vaguely familiar to her.
�Yeah. You don�t know much about plants, do you?�
�Not much.� She smiled at me, sauntering along the path in her summer dress, her arm under mine.
�Well, the ones next to them,� I said, �are tularemias; they�re fairly rare. And the ones by the iron fence are Hepplewhites. Next to the night-blooming hollyhocks.�
�All right,� she said, in amused rebuke, and I laughed, and squeezed her arm under mine, feeling good.
But at four o�clock, after we reached home, the whole mood, the good time we�d had driving home over the mountains, was suddenly gone. I looked at my watch as we walked into the house, and said. �He�s hiding out right now; the hunt will begin any minute.�
Ruth nodded, standing there in the living room, looking at me. Then, her voice very low and quiet, she said, �Ben, do you think he�ll make it?�
I was silent for a moment, staring down at the floor; then I looked up again. �He�s in midstream right now,� I said, �neither out nor in, and I feel almost superstitious about even talking about it.� Then, seeing the anguish in her eyes, I added softly, �But yes, I think he�ll make it. Certainly he will.�

She turned toward the bedrooms. �I�ll go change,� she said, and I walked to the big living-room window, pulled the drapes closed, then turned on the living-room lamps and got out a card table I�d seen in the closet. I moved it next to the lamp on the davenport end table, brought in a straight-backed kitchen chair, then opened up the wood-carving set I had bought, and spread it out on the table. I found a ruler and a soft-lead pencil in the kitchen, and brought them in, then put the revolver I had bought on the table, and sat down.
Ruth came in, in a white blouse and summer flowered skirt, and sat down on the davenport at my elbow. I picked up one of the large pine blocks, and began slowly sketching on its smooth white surface the outline of the revolver lying on the table before me.
I�m pretty skillful with my hands, and I worked quickly but carefully, constantly checking the measurements of my sketch against the real gun. The outline was finished in half an hour, and I cut it out of the soft, straight-grained pine easily, with the largest of the razor-sharp knives. Then I began work on the details with the chisels and smaller knives. Ruth dusted the living room, washed some of our clothes, and about six o�clock went out to the kitchen to prepare supper.

All evening, I carved and sliced away the wood, Ruth on the couch beside me. Occasionally she read, but mostly we talked as I worked, talked for some reason about things we liked: books, music, plays, sports, all sorts of things, keeping at it, I guess, because our tastes agreed on so many things. Every hour Ruth would turn on the radio to a local news broadcast, and at nine o�clock we heard the first announcement of Arnie�s hideout. The Warden, the announcer said, had reported that a San Quentin inmate was missing at the four-thirty count that afternoon. The Warden was certain the inmate had not escaped from the prison; there was no indication that he had. He was believed to be hiding within the prison. A search was going on, and would continue till the man was found. Up to this hour, the announcer concluded, the missing man had not been found.
�And he won�t be,� I said; I felt a sudden rush of optimism about Arnie, and grinned at Ruth. Then I took the revolver from the table, and stood up, jamming the gun into my belt. Feet wide apart, arms hanging down at my sides, the fingers curled inward, my face sternly expressionless, I said, �I�ve just stepped out of the Silver Dollar Hotel onto the dusty street, under the hot yellow sun. Two men lounging against a pillar of the Deux Magots Saloon see me, and dart inside, the shuttered doors swinging behind them. A long-skirted woman grabs a child, and runs out of sight. Shopkeepers hurriedly close their iron shutters, and within seconds the street is empty except for one man.
�There he stands in the yellow dust, half a block away, facing me, gun slung from his hip. He stares at me from under the wide brim of his sweat-stained hat, eyes narrowed, lips contemptuous.� I glanced at Ruth. �Now, slowly, hands hanging carefully at our sides, we begin walking toward each other.� Eyes straight ahead, I began walking across the room in slow measured steps. �The breathless seconds tick by, a full orchestra ominous and low, in the background. Nearer and nearer, our deadly eyes never wavering, we approach.� I reached the center of the room. �Suddenly our hands move in two simultaneous blurs of speed!� � my hand shot up, sweeping the gun from my belt. �Bang! Bang! Two shots roar out as one!� I turned to Ruth. �What happened?�
�The honest sheriff was killed,� she said. �For once.�

�His own bullet went wild, striking an old lady asleep in a rocking chair, in the kneecap. And Wilkes, the hired killer from Dallas, is triumphant, the poor sheepherders are driven from the range, and I, for one, am glad to see it: danged varmints.� I whirled toward Ruth, snatching the revolver from my belt again. �Reach lady!�
�Ben, for heaven�s sakes, put that away! Honestly.� She shook her head, mildly exasperated. �Let a man get his hands on a gun, and he�s like a child.�
�You�re lucky I don�t make you dance in the road, pumping bullets at your heels.� I shoved the gun into my belt again, and walked over to her, legs slightly bowed. �You the new school mar�m?�
�Yes, for heaven�s sakes. Sit down; you make me nervous.�
�Reckon I will.� I sat down at the card table again. �Hear you�re one of Ravenhill�s new gals; gonna work over to th� new saloon.�
�That�s right; in long black stockings, and a short red skirt.�
I nodded, picking up my carving knife. �You�d look pretty good, too, Ma�m,� I added.
�Think so?� Ruth smiled up at me.
I shrugged, eyes on the wooden gun in my hand. �I think so,� I said. Then I looked up, my eyes met hers, and for a moment we stared at each other.
�Funny, isn�t it,� Ruth said then, �you and I here like this.� I nodded, and she dropped her head to the back of the davenport. �You know,� she said quietly, �a lot of it I like. I�m a domestic type, I guess, and I like keeping house, too. I enjoy cooking meals, when there�s someone to cook for. And while you were gone, I worked in the garden, watered the lawn, shopped for groceries, trying to get my mind off what was happening, and there were moments when I actually enjoyed it. Sometimes, dusting or vacuuming or even washing dishes, I�ve felt almost happy; it�s almost seemed real.� She smiled. �In a way, I could feel sorry that it�ll be ending soon. Though of course it�s good that it is; it�s been hard on you. I know. Hard on me, too.�
I smiled. �Propinquity getting in its licks,� I said. �I hope Arnie realizes what he�s putting me through.�
�I imagine he�s thought of it,� Ruth said soberly.
At eleven-twenty that night, the revolver I had bought in Reno was duplicated in pine, right down to the grooves and screw heads on the grip. Then I sealed the wood with wood filler, applied dark blue liquid shoe polish to all the simulated metal parts, burnishing them with a soft rag; and now, gleaming softly when I turned the gun in my hands, they looked like blued gun metal. When the handle had been stained brown by the wood filler, Ruth couldn�t tell which gun was which from even a few feet away.

We got in the car and drove toward San Francisco, and on Golden Gate Bridge, in the middle of the span, no cars visible behind us, Ruth picked up the gun I�d bought in Reno. She held her arm outside the car for a moment. Then her arm moved outward in a sudden arc, and for an instant we saw the revolver turning in the air, glinting in the yellow lighting of the bridge, and then, curving over the rail, it was gone, to fall into the deepest, most turbulent part of the Bay, over two hundred feet below. On the way home, we heard a late news broadcast; the missing San Quentin inmate had not yet been found.

All through the night, the ground under the canvas I lay on was hard and cold. I slept badly, waking often, and sometimes I heard the voices of the guards searching the prison for me; once I heard steps pass directly by my head. In the morning � I could see a little circle of blue sky through my pipe � I took a waxed-paper package and a carton of water from the things that had been in the canvas bundle. Then I brought out an empty tight-lidded coffee can. �No plumbing in here,� I thought to myself, �but this is the next best thing.�
Presently, the sun warming the ground I lay in, I slept soundly. I�d learned that I need not lie breathing with my mouth at the pipe. Small though the pipe opening was, so was the space I lay in, and since my body movements and oxygen consumption were at a minimum, I got enough air. At times I felt stifled, as if the quality of the air were bad; but a few minutes of breathing the outside air directly, my mouth at the pipe, would overcome that. Drifting asleep now, I had a feeling of certainty that it would not occur to the prowling guards to look for me in the ground under their feet.
I was nearly ready to give up by early afternoon, to heave open the lid above me, and come crawling and stumbling out no matter what the consequences � I had never been in or imagined such heat in my life before. Lying there with the rigid, inescapable heat of the sun pounding down on the earth just above me, I was gasping for each breath of air, and I lay most of the time with my mouth at the pipe, all my clothes off long since, feeling the sweat trickle steadily from my body, soaking the canvas underneath me.
By midafternoon I was no longer entirely sane. Once, years ago, I�d worked at a desk for two hours in a room where the recorded temperature was a hundred and nineteen degrees. I knew vaguely that the motionless cocoon of air I lay in now was much hotter; and I lay in simple agony, mouth at the pipe, chest heaving, my heart laboring to stay alive. The deadly oppressiveness of the awful heat was an actual physical pressure I could feel on every fractional inch of my naked skin, clogging and blocking my pores, and I drifted often into unconsciousness, drifting out of it more and more sluggish each time, half delirious and not wanting to awaken. But a little core of resistance and will to live inside me somewhere understood that my weakened dehydrated body would die in the carbon dioxide of its own making, if I simply lay here as I wanted to in motionless suffering. And I made myself rouse, over and again, to suck in the life-giving air from outside.
I was buried alive, I could no longer endure it, and nothing else mattered; I had to burst out of here. Yet I waited, postponing it second after second, the fight not entirely gone from me. Men have been chained in steel boxes under the sun all day long, but no one, I believed, had ever endured this, and I felt a sleepy pride at the thought, and again postponed a little longer the simple act that would end this agony.
I got through the afternoon that way, by minutes and seconds at a time, enduring on the endless promises I made to myself � and endlessly broke � of relief after only a little bit longer. After an incalculable time, only barely conscious, my mouth muscles slack and without strength at the pipe, I became aware of a minute decrease in the terrible temperature. A little more time passed, and now there was a definite slackening off of the heat: then steadily and perceptibly, minute by minute, the heat drained out of the air around me, and the air I was pulling into my lungs from outside was suddenly actually cool, wonderfully refreshing, and I came into full consciousness again, limp, terribly weak, but exultant.
A long time later, using my handkerchief, and water from a carton, I forced myself to take a kind of bath, sponging the drying sweat from every surface of my body. Then I ate; forcing myself at first, then suddenly ravenous. I drank steadily, sipping the tepid water from the cartons, chewing down salt from a little cardboard shaker Ben had brought in. Presently, well after I had heard the men leaving the industrial area at four, it was cool enough to work myself quietly into my clothes again. I heard the guard in the wall tower above me call to another down the wall, cursing because they had to man the walls again tonight, and I grinned; I had made it.

Ruth and I rented a small furnished apartment in the city, on Sutter Street, Saturday morning, or rather Ruth did while I waited in the car; I hadn�t shaved since the previous morning. She told the landlady it was for her brother who was moving up from Los Angeles, paid a deposit, got the key, and came down, and gave it to me.
We had lunch in a drive-in, then went to a movie on Market Street. We saw half the picture, maybe, and then I couldn�t stand it, and neither could Ruth; our nerves were jumpy, we couldn�t watch it, and we got up and left. I headed back for Marin then, and we went to Muir Woods, and walked along by the little stream that runs through it under the giant redwoods, and that was a little better. It was cool and peaceful, and we stayed for a couple of hours, just wandering around. But still, a large part of the time, we walked holding each other�s hand, clinging to each other for comfort against what lay ahead.

Somehow we got through the evening. We talked; I don�t know about what. We watched some television, or at least stared at the set. But apprehension lay in the air around us and once when I made some inconsequential remark Ruth burst into tears. I walked over toward the davenport where she was sitting, and she stood up, and stepped toward me, and I took her in my arms to comfort her. �Don�t worry,� I said. �I mean it. I really do. It�s almost over; it will be in a few hours,� and I felt her relax a little, and she stopped crying. �Take it easy, and don�t worry,� I said. �Arnie�s going to be all right� � and then she burst into tears all over again.
We got through the evening till a little after ten, I guess. Then I changed into my blue denims and work shirt, and took the wooden gun from the dresser drawer, glancing into the mirror at the black stubble on my face. In the garage, I smeared some black car oil from the floor on my pants and shirt, and rubbed dust into the stains. Then with Ruth at the wheel, me sitting on the floor beside her, we drove out, heading for 101, and on the highway turned north once again toward the prison.
But at the county road leading to San Quentin we turned west this time, away from the prison, and onto the Greenbrae road. A few hundred yards west of the highway, Ruth pulled off onto the wide shoulder, U-turned, and parked on the other side facing the highway again. When she turned to me, her face was angry. �You look terrible,� she said.
�No, I don�t,� I said, smiling at her, rubbing the bristles on my face. �I�m the Schweppes man; I look distinguished.�
But she wouldn�t smile. �And now I can start waiting and worrying about you again,� she said. I started to say something, smiling again, but she burst out at me. �I hate it!� she said. �I hate sitting alone wondering what�s happening to you. Damn Arnie!� Then she put a hand to her forehead, and shaking her head slowly as though to clear it, she said, �Oh, I don�t mean that, I didn�t mean it.�
I put a hand on her arm. �Nothing�s going to happen.�
�Of course not!� she said angrily. �Before you might have ended up in prison; tonight you may only get shot.�
�I�ve got to go, Ruth.�
�All right,� she said, and leaning across me, opened my door. �Go ahead!�
There were no cars coming from either direction, and I got out, closed the door, and watched the car move on toward the highway ahead, stop at the intersection, and wait for the traffic light to change. Then it swung onto the highway, heading south. The lights of a car were approaching from far behind me, and I lay down in the dry drainage ditch beside the road, until it passed. Then I got up, and walked down the dark road. Twenty yards from the busy highway, I lay down in the drainage ditch again, pulled an envelope from my back pocket, and tore it open. From it I shook out a dozen scraps of torn paper coated with clear plastic onto the ground.

Over a dozen cars passed before one driven by a man alone and with its right-hand front window down stopped at the highway for the light, no car behind it. Then I got up, and walked toward it, keeping the rear corner of the car between me and the driver; passing the back end of the car, I saw the driver�s face turned away from me, staring to the north watching the traffic signal. Pulling the wooden pistol from my pocket with one hand, I stepped to the right-hand door, pulled up the little plastic-capped door-locking device, and yanked open the door as the man�s head swung toward me. My revolver pointing at his face, I got in beside him, pulling the door closed behind me without turning away from him. �Don�t act crazy, and you won�t get shot.� I said quietly. I waited a moment, while he stared at me, eyes wide with astonishment. �Understand?� I said pleasantly. �Just don�t get panicky; I don�t want to have to shoot you.�
He nodded, swallowing; he was a man of perhaps fifty, stout but not fat. He had on a dark brown suit and hat. �Don�t worry,� he said then. �I got a family. I�m not trying anything.�

I told him what to do, and when the light changed he did it. He headed south on the highway and drove for two miles to a point where the road passed between two high embankments slicing through a hill. There was a wide place here where bulldozers had removed a lot of earth fill, and I had him swing well off the road there, turn off his lights, and set the hand brake, leaving the motor on. I made him get out, then walk as far off the road as he could get, his back against the high dirt embankment, well away from the car. While he walked, I rubbed the gun hard, both sides of it, on my shirt, wiping off any fingerprints. Then, holding it between two knuckles. I leaned out the right-hand window. �Here,� I called to him, as he turned to face me, and I switched on the car lights. �Here�s a souvenir,� and I tossed the gun out toward the man�s feet. �Go ahead,� I said, �pick it up. I�ll trade you; the gun for the car,� and I burst into laughter, glanced into the rear-view mirror, then released the clutch, gunning the car, gravel spurting under the wheels. He was a 2.2 mile walk from the nearest telephone; I�d clocked it on the way back from Muir Woods.
I had my window open, and I had my change ready as I approached the toll gate on Golden Gate Bridge six minutes later; then I was moving past it on toward the cutoff just ahead that led to the old San Francisco Exposition building whose domed roof I could see ahead.
Driving into the little tree-sheltered street that curves around the empty old building, I saw just the one car there, and I stopped mine right behind it. With my handkerchief I wiped every surface I�d touched, then got out, walked ahead to my own car, and got in the driver�s seat beside Ruth. The motor was running, and I started right up, heading out of the deserted little street, and I glanced at Ruth, smiling. �Everything�s fine,� I said.
She nodded, drew a sudden deep involuntary breath, then exhaled in a long sigh. She smiled, and said, �I want to hear about it; right away. Stop somewhere, Ben.�

I drove to the Marina a couple blocks away, and stopped at the edge of the Bay along with other cars in the parking space there. We stayed an hour, perhaps; talking and watching the Bay and the beautiful yellow-lighted expanse of the Bridge. I was tired, it was nice sitting there, and I enjoyed it.
Ruth drove back with me on the floor in the rear as we passed the toll gate. In the garage, the big metal door closed. I opened the kitchen door, waited for Ruth to step past me, then followed her into the house. Entering the lighted living room, she stopped so suddenly I bumped into her; then I, too, saw Nova, sitting in the big easy chair near the window. �Evenin�,� he said, �I been waitin� for you.�

We just stood there, stunned and motionless, and Nova said, �All alike, these houses,� nodding at the back door. �All got one more door�n you can ever remember to lock. So I come in, even though I ain�t been invited. Got some news for you.�
I walked on, then, toward the davenport, dead furious and terribly frightened at this malicious fat man who�d walked into my house. �Yeah?� I said.
�I was s�posed to be on tonight,� he said, �out to the prison. Extra man on the first watch. Lot of extra duty lately, you know� � he grinned as though this were funny. �Most hideouts don�t last long, though,� he said complacently, �so I phoned the prison maybe ten minutes ago, just before time to leave. And sure enough, the sergeant says, �We don�t need you; Jarvis made it out tonight.� �
I nodded slowly. �How?�
Nova threw back his head, laughing silently. �How?� he said. �You don�t know how? Well, I�ll tell you somethin�. They don�t either, out to the prison.� He sat forward in his chair, glancing from one to the other of us, grinning. �Seems some guy got his car clouted tonight. At the Greenbrae intersection; just where you�d expect a con might come out on the highway from the prison. And when he tells the state cops how � guy took it with a wooden pistol; young guy in blue denims all dirtied up, needs a shave � the cops take the man right to the prison. And he picks out your brother�s photograph from a batch of them. That�s him all right, the guy says; I can tell from the eyes and the hair. Put a two, three day black beard on the picture, and that�s the man.�
Nova shook his head. �Warden�s a slow man to give up a search, though. Anybody can clout a car wearin� blue denims and needin� a shave� � he stared at my clothes and face, then winked. �And the guy coulda made a mistake about the picture, though the wood pistol looks suspicious, like maybe a con carved it out. But the Warden kept the red light on just the same. Only now they had a state cop, radio-car man, pokin� around where this car was clouted, and this cop brings in your brother�s ID card, all tore up. The pieces fit together like a jig-saw, and it didn�t fly over the walls by itself. So looks like your brother made it out; they don�t know how, but he sure as hell must have. Green light�s on again now, and I can go home and get some sleep.�
�That�s good,� I said.
�Yeah,� said Nova, �only I wouldn�t be able to sleep.� He leaned toward me. �I lie in bed and worry, Mr. Jarvis.�
I knew he wanted me to say it, so I did. �About what?�

�Money. Money, Mr. Jarvis. They�ll retire me soon, and I ain�t saved much. If I had few thousand dollars � I could go home and sleep, �steada worryin� about some escaped con. I tell you I met your brother the other day?� I didn�t bother answering, and he said, �Yep; looked just like you. Exactly like you, now I see you in a good light. Especially wearin� those clothes you got on.� He slapped his knee, as though at a sudden hilarious notion. �Say!� he said. �If you was to�ve clouted some guy�s car tonight in that get-up � �stead of your brother, I mean � wouldn�t that�ve been funny! They�d figure it was your brother, figure he was out. And all the time he�d still be in the prison somewhere! And where would that be?� he said thoughtfully. Then he shrugged. �Only one place I�d want to be. Green light goes on, they come down off the walls in the industrial area; that�s where I�d want to be. Place quiets down for the night, over you go, and nothin� to stop you.� He smiled. �Almost makes a man wish it did happen that way. Go out there, wait by the wall, and when he comes over, grab him. Chance for promotion and more money.� Again he laughed silently, shaking his head in amusement. �Just shows you the notions a man can get, sittin� around thinkin� and worryin� about money, instead of just goin� home and sleepin�.�
�I haven�t any money, Mr. Nova,� I said quietly. �Couple hundred dollars.�
�Well,� he said, and put his hands on his knees, �money isn�t everything.�
�All right, Nova,� I said. �What is?�

�Friendship,� he said softly. �You know, I had the idea you folks was settin� yourself above people. Had to force myself in here� � he smiled as though he�d made a joke � � �fore I even got to sit down in your livin� room. �Spect I was wrong about you, though. Hope so, anyway, �cause I�m a friendly man. Nothin� I like better than people droppin� in on me, any time at all. Even now, for example; old lady�s asleep, and a house fallin� down wouldn�t wake her. Yes, sir, if I had company drop in on me tonight, I wouldn�t even think of goin� out.�
I was staring at him, trying to fathom what he could be talking about.
�Nothin�ll happen out at Quentin for an hour,� Nova said. �Leastways, I�m willin� to gamble on that. So I�m goin� home, and stay there � for thirty minutes. Company drops in on me. I�ll stay home. Her, I�m talkin� about. You.� He pointed at Ruth. �Just a half hour�s company� � his eyes were shiny, and his tongue touched his lips � �while we get better acquainted. And I stay home, and glad to.�
I was at him, right arm swinging as hard as I could throw it, and it stopped in mid-air, my fist smacking his meaty palm like a .22 rifle shot. Then he grabbed me, his immense arms wrapped around me, holding mine tight to his sides, and he lifted me off my feet without effort, squeezing me harder and harder, his mean little eyes grinning into mine. Ruth flailing at him. The pressure tightened, the pain flashing till I knew another fractional increase of pressure would crack my ribs. Then he simply arched his great chest and belly, stepping forward as he let go of me. I�m not a small man, and I�m strong, but I landed hard on the floor, and rolled twice from the force of that powerful beer-barrel of a body. �Thirty minutes.� Nova said, �to make up your mind.� Then he opened the door, stepped out, and was gone.
Ruth was sitting on the davenport beside me some two or three minutes later, clutching my forearm. �Ben, calm down!� she was saying. �He won�t let you get near him with a poker, an iron bar, or anything else; you think he doesn�t know you�d want to try? Even if you did, you might kill him, and one thing you�re not going to do for Arnie is murder!�
�Then I�ve got to warn Arnie; go over that wall again, and��
�Ben, Ben, you�re not thinking, you�re just wild! Right now Nova�s sitting at his window; you know he is. You couldn�t even open the garage door before he�d see you, and he�d be out there as fast as you would. Or just phone San Quentin.�
I was on my feet shouting at her. �Are you trying to tell me there�s nothing to do! That we just sit here and let him go out and take Arnie!�

She was shaking her head. �No,� she said. She reached up, and put a hand on my arm. �Ben, I hate that old man. If his hand touched mine, I couldn�t be comfortable till I�d washed it a dozen times. And anything more than that�� She just shook her head, eyes closing. Then she opened them, her face white. �But, Ben, it�s death for Arnie, the gas chamber, or... the worst half-hour I�ll ever live through. What right have I got to choose! Other women have been through even worse, and survived! Oh, Ben, can I let Arnie go to the gas chamber?�

�No!� I actually shouted it, staring down at her wild-eyed. �Ruth, no! That�s� � I couldn�t find the word � �wrong! It�s not possible to even think about! What do you think I am! Why, damn it, I love you!�
Her hands were at her face, and she was whispering, �I couldn�t. I couldn�t have done it! But Arnie in the gas chamber... but I couldn�t have. Ben, I love you, too,� she said, hands still over her face. �I can�t help it, but I do; I wish I were dead.� Sitting down beside her, I held her close. After a time, she looked up at me. �What are we going to do?�
�Listen,� I said quietly, �Could you get on the phone, and talk to Nova? Lower your voice, get close to the phone, and sound upset, as though you�d been crying. Tell him � tell him you finally brought me around, that we had a big fight about it, but I had to say yes. Tell him � anything; just talk. Tell him you�ll be over in a few minutes; make it real, believe it yourself, sound upset and tearful. Just hold him there. Ruth, till I can get out of the garage, and past his house in the car. Give me all the time you can, then hang up, lock all the doors, and wait. Ruth, can you do that?�
She nodded. �Ben, kiss me,� she said, and I�did.
I held her tight, and kissed her then, and I wished we were a long way from here. I wished anything but the way things were. Then we went out to the kitchen, and as I stepped into the garage, Ruth picked up the phone, leafing through the book.
Once again I climbed that dark hill, and once again entered the prison as I had before, climbing down directly beside the furniture factory, and leaving my rope suspended from the wall; I had no time to waste. The area looked the same � silent, empty � and the bare earth at my feet in the light from the walls looked undisturbed. I actually had to kneel, my eyes only inches from the ground, as I hunted for the tiny circlet of screening. I couldn�t find it. Minutes passed, as I stumbled on my knees over that patch of earth between the high concrete wall and the factory.
Finally I had to do it. �Arnie!� I called, in as loud and harsh a whisper as I dared. �Arnie!� I said it louder. �It�s Ben! Open up!� Then I drew a deep breath, and shouted it. �Arnie! It�s Ben!� Then I heard a sound, turned, and Arnie was heaving himself out of his shelter just behind me, eyes wide and questioning, his face white and washed-out looking under the black stubble. �We�ve got to leave!� I said. �Don�t ask any questions, but be ready for trouble!�
He just nodded quickly, and jerked his chin at the rope hanging down the wall. I ran to it, and climbed it. Grasping a metal post on the wall top. I pulled myself to my feet, and a quiet voice in the darkness below me on the other side said, �All right, come down easy; I�ve got a gun on you.� And then I saw Nova, his bulky silhouette barely darker than the ground he stood on, and I knew it had been foolish to hope Ruth could fool him into stupidly waiting in his house, giving us the time we had needed. I pulled up my rope, Nova watching me from below, gun aimed at my belly, and I looped it around a guard rail, clattering and banging the hook against the metal. Then I tossed the hook and rope end over, and slid down, face to the wall. As my feet touched the ground, the gun muzzle pressed into my back and Nova said, �Hands on your head; and walk down the road slow.�
I clasped my hands on my head, still facing the wall, and moaned. �My ankle, I can�t walk; it�s��

�Move!� Nova stepped up beside me, pulling at my shoulder, prying me from the wall, and Arnie, legs doubled up, hugging his knees, dropped from the wall he had climbed to the moment Nova spoke, onto Nova�s back, smashing him to the ground with such terrible force that I knew if he�d landed squarely it would have broken Nova�s neck. Arnie rolled, hugging his legs, then scrambled to his feet, and ran back. He snatched up the gun which had spun from Nova�s hand, and then, his feet straddling Nova�s body, Arnie leaned over him, the gun barrel aiming directly at Nova�s head. From the jerk of Arnie�s hand, I understood suddenly that he was tugging at the trigger, and I reached out, and yanked the gun from his hand.
�Oh,� Arnie said, in a little sound of surprise and understanding, �the safety�s on; gimme that gun.�
I said, �No; let�s get out of here,� and Arnie blinked, then nodded, and turned to pull down my rope, then pick up his from where he�d thrown it as he leaped.
We couldn�t leave Nova there, and we took him under an arm, and dragged him to his feet, staggering toward the road with him, and the hill just beyond it. And astoundingly, this massive man began to walk, stumbling along, shaking his head, and beginning to mutter. Within half a dozen steps, he was wrenching his arms from ours, and I shoved the gun into his back, and we climbed the hill, then down the other side to our cars.

I had Nova drive into my open garage in my car, with me in the back seat, the gun at his head. Arnie, following in Nova�s car, parked it at the curb, then came on into the garage. I pulled the garage door down, watching Nova, then turned to see Ruth standing in the kitchen doorway staring at us. Arnie hurried across the garage, stepped up into the kitchen, grabbed Ruth to him, and then stood, his back to me, holding her, squeezing her tight, his cheek against hers, and murmuring something. I couldn�t hear what � while Ruth stared at me over his shoulder, her eyes stricken and pleading for help. Herding Nova before me, I moved toward them, my mind hunting for words.
But I didn�t find them. A man at gunpoint before me, Ruth in Arnie�s arms, all I could think of to say was, �Arnie,� and when he turned to look at me questioningly � I didn�t know how to tell him! All I could say was, �Arnie, it�s about Ruth and... me, Arnie, you�ll have to try to understand!� I stopped, because he was no longer listening. His head swung to Ruth, and, her face anguished, she could only nod; but that was enough. He turned and walked into the living room, his face averted, and we followed after; I motioned Nova to a chair, and he sat down.
Arnie was standing, staring out the window at the dark empty street. When he turned back, he was smiling, and he glanced from Ruth to me. �I can understand it,� he said. �You�ve been here, together, and...� He shrugged, and said, �Well, I can understand it. Sure I can! And I won�t hold it against you. Either of you! I was gone, and... You�ve both done a lot for me! But now I�m out, and� � the smile was gone, and his voice was suddenly desperate � �Ruth, we�ll forget it! Forget it ever happened! I�ll never mention it! You�ll come along with me, and��
�Arnie!� I said, and he turned to stare at me. �You don�t understand,� I said, my voice begging him to try. �It�s not what you think. Arnie, we love each��
�Don�t say it!� He spat it out like a single word. �I don�t want to hear it� � he was shaking his head violently. �It�s not true! It can�t be. You only think��
�Arnie, Arnie,� I said desperately, �It is true. I�m sorry, we didn�t mean it, never intended it, we tried not to, but��
His hand was up, cutting me off, and now he walked toward Ruth, sitting on the davenport. He bent down to stare into her eyes. �You say it,� he said softly. �So far you�ve only nodded your head. But now I want to hear it from you, if you�ve got the nerve. You tell me you�ve ditched me! You tell me you didn�t have the simple guts and loyalty to stick with me; go ahead!� he shouted, the cords of his neck standing out. �Tell me!�
Her eyes suffering, she said. �I can only tell you, Arnie, that I love Ben. And if it�ll help you, and I hope it will, that I didn�t love you, much as I liked you, and still do. We�d never have been married, Arnie, I know that now, and Ben had nothing to do with that. Even if I�d never met Ben, you and I could never��
He turned away from her. �Well, I�m glad,� he said quietly, conversationally, addressing no one in particular. �I�m damn glad to know we�d never have been married. Because you�re a tramp,� he said, turning to Ruth again, �and I�m lucky to find it out now. Whoever happens to be around � that�s who appeals to you, as it turns out. I�m away, out of circulation, so whoever comes along suits you just as well.�
I could have said something, I could have moved across the room, and shut him up, but I didn�t have the heart, and I knew Ruth would understand it.
�Well, I wish you luck with her, pal,� he said to me. �I wish you luck with this two-bit�� He began to cry. �Ruth, please come with me,� he said in a low voice. �Ruth, I�ve counted on it� � his eyes squeezed shut, the tears running down his cheeks. �Ruth, you�ve got to. Oh, Lord� � he swung away toward the window, hiding his face � �I�m alone.�
This was worse than anything I�d ever expected. I couldn�t stand it, and counting on Ruth to say so if Nova moved. I crossed the room, put an arm around Arnie�s shoulders, and said, �You�ve got to try to understan��

�No!� � he jerked away. �You took her away, damn you! You help me escape � take Ruthie away � that�s a fair trade, I suppose! Well, I just don�t want to understand.� He turned and walked past me, toward the hall. �I�m still dependent on you, Benny,� he said quietly. �I�m not allowed any pride. I�ve got to shave. I need clothes, and I need the key you�ve got for me.� And I nodded, told him where he could find what he needed, and gave him the key to the apartment we had rented. Then I sat down on the davenport beside Ruth, to sit watching Nova till Arnie was ready to go. Presently he walked out through the living room, shaved and dressed, wearing a suit of mine. He walked straight to the door, opened it, and walked out without looking at any of us, and my heart cried out for him, but there was nothing to say. A moment later we heard Nova�s car start up.

Then we sat in silence, in the dead of night, drained of emotion. Nova sat impassively, his face averted. I gave Arnie a half hour�s start, plenty of time, then got up, and motioned Nova to the door with the gun. He walked out, and as he crossed the lawns toward his own house, I broke open the revolver, unloaded it, then called to him. When he turned, I tossed his gun across the lawn to land at his feet. He glanced at me, then stooped, picked up his gun, and walked on toward his door, as I closed mine.
In the living room I dropped into a chair, and when we spoke it wasn�t about Arnie; we weren�t up to that yet. Ruth said, �What about Nova, Ben?�
�I don�t know.� I shook my head. �I just don�t know what he�ll do, Ruth, or what I can do about it. I�m hoping he�ll do nothing. He messed this up, and Arnie got away; Nova wouldn�t look good explaining that. The big single-handed capture is fine if it works, but you�re a blundering fool if it doesn�t. Nova should have phoned Quentin, and they�d have walked out into the prison, and picked up Arnie with as many men as they needed. Instead, Nova lost him. The kind of guy he is, I think maybe he�ll just keep his trap shut. But you never know; he hates us, for sure. And for all I know he�s on the phone right now telling everything he knows, whatever they may think of him.� I sighed. �But I�m tired now, Ruth; I�m dead tired, and I�m sick of planning, sick of thinking, sick of the whole damn thing, and I couldn�t hold Nova here forever. If I could do something � anything at all � to get you in the clear, I�d be doing it. But I don�t know what to do. I�m just tired as hell, Ruth. I feel pretty bad, and all I want to do is go to sleep.�
The phone didn�t ring all night, and no one pounded at our door. I slept the whole night through, worn out. But twice, I learned later, Ruth awakened to lie there listening for � something. And in the morning, at breakfast, she heard it � the doorbell; and when I opened the door a sheriff stood there; another sat at the wheel of the police car at the curb. Would we come out to San Quentin, please?
They drove us to Quentin, no one speaking, then in through the gates, and up to the vine-covered Administration Building. They escorted us to the reception room of the Warden�s office, and a girl led us into the office.
It�s a big, quiet, very long room, green-carpeted, with white Venetian blinds at the windows. As we walked silently over the rug toward the big desk at the far end of the office, a man stood up from it; he was of average height and weight, had straight brown thinning hair, and a patient intelligent face, a man in his forties, wearing a brown double-breasted suit. �I�m the Warden,� he said quietly, and we murmured something in reply. Then he indicated two chairs beside the big desk, and sat down as we did.
He got right to it. �Early this morning,� he said, �I received a phone call from a man who said he lived somewhere in your general neighborhood; an anonymous call. He�s been watching you, he told me, has become suspicious, and says he has good reason to believe you helped your brother escape from San Quentin.�

With a sort of rueful admiration for Nova, I admitted to myself that it simply hadn�t occurred to me how easily he could involve me without involving himself � by picking up his phone. I couldn�t even mention his name short of confessing everything I had done. I felt Ruth�s hand slip under my arm.
�I have no great respect for anonymous calls,� the Warden was saying: idly he picked up a brass letter opener, then glanced up at me again. �But I have to pay attention to this one. For one thing, he did know something about you; more than we did. He knew you lived here, at least, very close to the prison; you moved up from Los Angeles, he said, about a week ago. But in our records, on your brother�s list of accredited visitors, we still have your old address; you didn�t notify us of the change.�
I shrugged. �I just didn�t think of it, Warden.�
�Well, it�s a coincidence that interests us; your moving up here just before your brother escaped. But that�s not all your neighbor told us. He suspects it was you and not your brother who stole a car last night at the point of a wooden gun. He saw you going out in what seemed to be prison clothes.�
I shrugged again. �I wear blue denims around the house, Warden. So do a lot of people. And we did go out last night, in our car, but��

He leaned toward me over the desk top. �Two things you�ve got to think about, Mr. Jarvis. You�ve come under suspicion, and now if you helped your brother escape, we will probably find it out. I can�t make you any sort of promise about what the district attorney of this county will or won�t do then, but if you tell us now where your brother is, he may not prosecute. This makes sense; in effect, you�ll have helped undo your crime. But if you wait till we catch him, I think you�ll end up here as an inmate.� He held up a hand as I started to speak. �I know; if you helped your brother, it wasn�t to turn him in, but I�m not finished. Your brother has to come back here, Mr. Jarvis, because your brother is a murderer.� Again he held up a hand. �I don�t mean actually; not yet. But just listen.�
He picked up a large white card, and I caught a glimpse of Arnie�s photographed face stapled to its front. �He came in here,� said the Warden, �for driving while drunk, killing a man with his car. I�ve always thought that crime betrayed callousness and indifference toward other human beings. Then� � he flicked his finger against a long series of penned notations on the back of Arnie�s card � �his record here is one of fights and violence, beginning soon after his first months in the institution. And it�s a growing record, the violence increasing and taking on a quality of dangerous recklessness. Six months after he arrived, we found a razor-sharp homemade knife in your brother�s cell. Our psychiatrist�s report on him tells us he�s quite capable of killing. And a week ago, an officer here was struck on the head with a heavy weapon. We don�t know your brother did it, but we suspect that he did, and I suspect you know that he did. It was a blow which might have smashed in the officer�s skull, and the man who struck it, Mr. Jarvis, didn�t care if it did, at the moment. Now, listen to me� � his face strained, he leaned far over the desk toward me. �I didn�t begin this work yesterday. I began years ago as a correctional officer in the federal prison system, and now I�m a warden. I tell you out of the experience of years that there are times when I can say something like this with absolute certainty, and I say it now about Arnold Jarvis. I tell you he will kill somebody, unless we get him back here before he can.�

It wasn�t reaching me, and he knew it. It worried me, but asking me to turn Arnie in was absurd, and he knew it, and he sat back in his chair, slowly and helplessly shaking his head. Then � actually almost speaking to himself, with no real hope of reaching me � he said something that terrified me. �I suppose it�s impossible,� he murmured, �to make you believe your own brother would murder to keep from going back to prison,� and I felt the blood withdrawing from my skin. Believe? I�d almost done it myself. �I suppose it�s impossible,� the Warden was saying, �to make you believe your own brother is actually capable of pointing a gun at a man�s head and pulling the trigger.� But I�d seen him do it only hours before!
The Warden brought his fist down on the desk. �Some men will kill, Mr. Jarvis! Put them in the situation, and some men will kill to get out of it. And the situation is recapture; faced with it your brother will shoot! And he�s going to be faced with it. The man who escapes and is never heard of again because he�s leading a quiet exemplary life is so rare he hardly exists. It takes iron strength and self-discipline to break all ties and become a new man somewhere else, and your brother hasn�t got it! He�ll come sneaking back to his old ties and associations when he thinks it�s safe. Or get into trouble again, as he did before. Sooner or later he will face recapture. Does your brother have a gun right now?�
I hesitated, then shook my head.
�Then it has to be now, while he�s sleeping, and before he can get one,� he said softly. �Where is he, Mr. Jarvis?�
But I was hardly hearing him. My mind was fighting; the image of Arnie as he had once been was being replaced by a new and terribly different conception, and I was on my feet shouting against it. �But he wasn�t that way! He wasn�t like that!�
�No,� the Warden said slowly. �But now he is.�
�But why? Why? What happened?�
He shrugged a little. �Prison; that�s what happened. It takes strength to come through it whole.�
�So now, damn it� � I could feel my neck cords thrust out � �that�s what you want me to send him back to! Back to your lousy pastel prison, painted on the outside, rotten on the inside!�
He smiled a sad little smile. �Where else?� he said softly. �Do you have a better place? Have you got a good prison to send him to? Why, damn you!� he shouted suddenly, standing to face me, leaning far forward over the desk. �You never gave a thought in your life to the prisons you send men into, until now! We spend our lives and careers here � scrounging second-hand ball bats and discarded television sets, begging free movie films, fighting for an extra five-cent-a-day food allowance per man � trying to drag this prison a single step closer to what it ought to be! You�ll spend millions for highways, but prisons...� He shook his head slowly. Then he said quietly, �We put in hours we�re never paid for; we put in our lives, doing our damnedest with what we�re given and what we can scrounge, trying to get these men through the prisons you provide and still keep some spark of humanity alive in them. The pastel prison � well, it�s not gray concrete, and that�s something at least! And we have to wheedle and cajole the very paint we use to do that much. Don�t ask me where to send your brother, mister! I�ve spent my life for your brother.�

For several seconds he stood staring at me. Then, wearily, he turned away. �We�ll do our best for him,� he said quietly, and sat down. �That�s all I can promise you. And it may not be enough. That�s San Quentin, Mr. Jarvis. Not enough room, not enough money, not enough jobs, not enough teachers, doctors, psychiatrists, equipment, or even time to do much more than just lock these men up, and try to make their lives bearable. I believe San Quentin is one of the best prisons in the country, Mr. Jarvis. I know that it is. And it�s a bad prison; there are no good ones. But I didn�t send nearly five thousand men into a prison built for two thousand. You tell me where to put the overflow you and the rest of California send to me. I obey your orders.
�We�ll do the best we can for your brother, Mr. Jarvis, but for better or worse, he�s got to come back here; there�s no other place for him.�
�No other place but the gas chamber, Warden?�

He smiled a little. �No, you don�t ask a man to send his brother to the gas chamber. We don�t know who hit the officer, and the only witness is back in Wyoming again. Tell me where your brother is, and I give you my personal word that the charge will be dropped; you�ll have gained that much, and certainly I have to offer you that much. Mr. Jarvis, don�t you realize that this is the only way you can save your brother from the gas chamber?�
It almost succeeded. This man was speaking truth, and I knew it. And yet � I gave up thinking, because it didn�t matter; I simply was not going to turn in my brother.
He saw it in my face. �All right,� he said gently, �I know.� Then he shook his head in genuine sadness. Not hoping at all to affect me any more, he said, �But it�s too bad, because he�s a man who�ll do anything. Cross him, take away what he wants, and he�ll do anything. I tell you, it�s true.�
And as he spoke, something rose up in my mind past all belief, and I sat stock still, no longer listening, knowing it was true. Cross him and he�ll do anything � with a terrible finality something clicked into place in my mind. He told me, the Warden had said when I entered this room, that you moved up here from Los Angeles. It was such a little thing, utterly trivial, yet there was no escape from it � Nova did not know where I�d come from; he simply didn�t. It was Arnie � frustrated and wild with rage, an Arnie who�d do anything. I knew now � who�d phoned Quentin about me early this morning, knowing I�d be certain to think it was Nova.
I know I thought honestly in the terrible moments that followed; I wasn�t revenging myself. I�d turned loose a sick and dangerous man, and finally I knew it; there was no longer a choice about what I could do. I was actually shaking my head as though to clear it as I got to my feet, and Ruth�s arm slipped under mine as she stood up beside me. I felt the warm tears begin to slide down my face as I reached for the pad and pen on the desk before me; then I wrote. �Here�s the address, Warden,� I said, and I was crying for my lost brother, as he picked up his phone.
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THE KILLER IS LOOSE
John Hawkins & Ward Hawkins

Sam Wagner was dreaming when the telephone rang. He was sitting in a blind in duck heaven and the mallards were coming in, settling over the decoys, when the shrill ringing called him home to the bedroom on Montgomery Street. He pawed blindly at the bedside table and found the telephone.
�Yeah,� he said; �Wagner here.�
�Sergeant Baxer, Sam. You awake?�
Sam Wagner threw the covers back and put his feet on the floor. He peered at the luminous face of the clock. Two A.M.
�Now I�m awake,� he said. �Go ahead.�
�Leon Poole took a walk,� Baxer said. �The chief thought you ought to know. He told me to call you.�
�Leon Poole,� Sam Wagner said. �How�d he do it?�
�He was a trusty on the honor farm. One of the guards took him along as a helper on a truck, late this afternoon. The truck never got to town. Took �em a while to find it.�
�The guard?�
�Dead. Poole put a knife in his throat.�
After a moment, Sam said, �Any sign of Poole?�
�Not yet. He ditched the truck fifteen miles this side of Winston. The state and county boys are out in force. They want him bad, Sam. That guard was a cold-blooded piece of work.�
�Anything I can do?�
�No. Chief wanted you to know, that�s all. You put Poole in the pen. Sit tight, he says. Keep a sharp eye.�
�O.K.,� Sam said. �Thanks for calling.�
He sat on the edge of the bed, listening to the wind rip through the fir trees that stood behind the house. Rain slashed at the windows. The storm the papers had been talking about had finally arrived.
�Sam,� Lila said, �who was that?�
The telephone had awakened her. Sam rubbed the back of his neck and shuffled his feet on the cold floor. He thought if Don Ameche had had a wife like Lila � nervous and a fretful sleeper � he would never have invented the telephone. For Lila, a ring in the night always signaled a major calamity.
�Sergeant Baxer,� he said. �A trusty got loose from the state honor farm. The chief thought I ought to know.�
�Why?�
�Because I�m a cop,� Sam said. �It�s part of my work to know about things like that. Tomorrow�s work.� He swung his feet back into bed, leaned over, found her nose, and twisted it gently. �Remember your condition,� he told her. �Plenty of rest, the doc says. Now turn it off and go back to sleep.�
He put his head on the pillow. Beside him, Lila moved restlessly. Lila was good people, his one true love � ten years of married life had sold him on that a million times. But she was a worry bird, first class. Give her a big item like what dress to wear and she could fret herself into a pink tizzy. Give her a cop for a husband and she really�
She sat up beside him. �Sam, I�m hungry.�
�You had a big dinner.�
�I don�t care,� she said. �I�m hungry again.� When he didn�t respond, she said, �We�re hungry.�
�Unfair tactics,� he said. �You�re ganging up on me.�
�Would you deny your son nourishment?�
�Five months before he gets here,� Sam said, �and he�s already got an appetite like a horse. Better send him back. I don�t think I�m gonna be able to afford him.�
�Sam,� she said, �we�re hungry.�
He threw the covers back. �Hot chocolate and cinnamon toast,� he said. �Comin� up.� He found his robe and slippers and went through the house to the kitchen. He put a pan of milk on the stove. He covered slices of bread with butter, sugar, and cinnamon and put them in the oven.
�What a gal,� he said.
He was thirty-five, an even six feet tall, hardfleshed and lean. His hair was close-cropped. He had big, rough hands and rangy shoulders. His face was not a gentle face. His cheekbones were prominent, his jaw was taut and narrow, his heavy brows grew almost solidly over his blue eyes. But there was kindness in his eyes. Now worry pulled at the corners of his mouth. He turned to find Lila in the doorway.
�What�s this?� he said. �You don�t like the service?�
�I want to talk, Sam.�
She came into the kitchen, pulling tight the belt of her robe. She was tall and underweight � her pregnancy had yet to add a pound. She had a rather long face and large, hazel-brown eyes. A beautiful woman, a sensitive woman and a devoted wife. Sam knew it well.
He knew she had built her life around him, completely and for good, and he called that fine. But there were times when caring too much meant worrying too much. Take that deal about the gun. A couple of weeks ago, all of a sudden, she�d blown up a storm because he had to carry a gun to earn a living. So now he got in and out of his shoulder rig in the closet where she couldn�t see it.
�Two A.M.�s no time for a talk,� he said.
�It�s Leon Poole, isn�t it?�
�You heard me say so.�
�And while you were out here I remembered who he is. He�s the one � I mean, it was his wife you killed, wasn�t it?�
�That�s the guy,� Sam said.
�I remember seeing him in court.� Her lips tightened. �He�s dangerous, Sam. Very dangerous.�
Sam spread his arms in exasperation. �Dangerous,� he said. �To you, even a bicycle thief is lethal. Why don�t you be sensible? This guy is nobody.�
Lila looked at him steadily. She looked past him, back more than three years, and saw Leon Poole again. In the courtroom. She�d been there because it had been Sam�s case, and a big one. Big in the papers, at least, with the wife killed. She saw Poole whisper to his lawyer, saw the lawyer turn and find her, saw Poole turn and find her.
�He frightened me,� she said.
It was hard to know why. He hadn�t been rough-looking. Soft was the word for him, a fleshy man of medium height, with plump hands and cheeks. Features almost feminine � straight nose, large long-lashed dark eyes, thick dark hair. His eyes, she thought. His eyes were liquid, steady and staring.
�He was a thief,� Sam said. �And not a very good one.�
�He says you killed his wife.�
�She wound up with three bullets in her,� Sam said. �Mine and two others. Which one did it? Nobody knows.�
�He says you did it.�
�Because he�s got to stick it on somebody. Just one man, not three. It was my case. I questioned him, I ran him down. So he chose me for the guy that killed her.�
�He said he�d get even.�
�Quit it!� Sam leaned stiff-armed on the table. �If you think Poole will get a chance to take a shot at me, you�re very mistaken. In the first place, he isn�t going to want to. That �I�ll get you for this, copper!� is a lot of blow. We hear it all the time. Nothing comes of it. Second place, he hasn�t a chance of staying loose.�
�What makes you so sure?�
�Common sense,� Sam said. �He�s wearing prison numbers on his back a foot high. He�s got no dough, no gun, and he�s afoot. Every cop in the state�s looking for him.� Sam took his hands off the table and thrust them into the pockets of his robe. �A lot of big, tough men try to bust out of Winston. Not one in a thousand gets more than a few miles.�
The milk was boiling, the toast was burning. Sam swore, threw it all away and started over. When he turned to Lila, he found her pale, eyes large and dark.
�Hey, cut it out,� he said.
�You know what I�m thinking?�
�I should,� he said. �I�ve seen that look often enough. And I�ve heard the story often enough too. You don�t want to be a cop�s widow. If I loved you as much as you love me, I�d get out of police work.�
�You think I�m being selfish?�
�Just the opposite.� Sam said it earnestly, meaning and believing every word. �You�re gone on me � why I�m that lucky I�ll never know. You�re scared to death something is going to happen to me. I know you can�t any more stop worrying than you can stop breathing. But the answer�s still no. I�m not going to quit police work.�
�What about him, Sam?� Lila asked. �There�s two of us.�
�That�s not a clean punch,� Sam said.
�I think it is.�
Sam put chocolate and toast on the kitchen table. He did not speak again until he had finished the task. Lila, watching him, knew what he would say. His blue eyes were stubborn, his brows were pulled down in a line she knew only too well.
�There are thousands upon thousands of men in police work,� he said. �They live full and satisfying lives � long lives, most of them. Their wives put up with it. Their kids put up with it. You and the lad will have to do the same. I�ll do any reasonable thing for you. This is not reasonable. I won�t do it.�
Lila said, �I�ll ask again.�

Sam was up at six o�clock. Lila was standing beside the table when he walked into the kitchen. Her eyes were huge. The morning paper was beside his plate, opened upon headlines big and black.
�He killed a guard, Sam. You didn�t tell me.�
�At two A.M.?�� no, I didn�t tell you,� he said. �There�s nothing to fret about, Lila. They�ll get him. A guard�s the same as a cop. A cop-killer doesn�t get away.�
�Then cops do get killed?�
Sam wondered if every man was as thickheaded as he was at six in the morning. Cop-killer � what a thing to say. �They�ll get him,� he said.
His breakfast eggs got cold while he explained how a man hunt was organized. The escape routes were blocked � the main highways, side roads, railroads, rivers. Then the enclosed area was searched, house to house, barn to barn, field to field. Poole had killed a guard. He�d get the big treatment � bloodhounds, planes, helicopters, cops by the hundred. More than that, every man, woman, and child would be on watch for him. What chance would a man wearing prison clothes have?
�No chance at all,� Sam said.
�Some do get through.�
�With help,� Sam said. �They have a pal waiting at a certain place at a certain time with money, clothes, and transportation. Poole didn�t have help. How could he have known the guard was going to take him to town? He saw the chance, grabbed it, and ran. He won�t get far.�
The doorbell rang. Sam saw the convulsive closing of Lila�s hands. For all his talking, he�d done very little good.
�I�ll get it,� he said.
There were two uniformed cops on the front porch, a prowl car parked at the curb. Sam Wagner knew both officers, Harris and McNamee. They were both veterans, big and competent.
Harris gave Sam a grin. �We�re on special duty out here,� he said. �We�re goin� to keep an eye on the place.�
�Poole�s still loose then?�
�But not for long. It�s coming daylight now.�
�Right,� Sam said.
Lila was waiting for him in the kitchen, her hands locked at her waist. �Why are they here?� she asked. �What do they want? Sam, please don�t lie to me.�
�O.K.� He put big hands on her shoulders. �If Poole gets through, he might come here. That�s about as long as a chance can get, but it�s being covered. You see? There�s nowhere Poole can go � nowhere � that he won�t find cops waiting for him.�
�I see,� she said.
But her eyes told him she didn�t see it the right way. Her eyes told him she had taken about all she was able to take.
�Time I went to work,� he said.
Quietly, she said, �Good-by, Sam.�
Sam backed his car out of the garage, drove two blocks to the main east-west freeway, and fell in with the stream of early-morning traffic. He found himself thinking of Leon Poole again. A real odd-ball, that one. Clever as Satan in some ways, very dumb in others. He�d been a building-and-loan teller. He�d rigged a holdup, scheduling it for a time when an unusually large amount of cash was on hand. An accomplice had waved a gun and made off with the loot. A clean score, until it became obvious that only three men had known when the till would be stuffed with money.
An inside job then, clearly. Sam had interrogated and released all three suspects. Leon Poole�s telephone had been tapped. Poole, on the second day, had called the accomplice. That one had confessed quickly enough, naming Poole as the man who�d planned the holdup. Sam and two others had gone to make the arrest, and there the simple job had jumped the rails.
Leon Poole�d had a gun. The plump man with the round face and big smile had opened fire when he heard the police at his apartment door. He�d put a bullet through the arm of a uniformed officer. They�d gone in after him � what else? The rest had been unfortunate. They�d thought Poole was alone. Four of the neighbors had seen his wife leave the building. But when it was done, when the fat and weeping man was handcuffed, Doris Poole, the wife, was dead. Four of the neighbors had seen her leave the building, none had seen her return. Stalking an armed man through strange, dark rooms is uneasy work. Reflex is faster than thought. Doris Poole had simply appeared in the wrong doorway at the wrong time.
Sam Wagner shook his head. Three years and more, and he could still remember the numb despair of that moment.
But you can�t bring a dead woman back to life. And you can�t dwell in the past. You have to go on to the next day and the next. Tough, but there it is. Not heartless, helpless.
Sam parked behind police headquarters. He rode the elevator to the third floor. The bulletin board was on his left. Leon Poole�s mug had been posted there. Some face, Sam thought. Dark, long-lashed eyes; dark, rumpled hair; white, plump cheeks; a wide, full mouth. A malleable face. It had been sullen before the police camera, but Sam could remember it reflecting other moods: full of boyish charm and cheer, crumpled and streaked with tears, loose and torn with grief, snarling with hate � an actor�s face.
A voice said, �Here early, aren�t you, Sam?�
�Only a couple of hours,� Sam said.
He turned. This guy he liked: Chris Gillespie. Chris was big and loosely built, a little overweight, but hard under the padding. He was a cop with an education and better off than most for looks: curly hair, straight nose, white teeth. He liked blue suits, loud blue ties and white shirts. Sam had the seniority � two years � and half Chris�s education, but in four years of working together they�d never had a rumble. Sam wrinkled his nose.
�You smell,� he said.
�New shaving lotion. Like it?�
�Lovely,� Sam said. �Just lovely.�
Chris grinned. �Chief wants to see you.�
�Poole?�
�What else?� Chris said. He took Sam�s arm. Going down the hall, he said, �How�s Lila?�
�Not real happy,� Sam said. �Baxer called me at two this morning. About Poole. Lila got in on it and hit the roof. You know how she�s always after me to quit the cops and get in a safe line of work. Now, with a killer loose, blaming me for killing his wife, wanting my blood, she�s taking it hard.�
�It won�t get better,� Chris said.
�What d�you mean?�
�I�ll let the chief tell you,� Chris said.
The chief of detectives, Bob Brennan, was busy. He had one phone propped on his shoulder, another was ringing. A tape recorder used one corner of his desk, the rest was covered with reports. Jim Snow, lieutenant, state patrol, was waiting with something half said. A pair of sharp young men � FBI, likely � were watching the chief; waiting too. Sam and Chris Gillespie went to stand by a window.
Sam said, �How�d Poole make the honor farm?�
�A model prisoner,� Chris said.
Poole had done three years inside the walls. Cheery, hardworking, eager to please from the first day. The guards had liked him, the brain doctor had liked him, the warden had liked him. Poole was a first offender, determined to pay his debt to society and make a new life. He�d deserved a break; they�d given it to him.
�A bill of goods,� Sam said.
�They know it now,� Chris said. �Poole was just building for the break. Worked on it a long time and brought it off as smooth as a��
�Sam.�
It was Bob Brennan, chief of detectives. Sam went over to the desk and Brennan introduced him. �Jim Snow, Fisk and Cassidy, FBI,� he said. �This is Sam Wagner, the arresting officer.� Now he looked steadily at Sam. �Turns out we�ve got a psycho on our hands.�
�Poole�s a psycho?� Sam asked.
�Looks that way.�
Bob Brennan was a cop. He�d been one for thirty-five years and he wore the stamp. A big man, strong and beefy. He had slate-gray eyes, a rough-hewn face and short, stiff gray hair. And he was shrewd. When he gave an opinion, men listened.
�What�s the pitch?� Sam asked.
�He was a short-timer,� Brennan said. �He had only a few years to do, and that on the honor farm. But he broke out the hard way, killing a guard. All to get even with you.�
Sam said, �If I had a dollar for every thief who�s promised me a hole in the head, I�d be a rich man.�
�You and me and a million others,� Brennan said. �But this one�s different. It�s what makes him a psycho. He doesn�t want to put a hole in your head. He wants to kill your wife.�
�My wife!�
�That�s right,� Brennan said. �He blames you for killing his wife, he wants an eye for an eye. I expect he�d settle for you, if he can�t get your wife, but she�s his target.� He flicked the switch of the tape recorder. While the tubes warmed, he said, �The warden of the state prison sent us this tape. After the break, he put Poole�s old cell mate on the carpet, thinking he might get something we could use.� He adjusted the tape reels. �Listen.�
�...the truth, s�help me. He kept saying he was dead. He kept saying he died the day that � that Sam Wagner killed his wife. Only one idea in Poole�s head, just one. If I heard him say it once, I heard him say it a thousand time. Why should Wagner�s wife be alive after Wagner killed Poole�s wife? Was his wife any better? A lot of that � hour after hour. He said he�d bust out someday and kill the cop�s wife. After that, he don�t care what happens to him.�
Brennan switched the recorder off. �Well?�
�I don�t know,� Sam said. �It�s hard to believe.�
�He murdered a guard to get off an honor farm,� Brennan said. �If I can believe that, I can believe this.�
Sam Wagner looked at the faces of the other men in the room. They believed it.
Brennan spoke again. �We ran the whole tape before you got here,� he said. �An hour of it. This guy and a couple of others. They all say the same thing. Want to hear it?�
Sam said, �Some other time.�
He rubbed the back of his neck. This was something. Something a long way from the story he�d given Lila. He was wondering what Lila would say about it when one of the desk phones rang.
Brennan answered it. �Brennan speaking.� He listened for several minutes. The men waiting learned nothing from his heavy face. �Thanks,� he said. �Keep me informed.� He pushed the phone aside and looked at those around the desk.
�Now he�s got a gun,� he said.
The skylight of a hardware store had been forced in the early hours of the morning, four-thirty or five. A .357 Magnum revolver and a box of shells were missing. The local police had checked for prints. It had taken them this long to identify them as Leon Poole�s. Poole was armed.
�The store�s in Tilden,� Brennan said. Lieutenant Snow�s breath hissed through stiff lips. Sam knew why. Tilden was only thirty miles away. The main roadblocks, the center of the search, had been beyond Tilden, closer to the prison. Poole had somehow got past them, he�d come a little more than halfway.
�Don�t ask me how,� Brennan said. �Nobody knows.� He looked at Lieutenant Snow, of the state patrol. �Keep your shirt on,� he said. �Your lads are doing a good job. And they�ve doubled everything now, this side of Tilden. Poole�s still got half the way to go. The tough half.�
Snow said, �They�ll get him.�
�Sure they will,� Brennan said.
�Three-five-seven Magnum,� Sam said. �A nice gun.�
�Very nice,� Brennan said. �Do for elephants.� He looked at Sam. �We�ve got a crew in the railroad yards, checking the incoming trains. Why don�t you and Chris hop out there and give them a hand?� The telephone was ringing again. �And keep in touch,� Brennan said.

The radio called Sam and Chris back to headquarters within the hour. Now the third-floor hall was crowded � reporters, photographers, uniformed state patrol, uniformed city police, plainclothes, and strangers. Brennan�s office was crowded. Sam saw a captain of the state patrol, the chief of city traffic, the vice squad second in command. Brennan�s office had become a headquarters, that was obvious. Sam felt a tightening inside himself as he approached Brennan�s desk.
�Bad news, Sam,� Brennan said.
�Yes, chief?�
�Poole�s in town somewhere.�
A farmer�s dog had found a man slugged, stripped to his shorts, tied and gagged and dumped in a cutover corn field north of Tilden. The dog�s barking had brought the farmer. Pure luck the man had been found at all � side road, open country.
�Victim�s name is Asa Smith,� Brennan said. �Lives in Tilden, works here in town. Got his car out of his garage this morning, drove a block to a stop street. Poole opened the door and got in with him. Made him drive toward Prosser. Slugged him, stripped him, took the car.�
�Rough,� Sam said.
�It gets rougher,� Brennan said. �Smith wouldn�t do for Poole�s twin, but he�d pass for his brother. Weight, height, hair, eyes � all about the same. Y�see? Poole matches Smith�s driver�s license and fits his clothes. The name on the driver�s license matches the car registration. That�s all Poole needed to get past the blockades.�
The captain of the state patrol said, �We can�t arrest everybody we stop. If they can identify themselves, we have to let them through.�
Brennan gave him a level stare. �Nobody blames you, captain. I�d�ve let him through myself.� He looked at Sam. �Smith gave us the license number of his car. Traffic found it parked on Jefferson Street twenty minutes ago. A good piece of work. Fast. But the bird had flown.�
Sam said, �Smith had money in his wallet, I suppose?�
�Twenty-five or thirty bucks.�
�All Poole will need,� Sam said, �if this is as far as he wants to go.�
�This is it.� Brennan�s eyes were steady. �He could have gone in a half-dozen directions, all easier than the one he picked. But he came here, straight here. He wants a shot at your wife, Sam. You�ve got to believe that.�
�What about her?� Sam asked.
�She�s safe. I�ve loaded the neighborhood. And the house. He couldn�t get to her with a tank.�
�How�s she taking it?�
�Not good. Worried stiff about you.�
�Me?� Sam said. �You didn�t tell her?�
�Not yet,� Brennan said. �She thinks the police are in the house in case Poole shows up, looking for you. We�re letting it ride like that. Anything else is up to you.�
Sam bit his lips. �My job, I guess.�
�You know what she can take,� Brennan agreed. �The problem now is to grab Poole. Any suggestions?�
Sam looked at the map of the city that hung on the wall. It was a big city. Poole could be anywhere. Downtown, in the residential districts, or in one of the outlying communities. A two-bit bus ride would reach them all.
�He wouldn�t be in a hotel,� Sam said. �Or a rooming house, or a boardinghouse, or a transient apartment. Too easy to find.�
�We�re looking,� Brennan said.
�A first offender, he hasn�t a lot of connections. He couldn�t buy a hideout. Not enough money. And he�s too hot.�
�Right again.�
�A friend wouldn�t take him in.�
�I doubt it, but we�re checking.�
Sam said, �He couldn�t walk the streets or hide in the brush. Somebody�d spot him. He�d know he�d have to get in under a roof somewhere.�
�Whose roof?�
�Anybody�s,� Sam said.
He looked at the map again. There were thousands of homes in the residential areas, more thousands close by. Families in each one. Kids, grownups, old people. A man with a gun could walk into any home. He could take this one or that one of the family as a hostage. The others would dance to his tune. Everyone would know he had killed a guard. They would know they�d die as the guard had died unless they walked a very careful line. And if one of them was foolishly brave? If Poole became nervous, impatient, frightened?
Sam said, �It�s a tough proposition.�
�Very tough,� Brennan said. �And we haven�t got forever. He�ll kill again if we don�t get him soon. I�ve put it on the radio and in the papers � everybody check their neighbor. If they see anything unusual or different, they�re to call us on the quiet. It�s something, but not much.�
�Not enough,� Sam said.
Brennan looked at him steadily. And Sam was conscious, then, of the weight of every other eye in the room. They were looking at him quietly, waiting. Waiting for what? And then Sam knew why he�d been called in, why Brennan had asked him for a suggestion.
�Poole doesn�t know, does he?� Sam said. �I mean, that we know he�s after Lila?�
�How could he?� There was a gleam in Brennan�s eyes. �He didn�t hear the tape. He doesn�t know what his cell mates told the warden.�
�He�ll scout my place,� Sam said. �If he finds the neighborhood loaded with cops, he�ll go back under cover and stay as long as he has to. A week, two weeks, three weeks.�
Brennan nodded.
�But if it looks normal around there � no cops, me going to work, coming home � he might make his try.� He saw the light growing in Brennan�s eyes. �He�ll know I�m there, at least. He�ll know he can settle for me, if he can�t find Lila.�
�And he�ll buy it,� Brennan said.
Sam saw Brennan�s eyes move to the other men in the room. Besides the light in his eyes, now there was a faint smile on his heavy face. The smile said, �You see?� Bob Brennan�s eyes came back to Sam.
�We talked it over before you came in, Sam,� he said. �We had the same idea. It was your pick, of course. I knew you�d make it. And we�ve got a couple of things to add. Time�s short. We want him to move now � this afternoon, tonight. And I think we can persuade him to do it.�
�How?�
�A diversion,� Brennan said. �We�ll get out a bulletin � radio, newspapers, TV � saying we have him cornered in the Kretlow Hills. Identification positive. That�s rough country out there, take a couple of days to cover it all. And we�ll cover it � planes, roadblocks, bloodhounds, the works. Poole will call it a fine piece of luck. He�ll grab the chance.�
�Sounds good,� Sam said.
�Who do you want to run the show at your place?� Brennan asked. �You can�t do it. You�re the bait.�
�Chris suits me.�
�Fine. And your wife?�
�I�ll move her out,� Sam said. �If she�s not at our phone-book address, she�s on the moon as far as he�s concerned. He won�t know where to look.�
�Take her to my place,� Chris said. �I�ll call the wife and tell her you�re on the way.�
�Can do,� Sam said.

Leon Poole walked east in the rain on Holly Road. The city was a thirty-minute bus ride behind him. This was suburban country: mailboxes standing beside black pavement, small homes, young orchards shivering in the November wind. There was little traffic at ten o�clock in the morning. He was certain that none in the passing cars would note or remember him.
His hat was too small. It rode oddly high on his head. He wore a blue suit, a transparent slicker, and carried a brown brief case. He was cold and hungry and very tired. Never strong, the past hours, the strain, the miles he�d traveled had left his knees shaking with weakness. He forced himself to walk firmly, head erect � an insurance salesman making a morning call or a real-estate agent out to inspect property. He read the names stenciled on the mailboxes as he went along.
The house he sought stood well away from the road, a neat, shingled structure, square and small. The shades were drawn and no smoke came from the chimney. A small sedan was parked on the gravel drive.
He went past the car to the back porch. The blinds here were up. He could see a stove, a table and the white bulk of a refrigerator. He set the brief case beside the door and lifted the skirt of the slicker to put his hand on the gun in his coat pocket. The door was not locked. Leon Poole opened it slowly and carefully and walked into the quiet room.
He went through the house, moving on tiptoe. A living room, dining room. Gray light seeped through the drawn blinds. An inner hall gave upon the bedroom and bath. Poole opened the bedroom door carefully and slowly. A muscle quivered in his cheek. He found the light switch and flicked it up with nervous haste. He stayed in the doorway, a plump, frightened man, wrapped in a dripping slicker. Across the room, a woman sat up in bed, blinking, surprise in her face. Beside her, a man slept with his cheek pillowed on his hands.
�Please don�t scream,� Poole said.
�Who are you?� The woman�s voice was thin. She stared at him, the covers clutched at her breast. �What do you want?�
�Will you wake your husband?� Poole said.
The man was awake, pushing himself up. He was not frightened. A faint grin, almost derisive, turned the corners of his wide mouth.
�I�ll be damned,� he said. �Poole. Leon Poole.�
�Yes,� Poole said. �Get up. Get dressed.�
The name of the man in bed was Otto Flanders. He�d been an Army first sergeant, and now, sitting up, naked to the waist, he still had the look of one. Hard and confident. Leon Poole had been a corporal in his company � Signal Corps, Calcutta � and Otto Flanders could think of him as nothing else. He sat on the bed, arms around his knees, and grinned at Corporal Poole.
�Yes, sir,� he said, �I will be damned. When I heard you helped yourself to the bank�s cash and got thrown in the can, I said to myself, �It can�t be. Not Corporal Poole. Not Fat Boy.� �
Leon Poole took the heavy revolver from his pocket. He pointed it at Otto Flanders�s bare chest.
�Get up,� he said.
Flanders�s face hardened. �That�s a lot of ordnance.�
�I know how to use it,� Poole said. �You taught me, remember.�
Flanders stared at him. �How come you�re loose?�
His wife said, �Otto, maybe you�d better��
�Relax.� Flanders grinned at Poole. �Well?�
�Don�t you read a paper or listen to the radio?�
�Not on my day off. I�m sleepin� in, or was.� He put brown hands on his knees. �You tryin� to say you broke out?�
�I escaped,� Poole said. �Late yesterday. I killed a guard. The police everywhere are looking for me.�
�You killed a guard?�
�Yes,� Poole said. �Now will you get up?�
�Oh, Otto�� the woman whispered.
Otto Flanders�s eyes were steady on Poole�s face. �Yeah,� he said. �I�ll get up. Take it easy.� To his wife, he said, �You too. Take it easy. I�ll handle this.�
Poole said, �Be careful.�
�Always careful. Careful Otto, that�s me.�
He got up without haste, without nervousness or fear � with care. His eyes never left the gray face of Leon Poole. He found shorts and jeans and put them on. He put his fists on his hips � six feet of lean brown man, hard and capable.
�Now what d�we do?�
�We�ll go out in the kitchen,� Poole said. �Your wife will get up and get me something to eat. I�ll kill one of you if the other tries anything. Don�t scream, don�t try to telephone, don�t try to get away.�
Flanders said, �Do what he says, hon.�
Poole backed through the door into the living room. Flanders followed him. He turned his back on the gun and went into the kitchen. He made preparations for coffee � kettle on the stove, coffee in the drip pot. He didn�t look at Poole, but he was very much aware of him. Poole had shed the slicker and hat. He was standing where he could look into the small kitchen, a soft-looking man, gray with fatigue, who held a heavy revolver in his pudgy hand. Flanders�s wife came in, a rough bathrobe thrown over her nightdress.
�Easy does it,� Otto Flanders said.
His wife, Grace Flanders, was a big woman in her middle thirties. Her face was the color of sand now, and her eyes held fear that was almost anguish. She clattered a frying pan on the range.
�You�re scaring hell outa my wife,� Flanders said.
Poole said, �That can�t be helped.�
�What�d you come here for?�
�No one knows I know you,� Poole said. �In Calcutta you talked a lot about this place. It�s near the city, you have no close neighbors.� The plump shoulders moved in a tired shrug. �I didn�t have a lot of choice,� he said, �or a lot of time.�
�So you picked me.� Flanders came out of the kitchen to stand with his bare back against the door frame. �You�re nuts,� he said. �Y�can�t get away with this. All the cops in the country lookin� for you � they�ll find you.�
�I know that,� Poole said. �I expect it. But I�ll have time to kill the woman I want to kill before they find me.�
�Gimme that again?�
�The man who sent me to prison killed a woman I loved more than anything in the world. More than life, much more.� Poole�s voice was faint, almost listless, but still matter-of-fact. �It was murder. I think he should suffer the way I suffered. Then they can do what they want with me.�
Flanders stared at him. A line of white came to rim his tight lips.
Slowly he said, �I guess you mean that.�
�I most certainly do.�
Flanders waited a moment. �You�ll never make it.�
�I think I will,� Poole said.
�Unh-uh,� Flanders said. �And I�ll tell you why. You�re tired. I can see yuh shakin�. You got to rest sometime, you got to sleep, don�t you? How�re you goin� to do it? Tie me up? Tie my wife up? You can do that � maybe. But I�ve handled some real tough characters in my time. You�ll make a mistake. When you do, I�ll take you. And I won�t leave enough of you to send home for cat food.�
�You�re strong,� Poole said. �I know that.�
�Want a piece of advice?� Flanders held out a big hand, palm up. �Give me that gun now and I�ll treat you gentle.�
�No,� Poole said.
Flanders�s voice took a rough edge. �Think I can�t take you, gun or no gun? Think you aren�t goin� to make a mistake, sooner or later? Turn your head a minute, take your eyes offa me one second � that�s all I need. I�m not kiddin�!�
�I know you�re not,� Poole said. His round face seemed to sag even more, his large brown eyes held something close to tears. �You�re quick,� he said. �I�m tired and not very sharp. It wouldn�t be hard. You could throw something��
�O.K.,� Flanders said. �How about it?�
Poole shot Flanders through the chest. The gun was big � one shot was all that was needed. The sound of it crashed enormously in the room. Poole saw Flanders punched backward against the door frame, saw him turn slowly and fall. Beyond the door, in the kitchen, Grace Flanders stood motionless before the range, then closed her eyes and crumpled to the floor. She hadn�t screamed. Poole went to a chair and sat down. He stared at Otto Flanders and his wife.
�I�m not sorry,� he said. �I had to do it.�

Sam Wagner drove through the rain-swept streets with care. He watched the traffic behind him, the oncoming traffic and the traffic beside him, with particular attention to cars driven by men alone. Now and then he glanced at Lila.
She was sitting beside him, hands clasped in her lap, watching the beating windshield wipers. She was grimly silent, her lips set and her chin firm. Her silence was a protest. A uniformed officer had let Sam through his own front door. He�d found two plainclothes men in the living room with Lila. There�d been squad cars in the street as they�d driven away. Her silence was a protest against all this, and with Lila silence was far more grim than any words.
�No questions?� he asked.
�One,� she said. �Where are we going?�
�Gillespie�s,� Sam said. �You�re going to stay with Mary until we get our hands on Poole.�
He hadn�t told Lila it was her life Poole wanted. And now, thinking about it again, he decided that this was still not the time. She was keyed, he knew, to the breaking point. Nothing could be gained by frightening her more. After the thing was done, after Poole was dead or behind bars, would be time enough.
She said, �This is not the way to Gillespie�s.�
�A roundabout way,� he said.
�Why roundabout?�
Sam set his narrow jaw. �That�s obvious, isn�t it? The guy�s loose somewhere in town. He might have picked up another car. He might have been waiting and spotted me when I drove away. Not likely, but possible. We�re not taking any chances, Lila.�
She turned on the seat to watch the traffic behind them. After Sam had made two more turns, she said, �Sam, there is a car following us.�
�Black sedan?�
�Yes.�
�There�s a maroon sedan ahead of us, too,� Sam said. �Cops in both of them. They�re clearing us, Lila.�
Lila turned to stare through the windshield again. Silent again, grim again. Sam knew there was an explosion on the way. She couldn�t hold that much anger, that much resentment long without letting it go. When the explosion came Sam knew it would be big. He wondered if their marriage, or any marriage, could be strong enough to stand against it.
Mary Gillespie met them at the door. She kissed Lila and took her coat. Her dark eyes questioned Sam. �Does she know?� Sam shook his head. Mary bit her lips. She didn�t know whether it was right or not.
Sam said, �This is a lot of trouble.�
�Idiot!� Mary said. �If you�d gone to anyone else, you�d have had trouble. I mean real trouble. What good am I, if I can�t help?�
Sam was looking at Lila. She�d gone into the living room, she was standing with her back to him. He looked at Mary Gillespie and shook his head again. Mary knew how Lila felt about police and police work. And she understood clearly what this business of Poole meant.
Sam said, �Lila, I�ll keep in touch.�
She turned. �Sam, why am I here?�
�I told you,� Sam said. �A precaution. We�re not taking any chances. And you�re safe here. All Poole�s got is our phone-book address. If you�re not there, you�re on the moon as far as he�s concerned. He can�t find you.�
�Why should he want to?�
Sam lied a little. �He�s a psycho. I explained that. You never know what a psycho might do. If he can�t find me, he might settle for you.�
�And what are you going to do?�
�Going back to the house, Lila,� Sam said. �We�ve got a trap rigged for him. An army of cops out of sight. If things look normal around there��
�You�re the bait for the trap?�
�In a sense, I suppose. I��
�You are, Sam.� Her face was white now. �Don�t try to avoid the truth. You�re using yourself as bait. That�s very noble and brave. But it seems to me you have other responsibilities.�
�What would you have me do?�
�If he can�t find me here, he can�t find you here. Or anywhere we care to go. You and I can drive down to the beach, can�t we? And stay at a motel until this is over?�
�No, we can�t.�
�Why not?�
�I�ll tell you why.�
And he told her. Not gently. There was anger in him too. His voice was slow, implacable, and cold. Every cop hunting Poole, he said, was laying his life on the line. He was not going to run out on them. More than that, he said, his life and the lives of the other police were not the only ones at stake. He told her where they thought Poole was hiding � in someone�s home, holding them hostage � and that Poole would certainly kill again, unless they caught him soon.
�I�m a member of the human race,� he said. �It seems to me I owe my fellow members something. And I�m not taking any big risk. I�ll be covered. He won�t get through.�
�He won�t get through!� Lila said. �He came from Winston here, didn�t he? An escaped convict, on foot, without a friend � he got through half the police in the state, didn�t he? You said he couldn�t, but he did! He�s smarter than you think. He knows all your tricks. He�ll be watching for them. And you try to tell me there�s no risk.� Her voice turned hoarse. �Go on! Tell me again! Lie to me!�
�I won�t lie to you,� Sam said. �There is risk.�
She covered her face with her hands. She stood that way for a long moment, and when she took her hands away, Sam knew the final time had come. Her face was taut and white.
�I can�t go on,� she said. �I�d go stark raving mad if I tried to. You think your duty lies with your work. I think it lies with me � us. I�m not going to argue. I�m not going to fight. I love you, Sam. Perhaps too much. But I can�t go on wondering if the next footstep I hear will be a man come to tell me you�ve been killed. It will be easier to forget you than to live a nightmare.� Her hands were locked behind her. �Either we drive to the beach now, or we�re through.�
Quietly Sam asked, �Is that final, Lila?�
Mary said, �Sam! Lila! For the love of heaven��
Lila said, �That�s final, Sam.�
�We�ve had it, then,� Sam said. �Good luck, girl.�

A radio spoke quietly in the living room of the house on Holly Road. In a statement made at five P.M., the radio said, Lieutenant Snow, of the state patrol, had reaffirmed his positive belief that escaped convict-murderer Leon Poole was within the police cordon surrounding the Kretlow Hills. Bad weather and difficult terrain had slowed the search. It would continue, however, throughout the night. Every available man and means was being used. Capture was expected at any hour.
Leon Poole said, �True or false?�
No one answered him, for he was alone in the room. He got out of his chair and turned off the radio. He had slept most of the day, and the rest had done much for him. He looked well and felt well.
He stood for a moment, lips pursed. The body of Otto Flanders lay where it had fallen, blanket-covered. Leon Poole didn�t see it. He listened to the rain slatting against the windows. A night like this would be a good night, he thought. Everyone hurrying through the storm, heads down, collars up.
He thought about the radio announcement. It could be a trick, but it could be the truth too. The police might make a mistake like that. If they had made a mistake, it would be the best thing in the world for him. �I�m tempted,� he said. But still he had to think it through carefully. He thought the odds against him were very high. But hadn�t they always been? Would they ever be better than they were now? No. Every hour, every day increased the odds against him.
�Well, then,� he said, �now is the time.�
He went past the body. The bedroom door was open. He found the light switch. Grace Flanders was lying on the bed beneath a comforter. There was adhesive tape across her mouth. More tape bound her wrists and ankles. Shock had made her face vacantly ugly; her eyes were dull and puffed with weeping. Leon Poole did not look at her. He went around the bed to open the closet door.
He needed a dress, something plain and dark. Fit was no problem; Grace Flanders was a big woman, her hands and feet were large. He needed a coat with a full collar � fur, if the woman owned one. He needed shoes, a hat and an umbrella. He pawed through the dresses on the closet rack. The blue wool, he decided, would do nicely.

Sam Wagner was at home. The blinds were up, the living room was well lighted. Sam sat beneath a reading lamp, a magazine in his lap. His eyes went to the clock. Eight-fifteen. Outside, the storm still whipped the trees and threw rain in bursts against the windows. It had been a long afternoon and a long evening.
The compact two-way short-wave radio on the floor beside Sam�s chair spoke softly. A man on foot had entered the area. He was watched, checked from one post to another until he entered a house a block away, a family man home from work. A sedan, driven by a woman, turned onto Montgomery from a main east-west artery, moving slowly. It was tracked past Sam�s house almost to Van Brocklin, another main artery, where it turned again, out of the area. A pair of high-school kids ran past Sam�s house, heads down in the rain. Another car, a woman driver, another car, a man driver � checked in, checked out. It had been like that all afternoon and evening. Every approach was covered. Any man who even came close to the description of Leon Poole was followed by a dozen guns.

�A woman,� the radio said. �Fat, middle-aged, carrying an umbrella on Thirty-Fifth.�
�O.K.,� Chris Gillespie said. �Don�t scare her.�
He was in the house directly across the street from Wagner�s. He�d commandeered an upstairs bedroom. The searchlight was there, ready for use. Two riflemen stood behind darkened windows. Gillespie was the center of the radio net, every movement in the neighborhood was plotted and charted in the room where he sat. Brennan, at headquarters, was the center of a net that covered the city.
�Black coup� on Montgomery,� the radio said crisply. �Looks like a high-school kid driving.�
The black coup� was tracked and cleared.
Sam wondered if it would comfort the woman on Thirty-Fifth to know that never in her life would she be safer on a dark street than she was right now. She really had protection.
The radio again, Gillespie�s voice, �Sam, come in.�
Sam opened his microphone. �Sam speaking, Chris.�
�We�ve lost Lila,� Chris said.
�What d�you mean, lost her?�
�She�s not at my house. She walked out.�
�Why?� Sam said. �When?�
�That wife of mine,� Chris said. �She�s good people, all heart, but she can�t keep her nose out of things. She�s Mrs. Fixit, y�know. She�s got to help. She couldn�t stand Lila bein� mad at you. I�m goin� to paddle her for this, I promise you that. Sam, she told Lila the score, and I�m afraid she was rough about it. She told Lila you were sitting in for her, playing pigeon in Lila�s place.�
�How long ago did Lila leave?�
�Twenty or thirty minutes ago,� Chris said. �Hard to say exactly. Mary thought she was napping. She looked in the bedroom to check and Lila was gone. Sorry, Sam.� The radio was silent for a moment, then, �Any idea where she�d go? Her sister�s, maybe? Some other relative?�
Sam thought of Lila alone in Gillespie�s bedroom. Knowing now that she was Poole�s target, remembering the words she�d hurled at him. Sam found his hands were suddenly shaking. His voice was oddly thick.
�She�s coming home, Chris,� he said.
�Home?� Chris said. �What makes you think so?�
�She�s my wife, Chris. She�d want to be here.�
�Oh.� Again Chris was silent for a moment. �I think you�re right,� he said. �Lila would, with the chips down.�
Sam said, �Keep an eye out for her.�
�Check,� Chris said. �Will do.�

Lila Wagner was tired. She was sitting behind the driver, on the first seat of the Van Brocklin Street bus, her hands clenched in her lap. She was cold, wet, and she couldn�t remember another time when her head had ached so blindingly. She rubbed mist from the window and peered out into the rain-lashed night. Oak Street. Harrison next. Then the long climb up to Montgomery and she was home. Almost.
She didn�t want to think of the walk from the bus stop to the house � four blocks, and most of it in the thick dark beneath huge and ancient trees. She thought, instead, of Mary Gillespie, a white-faced, big-eyed Mary. She heard again Mary�s hurt and shaking voice.
�Hate me, if you will,� she�d said, �but I can�t wait any longer. You�re being a coward, Lila. A thoughtless, selfish coward.� Blazing anger hadn�t stopped her. �Sam puts his work before you, does he? Risks his life for strangers? Doesn�t care what happens to you? Well, here�s the truth. He�ll trade his life for yours any time. He�s offering to do it now. It isn�t Sam that Poole wants to kill. It�s you!�
There�d been more. And when Mary had left her, closing the bedroom door, there�d been a half hour in the darkness. A long look at Lila Wagner. Yes, she was a coward � that was her only clear decision. But somehow out of it had come the knowledge that she had to go home. Sam was taking her place, and that was wrong. His life was more important than her own. She couldn�t reason why. She knew it because her heart had told her so.
�Harrison,� the bus driver said.
A boulevard stop. The bus halted and a man and woman got aboard. Lila Wagner�s heart lurched. The man was short and fat, wrapped in a sodden trench coat. He dropped his fare in the box and turned. The man was not Poole; he was sixty or sixty-five. He wore a bristling gray mustache, a gray tuft of beard. But Lila, finding she�d held her breath, knew she�d been very much afraid.
�Montgomery next,� the driver said.
The bus crawled up the hill, buffeted by wind and rain. Lila watched the landmarks pass: the haloed neon of David Drug, the Thirty-Mart, the theatre and barbershop. Three blocks to go. Now waves of fear began to flow through her. The man with the beard had started them. Her mind filled with images of Poole � dark, liquid eyes, sodden face. He had stabbed a man in the throat, he was waiting somewhere for her. She looked out the window. Two blocks to go. One block. Now she found she didn�t want to ring the bell. She couldn�t face that dark and dripping tunnel beneath the trees. Not yet.
Her hand went up and pulled the cord.
The bus swung over to the curb, the door sighed open. I can�t get off. Sam, I can�t, I can�t. She was on her feet, going past the driver and down the steps. In a moment, the bus was gone. The service station and garage here were dark. The corner arc light bounced on the wind and long shadows raced across the pavement, clawing at her legs.
She looked down Montgomery Street toward home. Hedges and dripping trees and the wet shining of light on a parked car. Four blocks � four blocks was such an enormous distance. All that darkness, all those shadows, all those trees. A man, a dozen men, could be hidden along here. She couldn�t do it. No matter what the cost, she hadn�t the strength or the courage. And yet she did do it. She crossed the paved service-station lot and went into the dark beneath the trees.
Don�t think, she told herself. Just walk � fast.
Water spilled down the street to roar into the storm drains. At the intersection she had to wade in water ankle-deep. Then she was under the trees that roofed the walk again. �Only three blocks to go,� she whispered. �Just three.�
She saw the lumpy figure then. A woman standing against a hedge. A fat, middle-aged woman holding an umbrella. Not moving, not doing anything, just standing there. Lila glanced at her. There was darkness and shadow, but light enough to see a wet and pallid face above a coat collar of thin, wet fur. The woman wore a hat, shapeless, mashed and somehow � wrong! A silent shriek of warning rang in Lila�s mind. No woman would ever wear a hat like that. She looked again and saw eyes that were dark, liquid and staring. She knew those eyes.
Leon Poole, she told herself.
She heard his step on the walk behind her. She didn�t look back. She couldn�t look back. She walked steadily down the hill, shocked and numbed with terror. His footfalls exactly matched her own. He didn�t gain, he didn�t lag. The flesh of her back crawled with the waiting � waiting for the impact of a bullet or a sudden overpowering rush. Neither came. A half block and still nothing. Why? He had seen her face. He was following her, he must know who she was.
Then a cold clarity came to her mind. He wasn�t sure. He hadn�t seen her since the courtroom more than three years ago. She had changed, she�d lost weight, her face was thinner, her clothes were different. He wasn�t sure enough to cut her down. He was waiting for her to reach home. He knew the address. The moment she turned up the walk�
But she didn�t have to turn; she realized that suddenly. She could go past the house. The moment she did, she would be any woman in the world but Lila Wagner. Poole would let her go. He would turn to the house, to the lighted windows. The police were waiting for a man. Poole, in a woman�s clothes, would have time enough to reach a window, to find Sam, to lift his gun and shoot.
�Oh, God,� Lila whispered.
Again she measured her strength, her resolve, the cost. She�d found strength enough to leave Mary Gillespie, to ride the bus and leave the bus. She�d had enough to come this far. But this was the end. She couldn�t turn up the walk toward the house. It was beyond her, hopelessly beyond her.
�Oh, Sam,� she whispered. �I can�t do it.�
The short-wave radio beside Sam Wagner�s chair had been jammed with voices the past few minutes. The watch in the dark service station at Van Brocklin and Montgomery had seen a woman get off the bus. The woman might be Lila Wagner. The man in the service station did not know her; he could not be sure.
�Tall?� Sam said. �Gray coat, gray fur hat?�
�Check,� the radio said.
�A bus, for the luvva Mike!� This was Chris Gillespie�s voice. �Why not a cab right to her door?�
�She�s a frugal woman,� Sam said. �She hates cabs. A cab wouldn�t enter her mind.�
�Let�s pick her up,� Chris said.
�This�s Five,� a new voice said. �There�re two women now. The other�s the one we had on Thirty-Fifth. The fat job with the umbrella. She�s behind Mrs. Wagner.�
�Watch her!� Sam said. And then a new thought flashed in his mind. �Chris! Is the fat one a woman?�
Chris said, �Come in, anybody. Is that fat one a woman? Make damn sure. Poole�s fat, and he could wear a fat woman�s clothes. Sufferin� Joe, come in, somebody! Come in!�
Several voices spoke at once. Then a new voice came in clearly. �Had a look at her under the light at Thirty-Fourth. I wouldn�t bet she�s a woman. Under the umbrella, it�s hard to tell. But the way she walks, it�s not right.�
Chris said, �Let�s move in!�
�Stand fast!� Sam�s voice was harsh. �If that�s Poole, why�s he waiting? He�s not sure it�s Lila. He�s waiting to see if she comes here. If we move in, he�d know we�ve got him boxed and he�ll start shooting. Lila first.�
�Too late,� a voice said. �They�ve crossed.�
Another voice said, �I can stop him with a rifle. He won�t do any shooting after a slug hits him.�
�And if the fat one is a woman?� Sam asked.
Chris said, �You call it, Sam. We�ll do it.�

Leon Poole held the umbrella in his left hand. His right hand was in the pocket of Mrs. Flanders�s coat, holding tight to the butt of the heavy revolver. He was a dozen paces behind the tall, slender woman, walking carefully, trying to remember a woman�s stride was short and clipped. If he broke stride, the sound would frighten the woman. He didn�t want to frighten her. He wanted her to go on, unworried, to turn or not turn when she reached the Wagner residence.
�Not that I can hope she will,� he said.
Granted things could break for him, as well as against him. But too much good luck was suspicious. The wild-goose chase in the Kretlow Hills was all a man could really hope for. Then, after all the struggle and fight and risk, to have Lila Wagner pass within arm�s reach, alone, on a dark and deserted street � that was beyond all bounds of reason.
Her description fitted, yes. He�d often thought the face he�d seen in the courtroom could never change so much that he wouldn�t recognize it anywhere, any time, at a glance. And he�d been certain in the first brief moment. She was thinner, but she was the woman. Then reason had asserted itself. It was more luck than he could hope for. And if he killed the wrong woman here, so close to Wagner�s, the police would know what he intended and guard her well, and his last hope of seeing justice done would vanish.
�I can wait,� he said, �a little longer.�
Lila Wagner would go into the Wagner house. Another woman would continue on. As simple as that. When she turned, if she turned, he would have time � perhaps as she climbed the front steps, perhaps as she opened the door. If she didn�t turn, then he could try the windows. The house had been well lighted when he�d driven by a little while ago. There was someone home. Surely he would be able to find Lila Wagner through one of the windows. If not the woman, then Sam Wagner. He would have to take what he could get now; he was sure he would never get this close again.
He carefully matched his stride with that of the woman ahead, step for step. He felt like a man walking a very high wire, danger on every hand, the goal almost within his reach. And he was confident. He would reach the goal. The Wagner walk was only a few steps away.
The woman ahead faltered. A catch in her stride, a half stumble. Poole�s hand closed tightly on the gun. His every sense became alert. Two more strides and the woman faltered again. Her head was bent, one hand seemed to be at her face. The Wagner walk was only a step or two ahead of her. She straightened to walk firmly, determinedly. She was going past the Wagner house, Poole knew that suddenly and certainly. He cursed softly. This was not the woman.
A stride beyond the walk, Lila turned. She�d met a barrier she couldn�t pass. A barrier within herself. She turned suddenly, glad that she had to turn, glad that she could turn and run, bent low and screaming, toward the front porch. She heard the roar of a gun and fell.
Her sudden movement had surprised Poole. Sure she was going on, he�d relaxed for a moment. Then he�d drawn the gun and fired hurriedly at the bent, fast-moving figure. He missed. He knew he�d missed. He lifted the gun for another shot. It was a shot he never fired.
A wild man vaulted the hedge between Poole and the Wagner walk. A man in shirt sleeves who planted himself on widespread legs, facing Poole, gun in hand. Brilliant light burst upon them both; glaring light. Poole tried to shift his gun for a shot at the man in front of him. Again, too late. Sam Wagner fired first. At ten feet, in bright light, he did not miss. Nor did the others. Rifles boomed across the street, revolvers barked and a submachine gun tore the night with chattering sound. Leon Poole was dead before his body struck the walk.

The night passed. A long night for Lila. A confused night. A night in which her husband proved himself a hard-fisted, swearing, unreasonable tyrant. She remembered him lunging up the front lawn, scooping her up in his arms and slamming into the house with her. She remembered him bellowing, �A doctor! Get a doctor fast!� He�d thrown her on the bed so hard she bounced; he�d petted her until she was black and blue. Had she cried? Of course, she�d cried. She�d been half out of her mind, crying about a dozen things.
�Sam, for the love of Pete!� Chris Gillespie�s voice. �Will you stop pounding on her? She�ll be all right. Do something useful, bar the door. There�s a howling mob out there, and more coming all the time.�
Police, reporters, photographers, curious � hundreds, by the sound of them. She�d heard Sam�s voice roaring above the clamor. �No! No pictures, no stories! Tomorrow, or next week, or never! But not now!�
The doctor, then, �No harm done, Mr. Wagner. Your child will be along on schedule. Your wife�s a strong woman.�
And Sam: �You�re telling me?�
A wonderful thing to sleep on, a wonderful thing to wake up to. And now, in the quiet of her bedroom in the morning, something wonderfully warm to hold in her heart. She�d been afraid, terribly afraid. But still she�d been the wife Sam needed and wanted and had to have. She was grateful that she had, proud that she had. And she was sure, now, that she could always be that kind of wife. Worth it? A hundred times worth it. He was out in the kitchen, a whistling, happy man. In a moment he came into the bedroom with a breakfast tray. When he looked at her, his pale blue eyes were shining.
�What d�you say, sweet? Hungry?�
�Like a horse,� she said. �Both of us. We�re hungry as a team of horses.�

Face Work
CORNELL WOOLRICH

THE STORY
Original publication:Black Mask, October 1937, as by William Irish; first collected in Six Nights of Mystery by William Irish (New York, Popular Library, 1950). Note: The title was changed to �One Night in New York� for its first book publication.

Perhaps it is not surprising that Cornell George Hopley-Woolrich (1903�1968) wrote some of the darkest, most despairing, most heartbreaking noir fiction in the history of American crime literature. The lives he portrayed as sad and hopeless was the life he lived, though without the murders.
Born in New York City, he grew up in Latin America and New York, and was educated at Columbia University, to which he left his literary estate. A sad and lonely man, he was so friendless and isolated that he desperately dedicated books to his typewriter and to his hotel room. Woolrich was almost certainly a closeted homosexual (his marriage was terminated almost immediately) and an alcoholic, so antisocial and reclusive that he refused to leave his hotel room when his leg became infected, ultimately resulting in its amputation.
The majority of his work has an overwhelming darkness and few of his characters, whether good or evil, have much hope for happiness � or even justice. No twentieth-century author equaled Woolrich�s ability to create suspense, and Hollywood producers recognized it early on. Few writers have had as many films based on their work as Woolrich, beginning with Convicted (1938), based on �Face Work,� which starred a very young Rita Hayworth.
�Face Work� is a story that appears to have been particularly close to Woolrich�s heart and is one of his most anthologized. He wrote a similar plotline in �Murder in Wax,� which was first published in the March 1, 1935, issue of Dime Detective, which he rewrote and changed the title of in order to be able to sell it to Black Mask. He continued to like it so much that he expanded it to become one of his most successful novels, The Black Angel (1943), which inspired its own motion picture, Black Angel (1946), which starred Dan Duryea, Peter Lorre, and June Vincent.

THE FILM
Title: Convicted, 1938
Studio: Columbia Pictures
Director: Leon Barsha
Screenwriter: Edgar Edwards
Producer: Kenneth J. Bishop (uncredited)

THE CAST
��Charles Quigley (Police Detective Burns)
��Rita Hayworth (Jerry Wheeler)
��Marc Lawrence (Milton Militis)

An unusually short film (fifty-eight minutes), its brevity allows it to closely adhere to the central element of Woolrich�s outstanding short story.
A man, Chick Wheeler (played by Edgar Edwards, the writer of the screenplay), has been framed for a murder and Jerry Wheeler, his sister, a nightclub entertainer known as �the Mistress of the Rhumba,� played by the gorgeous nineteen-year-old Rita Hayworth, tries to prove his innocence. Convinced that the real killer is the owner of a nightclub, she gets a job there to try to find evidence but he soon realizes what she is doing and plans to dispose of her.
Although he arrested and helped convict Chick, the cop on the case comes to believe he�s arrested the wrong man and tries to help Jerry free her brother. He also tries to help himself by coming on to Jerry, calling her �Angel Face.� Who can blame him?

FACE WORK
Cornell Woolrich

I had on my best hat and my warpaint when I dug into her bell. You�ve heard makeup called that a thousand times, but this is one time it rated it; it was just that � warpaint.
I caught Ruby Rose Reading at breakfast time � hers, not mine. Quarter to three in the afternoon. Breakfast was a pink soda-fountain mess, a tomato-and-lettuce � both untouched � and an empty glass of Bromo Seltzer, which had evidently had first claim on her. There were a pair of swell ski slides under her eyes � she was reading Gladys Glad�s beauty column to try to figure out how to get rid of them before she went out that night and got a couple more. A maid had opened the door and given me a yellowed optic. �Yes, ma�am, who do you wish to see?�
�I see her already,� I said, �so skip the Morse code.� I went in up to Ruby Rose�s ten-yard line. �Wheeler�s the name,� I said. �Does it mean anything to you?�
�Should it?� She was dark and Salome-ish. She was mean. She was bad medicine. I could see his finish right there, in her eyes. And it hadn�t been any fun to dance at Texas Guinan�s or Larry Fay�s when I was sixteen, to keep him out of the orphan asylum or the reformatory. I hadn�t spent most of my young girlhood in a tinseled G-string to have her take apart what I�d built up just to see what made him tick.
I said, �I don�t mind coming right out with it in front of your maid � if you don�t.�
But evidently she did.
She hit her with the tomato-and-lettuce in the left eye as preamble to the request: �Whaddo I pay you for, anyway? Take Foo-Too around the block a couple of times.�
�I took him once already, and he was a good boy� was the weather report she got on this.
�Well, take him again. Maybe you can kid him it�s tomorrow already.�
The maid fastened something that looked like the business end of a floor mop to a leash and went out shaking her head. �You sure didn�t enjoy yourself last night. That Stork Club never agrees with you.�
As soon as the gallery was out of the way I said, �You lay off my brother!�
She lit a cigarette and nosed the smoke at me. �Well, Gracie Allen, you�ve come to the wrong place looking for your brother. And, just for the record, what am I supposed to have done to him, cured him of wiping his nose on his sleeve or something?�
�He�s been spending dough like wild, dough that doesn�t come out of his salary.�
�Then where does it come from?� she asked.
�I haven�t found out. I hope his firm never does, either.� I shifted gears, went into low � like when I used to sing �Poor Butterfly� for the customers � but money couldn�t have dragged this performance out of me, it came from the heart, without pay.
�There�s a little girl on our street � oh, not much to look at, thinks twelve o�clock�s the middle of the night and storks leave babies, but she�s ready to take up where I leave off, pinch pennies and squeeze nickels along with him, build him into something, get him somewhere, not spread him all over the landscape. He�s just a man who doesn�t know what�s good for him, doesn�t know his bass from his oboe. I can�t stand by and watch her chew her heart up. Give her a break, and him, and me. Pick on someone your own size, someone who can take it. Have your fun and more power to you � but not with all I�ve got!�
She banged her cigarette to death against a tray. �Okay, is the screen test about over? Now, will you get out of here, you ham actress, and lemme get my massage?�
She went over and got the door ready for me. Gave a traffic-cop signal over her shoulder with one thumb. �I�ve heard of wives pulling this act, and even mothers, and in a pitcher I saw only lately � Camilly, it was called � it was the old man. Now it�s a sister!� She gave the ceiling the once-over. �What�ll they think of next? Send grandma around tomorrow � next week East Lynne. Come on, make it snappy!� she invited, and hitched her elbow at me. If she�d touched me, I think I�d have murdered her.
�If you feel I�m poison, why don�t you put it up to your brother?� she signed off. And very low, just before she walloped the door after me: �And see how far you get!�

She was right.
I said, �Chick, you�re not going to chuck your job, you�re not going to Chicago with that dame, are you?�
He looked at me funny and he said, �How did you know?�
�I saw your valise all packed when I wanted to send one of your suits to the cleaners.�
�You ought to be a detective,� he said, and he wasn�t pally. �Okay, now that you mention it,� and he went in and he got it to show me the back of it going out the door.
But I got over to the door before he did and pulled a Custer�s Last Stand. I skipped the verse and went into the patter chorus. And, boy, did I sell it, without a spot and without a muted trumpet solo, either! At the El-Fay in the old days they would have been crying into their gin and wiring home to mother.
�I�m not asking anything for myself. I�m older than you, Chick, and when a girl says that you�ve got her down to bedrock. I�ve been around plenty, and �around� wasn�t pretty. Maybe you think it was fun wrestling my way home each morning at five, and no holds barred, just so... so� Oh, I didn�t know why myself sometimes � just so you wouldn�t turn out to be another corner lizard, a sharp-shooter, a bum like the rest of them. Chick, you�re just a punk of twenty-four, but as far as I�m concerned the sun rises and sets across your shoulders. Me and little Mary Allen, we�ve been rooting for you all along. What�s the matter with her, Chick? Just because her face don�t come out of boxes and she doesn�t know the right grips, don�t pass her by for something that ought to be shampooed out of your hair with gasoline.�
But he didn�t have an ear for music. The siren song had got to him like Ulysses. And once they hear that�
�Get away from the door,� he said, way down low. �I never raised a hand to you in my life, I don�t want to now.�
The last I saw of him he was passing the back of his hand slowly up and down his side, like he was ashamed of it. The valise was in the other one. I picked myself up from the opposite side of the foyer where he�d sent me, the place all buckling around me like seen through a sheet of water. I called out after him through the open door: �Don�t go, Chick! You�re heading straight for the eight-ball! Don�t go to her, Chick!� The acoustics were swell � every door in the hall opened to get an earful.
He stood there a split-second without looking back at me, yellow light gushing out at him through the porthole of the elevator. He straightened his hat, which my chin against his duke had dislodged � and no more Chick.

At about four that morning, I was still sniveling into the gin he�d left behind him and talking to him across the table from me � without getting any answer � when the doorbell rang. I thought it was him for a minute, but it was two other guys. They didn�t ask if they could come in, they just went way around to the other side of me and showed me a couple of tin-heeled palms. So I did the coming in after them. I lived there, after all.
They looked the place over like they were prospective tenants being shown an apartment. I didn�t go for that; detectives belong in the books you read in bed, not in your apartment at four bells, big as life. �Three closets,� I mentioned, �and you get a month�s concession. I�m not keeping you gentlemen up, am I?�
One of them was kind of posh-looking. I mean, he�d washed his face lately, and if he�d been the last man in the world, well, all right, maybe I could have overlooked the fact he was a bloodhound on two legs. The other one had a face like one of those cobblestones they dug up off Eighth Avenue when they removed the trolley tracks.
�You�re Jerry Wheeler, aren�t you?� the first one told me.
�I�ve known that for twenty-seven years,� I said. �What brought the subject up?�
Cobblestone-face said, �Chick Wheeler�s sister, that right?�
�I�ve got a brother and I call him Chick,� I consented. �Any ordinance against that?�
The younger one said, �Don�t be so hard to handle. You�re going to talk to us and like it.� He sat down in a chair and cushioned his hands behind his dome. �What time did he leave here this evening?�
Something warned me, Don�t answer that. I said, �I really couldn�t say. I�m not a train-dispatcher.�
�He was going to Chicago with a dame named Ruby Rose Reading � you knew that, didn�t you?�
I thought, I hit the nail on the head � he did help himself to his firm�s money. Wonder how much he took? Well, I guess I�ll have to go back to work again at one of the hot spots. Maybe I can square it for him, pay back a little each week. I kept my face steady.
I said, �Now, why would he go anywhere with anyone with a name like that? It sounds like it came off a bottle of nailpolish. Come to the point, gentlemen � yes, I mean you two. What�s he supposed to have done?�
�There�s no supposition about what he�s done. He went to the Alcazar Arms at eight-fifteen tonight and throttled Ruby Rose Reading to death, Angel Face.�
And that was the first time I heard myself called that. I also heard the good-looking one remonstrate: �Aw, don�t give it to her that sudden, Coley � she�s a girl, after all,� but it came from way far away. I was down around their feet somewhere sniffling into the carpet.
The good-looking one picked me up and straightened me out in a chair. Cobblestone said, �Don�t let her fool you, Burnsie, they all pull that collapsible-concertina act when they wanna get out of answering questions.� He went into the bedroom and I could hear him pulling out bureau drawers and rummaging around.
I got up on one elbow. I said, �Burns, he didn�t do it! Please � he didn�t do it! All right, I did know about her. He was sold on her. That�s why he couldn�t have done it. You don�t kill someone you love!�
He just kind of looked at me. He said, �I�ve been on the squad eight years now. We never in all that time caught a guy as dead to rights as your brother. He showed up with his valise in the foyer of the Alcazar at exactly twelve minutes past eight tonight. He said to the doorman, �What time is it? Did Miss Reading send her baggage down yet? We�ve got to make a train.� Well, she had sent her baggage down, and then she�d changed her mind, she�d had it all taken back upstairs again. There�s your motive right there. The doorman rang her apartment and said through the announcer, �Mr. Wheeler�s here.� And she gave a dirty laugh and sang out, �I can hardly wait.�
�So at thirteen past eight she was still alive. He went up, and he�d no sooner got there than her apartment began to signal the doorman frantically. No one answered his hail over the announcer, so he chased up and he found your brother crouched over her, shaking her, and she was dead. At fifteen minutes past eight o�clock. Is that a case or is that a case?�
I said, �How do you know somebody else wasn�t in that apartment and strangled her just before Chick showed up? It�s got to be that!�
He said, �What d�you suppose they�re paying that doorman seventy-five a month for? The only other caller she had that whole day was you yourself, at three that afternoon, five full hours before. And she�d only been dead fifteen to twenty minutes by the time the assistant medical examiner got to her.�
I said, �Does Chick say he did it?�
�When you�ve been in this business as long as I have, you�d have their heads examined if any of them ever admitted doing anything. Oh, no-o, of course he didn�t do it. He says he was crouched over her, shaking her, trying to restore her.�
I took a deep breath. I said, �Gimme a swallow of that gin.�
He did. �Thanks.� I put the tumbler down again. I looked him right in the eye. �All right, I did it! Now how d�you like that? I begged him not to throw his life away on her. Anyway, when he walked out, I beat him to her place in a taxi, got there first, and gave her one last chance to lay off him. She wouldn�t take it. She was all soft and squashy and I just took a grip and pushed hard.�
�And the doorman?� he said with a smile.
�His back was turned. He was out at the curb seeing some people into a cab. When I left, I took the stairs down. When Chick signaled from her apartment and the doorman left his post, I just walked out. It was a pushover.�
His smile was a grin. �Well, if you killed her, you killed her.� He called in to the other room, �Hey, Coley, she says she killed her!�
Coley came back, flapped his hand at me disgustedly, and said, �Come on, let�s get out of here, there�s nothing doing around here.�
He opened the door and went out into the hall. I said, �Well, aren�t you going to take me with you? Aren�t you going to let him go and hold me instead?�
�Who the hell wants you?� came back through the open door.
Burns, as he got up to follow him, said offhandedly, �And what was she wearing when you killed her?� But he kept walking toward the door without waiting for the answer. I swallowed hard. �I... I was too steamed up to notice colors or anything, but she had on her coat and hat, ready to leave.�
He turned around at the door and looked at me. His grin was sort of sympathetic, understanding. �Sure,� he said softly. �I guess she took �em off, though, after she found out she was dead and wasn�t going anywhere, after all. We found her in pajamas. Write us a nice long letter about it tomorrow, Angel Face. We�ll see you at the trial, no doubt.�
There was a glass cigarette-box at my elbow. I grabbed it and heaved, berserk. �You rotten, lowdown � detective, you! Going around snooping, framing innocent people to death! Get out of here � I hope I never see your face again!�
It missed his head, crashed and tinkled against the door-frame to one side of him. He didn�t cringe � he just gave a long drawn-out whistle. �Maybe you did do it at that,� he said, �maybe I�m underestimating you,� and he touched his hatbrim and closed the door after him.

The courtroom was unnaturally still. A big blue fly was buzzing on the inside of the window-pane nearest me, trying to find its way out. The jurists came filing in like ghosts and slowly filled the double row of chairs in the box. All you could hear was a slight rustle of clothing as they seated themselves. I kept thinking of the Inquisition and wondered why they didn�t have black hoods over their heads.
�Will the foreman of the jury please stand?�
I spaded both my hands down past my hips and grabbed the edges of my seat. My handkerchief fell on the floor and the man next to me picked it up and handed it back to me. I tried to thank him but my jaws wouldn�t unlock.
�Gentlemen of the jury, have you reached a verdict?�
�We have, your honor.�
�Gentlemen of the jury, what is your verdict?�
My heart stopped banging. Even the fly stopped buzzing. The whole works stood still.
�We find the defendant guilty of murder in the first degree.�
Some woman screamed out �No!� at the top of her lungs. They were all turning their heads to look around at me. The next thing I knew I was outside in the corridor and a lot of people were standing around me. Everything looked blurred. Someone said, �Give her air, stand back.� Another voice said, �His sister. She was on the stand earlier in the week.� Ammonia fumes kept tickling the membranes of my nostrils. The first voice said, �Take her home. Where does she live? Anybody know where she lives?�
�I know where she lives. I�ll take care of her.�
Somebody put an arm around my waist and walked me to the creaky courthouse elevator, led me out to the street, got in a taxi after me. I looked, and it was that dick, Burns. I climbed to the corner of the cab, put my feet on the seat, and shuffled them at him. �Get away from me, you devil! You railroaded him, you butcher!�
�Attagirl,� he said gently. He gave the old address, where Chick and I had lived. The cab started and I felt too low even to fight any more.
�Not there,� I said sullenly. �I�m holed up in a furnished room off Second Avenue now. I�ve hocked everything I own, down to my vaccination mark. How d�you suppose I got that lawyer Schlesinger for him? And a lot of good it did him. What a washout he turned out to be.�
�Don�t blame him,� he said. �He couldn�t buck that case we turned over to the State � Darrow himself couldn�t have. What he should have done was let him plead guilty to second-degree, then he wouldn�t be in line for short-circuiting. That was his big mistake.�
�No! He wanted to do that, but Chick and I wouldn�t hear of it! Why should he plead guilty to anything, when he�s innocent? That�s a guilty man�s dodge, not an innocent man�s. He hasn�t got half an hour�s detention rightfully coming to him � why should he lie down and accept twenty years? He didn�t lay a hand on Ruby Reading.�
�Eleven million people and the mighty State of New York say he did.�
When the cab drew to the curb, I got out and went in the grubby entrance between a delicatessen and a Chinese laundry. �Don�t come in with me, I don�t want to see any more of you!� I said over my shoulder to Burns. �If I was a man I�d knock you down and beat the living hell out of you!�
He came in, though � and upstairs he closed the door behind him, pushing me out of the way to get in. He said, �You need help, Angel Face, and I�m crying to give it to you.�
�Oh, biting the hand that feeds you, turning into a double-crosser��
�No,� he said, �no,� and sort of held out his hands as if asking me for something. �Sell me, won�t you?� he almost pleaded. �Sell me that he�s innocent and I�ll work my fingers raw to back you up. I didn�t frame your brother, I only did my job. I was sent there by my superiors in answer to the patrolman�s call that night, questioned Chick, put him under arrest. You heard me answering their questions on the stand. Did I distort the facts any? All I told them was what I saw with my own eyes, what I found when I got to Reading�s apartment. Don�t hold that against me, Angel Face. Sell me � convince me he didn�t do it and I�m with you up to the hilt.�
�Why?� I said cynically. �Why this sudden yearning to undo the damage you�ve already done?�
He opened the door to go. �Look in the mirror sometime and find out. You can reach me at Centre Street � Nick Burns.� He held out his hand uncertainly, probably expecting me to slap it aside.
I took it instead. �Okay, Flatfoot.� I sighed wearily. �No use holding it against you that you�re a detective, you probably don�t know any better. Before you go, gimme the address of that maid of hers, Mandy Leroy. I�ve got an idea she didn�t tell all she knew.�
�She went home at five that day. How can she help you?�
�I bet she was greased plenty to softpedal the one right name that belongs in this case. She may not have been there, but she knew who to expect around. She may even have tipped him off that Ruby Rose was throwing him over. It takes a woman to see through a woman.�
�Better watch yourself going up there alone,� he warned me. He took out a notebook. �Here it is, One Eighteenth, just off Lenox,� I jotted it down. �If she was paid off like you think, how are you going to restore her memory? It�ll take heavy sugar.� He fumbled in his pocket, looked at me like he was a little scared of me, then finally took out something and shoved it out of sight on the bureau. �Try your luck with that,� he said. �Use it where it�ll do the most good. Try a little intimidation with it, it may work.�
I grabbed it up and he ducked out in a hurry, the big coward. A hundred and fifty bucks! I ran out to the stairs after him. �Hey,� I yelled, �aren�t you married or anything?�
�Naw,� he called back. �I can always get it back anyway, if it does the trick.� And then he added, �I always did want to have something on you, Angel Face.�
I went back into my cubbyhole again. I hadn�t cried in court when Chick got the ax, just yelled out. But now my eyes got all wet.

�Mandy don�t live here no more,� the janitor of the 118th Street tenement told me.
�Where�d she go? And don�t tell me you don�t know, because it won�t work.�
�She moved to a mighty presumptuous neighborhood all of a sudden. To Edgecomb Ave.�
Edgecomb Avenue is nothing to be ashamed of in any man�s town. Every one of the trim modern apartment buildings had a glossy private car or two parked in front of the door. I went to the address the janitor had given me and thought they were having a housewarming at first. They were singing inside and it sounded like a revival meeting.
A fat old lady came to the door in a black silk dress, tears streaming down her cheeks. �I�m her mother, honey,� she said softly in answer to what I told her, �and you done come at an evil hour. My lamb was run over on the street, right outside this building, only yesterday, first day we moved here. She�s in there dead now, honey. The Lawd give and the Lawd has took away again.�
I did a little thinking. Why her, when she held the key to the Reading murder? �How did it happen to her, did they tell you?�
�Two white men in a car,� she mourned. �Appeared almost like they run her down purposely. She was walking along the sidewalk, folks tell me, nowhere near the gutter, and it swung right up on the sidewalk after her, went over her, then looped out in the middle again and light away without never stopping!�
I went away saying to myself, That girl was murdered as sure as I�m born, to shut her mouth. First she was bribed, then when the trial was safely over she was put out of the way for good!
Somebody big was behind all this. And what did I have to fight that somebody with? A borrowed hundred and fifty bucks, an offer of cooperation from a susceptible detective, and a face.

I went around to the building Ruby Rose had lived in and struck the wrong shift. �Charlie Baker doesn�t come on until six, eh?� I asked the doorman. �Where does he live? I want to talk to him.�
�He don�t come on at all any more. He quit his job, as soon as that�� he tilted his head to the ceiling ��mess we had upstairs was over with and he didn�t have to appear in court no more.�
�Well, where�s he working now?�
�He ain�t working at all, lady. He don�t have to any more. I understand a relative of his died in the old country, left him quite a bit, and him and his wife and three kids have gone back to England to live.�
So he�d been paid off heavily, too. It looked like I was up against Wall Street itself. No wonder everything had gone so smoothly. No wonder even a man like Schlesinger hadn�t been able to make a dent in the case.
But I�m not licked yet, I said to myself, back in my room. I�ve still got this face. It ought to be good for something. If I only knew where to push it, who to flash it on.
Burns showed up that night, to find out how I was making out. �Here�s your hundred and fifty back,� I told him bitterly. �I�m up against a stone wall every way I turn. But is it a coincidence that the minute the case is in the bag, their two chief witnesses are permanently disposed of, one by exportation, the other by hit-and-run? They�re not taking any chances on anything backfiring later.�
He said, �You�re beginning to sell me. It smells like rain.�
I sat down on the floor (there was only one chair in the dump) and took a dejected half-Nelson around my own ankles. �Look, it goes like this. Some guy did it. Some guy that was sold on her. Plenty of names were spilled by Mandy and Baker, but not the right one. The ones that were brought out didn�t lead anywhere, you saw that yourself. The mechanics of the thing don�t trouble me a bit, the how and why could be cleared up easy enough � even by you.�
�Thanks,� he said.
�It�s the who that has me buffaloed. There�s a gap there I can�t jump across to the other side. From there on, I could handle it beautifully. But I�ve got to close that gap, that who, or I might as well put in the order for Chick�s headstone right now.�
He took out a folded newspaper and whacked himself disgustedly across the shins with it. �Tough going, kid,� he agreed.
�I�ll make it,� I said. �You can�t keep a good girl down. The right guy is in this town. And so am I in this town. I�ll connect with him yet, if I�ve got to use a ouija board!�
He said, �You haven�t got all winter. He comes up for sentence Wednesday.� He opened the door. �I�m on your side,� he let me know in that quiet way of his.
He left the paper behind him on the chair. I sat down and opened it. I wasn�t going to do any reading, but I wanted to think behind it. And then I saw her name. The papers had been full of her name for weeks, but this was different; this was just a little boxed ad off at the side.
AUCTION SALE
JEWELRY, PERSONAL EFFECTS, AND FURNITURE BELONGING TO THE LATE
RUBY ROSE READING
MONARCH GALLERIES   SATURDAY A.M.
I dove at the window, rammed it up, leaned halfway out. I caught him just coming out of the door. �Burns!� I screeched at the top of my voice. �Hey, Burns! Bring that hundred and fifty back up here! I�ve changed my mind!�

The place was jammed to the gills with curiosity-mongers and bargain-hunters � and probably professional dealers, too, although they were supposed to be excluded. There were about two dozen of those 100-watt blue-white bulbs in the ceiling that auction rooms go in for and the bleach of light was intolerable, worse than on a sunny beach at high noon.
I was down front, in the second row on the aisle. I�d gotten there early. I wasn�t interested in her diamonds or her furs or her thissas or her thattas. I was hoping something would come up that would give me some kind of a clue, but what I expected it to be I didn�t know myself. An inscription on a cigarette case maybe. I knew how little chance there was of anything like that. The D.A.�s office had sifted through her things pretty thoroughly before Chick�s trial, and what they�d turned up hadn�t amounted to a row of pins. She�d been pretty cagey that way, hadn�t left much around. All bills had been addressed to her personally, just like she�d paid her rent with her own personal checks, and fed the account herself. Where the funds originated in the first place was never explained. I suppose she took in washing.
They started off with minor articles first, to warm the customers up. A cocktail shaker that played a tune, a makeup mirror with a light behind it, a ship�s model, things like that. They got around to her clothes next, and the women customers started ohing and ahing and foaming at the mouth. By the looks of most of them, that was probably the closest they�d ever get to real sin, bidding for its hand-me-downs.
The furniture came next, and they started to talk real money now. This out of the way, her ice came on. Brother, she�d made them say it with diamonds, and they�d all spoken above a whisper, too! When the last of it went, that washed up the sale � there was nothing else left to dispose of but the little rosewood jewel case she�d kept them in. About ten by twelve by ten inches deep, with a little gilt key and lock. Not worth a damn, but there it was. However, if you think an auctioneer passes up anything, you don�t know your auctioneers.
�What am I offered for this?� he said almost apologetically. �Lovely little trinket box � give it to your best girl or your wife or your mother to keep her ornaments or old love letters in.� He knocked the veneer with his knuckles, held it outward to show us the satin lining. Nothing in it, like in a vaudeville magician�s act. �Do I hear fifty cents, just to clear the stand?�
Most of them were getting up and going already. An overdressed guy in my same row across the aisle spoke up. �You hear a buck.�
I took a look at him and I took a look at the box. If you want it, I want it, too, I decided suddenly. A guy splurged up like that don�t hand a plain wooden box like that to any woman he knows. I opened my mouth for the first time since I�d come in. �You hear a dollar and a quarter.�
�Dollar-fifty.�
�Two dollars.�
�Five.� The way he snapped it out, he meant business.
I�d never had such a strong hunch in my life before, but now I wanted that box, had to have it. I felt it would do me some good. Maybe this overdressed monkey had given it to her, maybe Burns could trace where it had been bought.
�Seven-fifty.�
�Ten.�
�Twelve.�
The auctioneer was in seventh heaven. You�re giving yourself away, brother, you�re giving yourself away! I warned my competitor silently.
We leaned forward out of our seats and sized each other up. If he was giving himself away, I suppose I was, too. I could see a sort of shrewd speculation in his snaky eyes. They screwed up into slits, seeming to say, What�s your racket? Something cold went down my back, hot as it was under all those mazdas.
�Twenty-five dollars,� he said inexorably.
I thought, I�m going to get that thing if I spend every cent of the money Burns loaned me!
�Thirty,� I said.
With that, to my surprise, he stood up, flopped his hand at it disgustedly, and walked out.
When I came out five minutes later with the box wrapped up under my arm, I saw him sitting in a young dreadnaught with another man a few yards down the street.
So I�m going to be followed home, I said to myself, to find out who I am. That didn�t worry me any. I�d rented the room under my old stage name of Honey Sebastian (my idea of a classy tag at sixteen) to escape the notoriety attendant on Chick�s trial. I turned up the other way and hopped down into the subway, which is about the best bet when the following is to be done from a car. As far as I could make out, no one came after me.
I watched the street from a corner of the window after I got home, and no one going by stopped or looked at the house or did anything but mind his own business. And if it had been that flashy guy on my tail, you could have heard him coming from a block away. I turned to the wrapped box and broke the string.

Burns� knock at my door at five that afternoon was a tattoo of anxious impatience. �God, you took long to get here!� I blurted out. �I phoned you three times since noon.�
�Lady,� he protested, �I�ve been busy, I was out on something else. I only just got back to Headquarters ten minutes ago. Boy, you threw a fright into me.�
I didn�t stoop to asking him why he should be so worried something had happened to me � he might have given me the right answer. �Well,� I said, �I�ve got him.� And I passed him the rosewood jewel case.
�Got who?�
�The guy that Chick�s been made a patsy for.�
He opened it, looked in, looked under it. �What�s this?�
�Hers. I had a hunch, and I bought it. He must have had a hunch, too, only his agent � and it must have been his agent, he wouldn�t show up himself � didn�t follow it through, wasn�t sure enough. Stick your thumb under the little lock � not over it, down below it � and press hard on the wood.�
He did, and something clicked � and the satin bottom flapped up, like it had with me.
�Fake bottom, eh?� he said.
�Read that top letter out loud. That was the last one she got, the very day it happened.�
� �You know, baby,� � Burns read, � �I think too much of you to ever let you go. And if you ever tired of me and tried to leave me, I�d kill you first, and then you could go wherever you want. They tell me you�ve been seen going around a lot lately with some young punk. Now, baby, I hope for his sake � and yours, too � that when I come back day after tomorrow I find it isn�t so, just some more of my boys� lies. They like to rib me sometimes, see if I can take it or not.� �
�He gave her a bum steer there on purpose,� I pointed out. �He came back �tomorrow� and not the �day after,� and caught her with the goods.�
� �Milt,� � Burns read from the bottom of the page. And then he looked at me, and didn�t see me for once.
�Militis, of course,� I said, �the Greek nightclub king. Milton, as he calls himself. Everyone on Broadway knows him. And yet, do you notice how that name stayed out of the trial? Not a whisper from beginning to end. That�s the missing name, all right!�
�It reads that way, I know,� he said undecidedly, �but she knew her traffic signals. Why would she chuck away the banana and hang onto the skin? In other words, Milton spells real dough, your brother wasn�t even carfare.�
�But Militis had her branded��
�Sure, but��
�No. I�m not talking slang now. I mean actually, physically. It�s mentioned in one of these letters. The autopsy report had it, too, remember? Only they mistook it for an operation scar or scald. Well, when a guy does that, anyone would have looked good to her, and Chick was probably a godsend. The branding was probably not the half of it, either. It�s fairly well known that Milton likes to play rough with his women.�
�All right, kid,� he said, �but I�ve got bad news for you. This evidence isn�t strong enough to have the verdict set aside and a new trial called. A clever mouthpiece could blow this whole pack of letters out the window with one breath. Ardent Greek temperament and that kind of thing, you know. You remember how Schlesinger dragged it out of Mandy that she�d overheard more than one guy make the same kind of jealous threats. Did it do any good?�
�This is the McCoy, though. He came through, this one, Militis.�
�But, baby, you�re telling it to me, and I convince easy from you. You�re not telling it to the grand jury.�
I shoved the letters at him. �Just the same, have �em photostated, every last one of them, and put �em in a cool, dry place. I�m going to dig up something a little more convincing to go with them, if that�s what�s needed. What clubs does he own?�
�What clubs doesn�t he? There�s Hell�s Bells�� He stopped short, looked at me. �You stay out of there.�
�One word from you�� I purred, and closed the door after him.

�A little higher,� the manager said. �Don�t be afraid, we�ve seen it all before.�
I took another hitch in my hoisted skirt and gave him a look. �If it�s my appendix you want to size up, say so. It�s easier to uncover the other way around, from up to down. I just sing and dance � I don�t bathe for the customers.�
�I like �em like that.� He nodded approvingly to his yes-man. �Give her a chord, Mike,� he said to his pianist.
� �The Man I Love,� � I said. �I do dusties, not new ones.�
After a few bars, �Good tonsils,� he said. �Give her a dance chorus, Mike.�
Mike said disgustedly, �Why d�ya wanna waste your time? Even if she was paralyzed from the waist down and had a voice like a frog, ain�t you got eyes? Get a load of her face, will you?�
�You�re in,� the manager said. �Thirty-five, and buy yourself some up-to-date lyrics. Come around at eight and get fitted for some duds. What�s your name?�
�Bill me as Angel Face,� I said, �and have your electrician give me an amber spot. They take the padlocks off their wallets when I come out in an amber spot.�
He shook his head almost sorrowfully. �Hang onto that face, girlie. It ain�t gonna happen again in a long time.�

Burns was holding up my locked door with one shoulder when I got back. �Here�s your letters back. I�ve got the photostats tucked away in a safe place. Where�d you disappear to?�
�I�ve landed a job at Hell�s Bells. I�m going to get that guy and get him good. If that�s the way I�ve got to get the evidence, that�s the way. After all, if he was sold on her I�ll have him cutting out paper dolls before two weeks are out. What�d she have that I haven�t got? Now, you stay out of there. Somebody might know your face and you�ll only queer everything.�
�Watch yourself, will you, Angel Face? You�re playing a dangerous game. That Milton is nobody�s fool. If you need me in a hurry, you know where to reach me. I�m right at your shoulder, all the way through.�
I went in and stuck the letters back in the fake bottom of the case. I had an idea I was going to have a visitor fairly soon, and wasn�t going to tip my hand. I stood it on the dresser top and threw in a few pins and glass beads for luck.
The timing was eerie. The knock came inside of ten minutes. I�d known it was due, but not that quick. It was my competitor from the auction room, flashy as ever � he�d changed flowers, that was all.
�Miss Sebastian,� he said, �isn�t it? I�d like very much to buy that jewel case you got.�
�I noticed that this morning.�
He went over and squinted into it.
�That all you wanted it for, just to keep junk like that in it?�
�What�d you expect to find, the Hope diamond?�
�You seemed willing to pay a good deal.�
�I lose my head easy in auction rooms. But, for that matter, you seemed to be willing to go pretty high yourself.�
�I still am,� he said. He turned it over, emptied my stuff out, tucked it under his arm, put something down on the dresser. �There�s a hundred dollars. Buy yourself a real good one.�
Through the window, I watched the dreadnaught drift away again. Just a little bit too late in getting here, I smiled after it. The cat�s out of the bag now and a bulldog will probably chase it.

The silver dress fit me like a wet compress. It was one of those things that break up homes. The manager flagged me in the passageway leading back.
�Did you notice that man all by himself at a ringside table? You know who he is, don�t you?�
If I hadn�t, why had I bothered turning on all my current his way? �No,� I said, round-eyed, �who?�
�Milton. He owns the works. The reason I�m telling you is that you�ve got a date with a bottle of champagne at his table, starting in right now. Get on in there.�
We walked on back.
�Mr. Milton, this is Angel Face,� the manager said. �She won�t give us her right name � just walked in off Fifty-Second Street last Tuesday.�
�And I waited until tonight to drop around here!� he laughed. �What you paying her, Berger?� Then, before the other guy could get a word out, �Triple it! And now get out of here.�
The night ticked on. He�d look at me, then he�d suddenly throw up his hands as though to ward off a dazzling glare. �Turn it off, it hurts my eyes.�
I smiled a little and took out my mirror. I saw my eyes in it, and in each iris there was a little electric chair with Chick sitting strapped in it. Three weeks from now, sometime during that week. Boy, how they were rushing him! It made it a lot easier to go ahead.
I went back to what we�d been talking about � and what are any two people talking about, more or less, in a nightclub at four in the morning? �Maybe,� I said, �who can tell? Some night I might just feel like changing the scenery around me, but I couldn�t tell you about it, I�m not that kind.�
�You wouldn�t have to,� he said. He fooled with something below table level, then passed his hand to me. I took it and knotted my handkerchief around the latch-key he�d left in it. Burns had been right, it was a dangerous game, and bridges were blazing and collapsing behind me...

The doorman covered a yawn with a white kid glove, said, �Who shall I announce?�
�That�s all been taken care of,� I said, �so you can go back to your beauty sleep.�
He caught on, said insinuatingly, �It�s Mr. Milton, isn�t it? He�s out of town tonight.�
You�re telling me, I thought. I�d sent him the wire that fixed that, signed the name of the manager of his Philly club. �You�ve been reading my mail,� I said, and closed the elevator in his face.
The key worked, and the light-switch worked, and his Filipino had the night off, so the rest was up to me. The clock in his two-story living room said four-fifteen. I went to the second floor of the penthouse and started in on the bedroom. He was using Ruby Rose Reading�s jewel case to hold his collar buttons in, hadn�t thrown it out. I opened the fake bottom to see if he�d found what he was after, and the letters were gone � probably burned.
I located his wall safe but couldn�t crack it. While I was still working at it, the phone downstairs started to ring. I jumped as though a pin had been stuck into me, and started shaking like I was still doing one of my routines at the club. He had two phones, one downstairs, and one in the bedroom, which was an unlisted number. I snapped out the lights, ran downstairs, and picked it up. I didn�t answer, just held it.
Burns�s voice said, �Angel Face?�
I exhaled. �You sure frightened me!�
�Better get out of there. He just came back � must have tumbled to the wire. A spotter at Hell�s Bells tipped me off he was just there asking for you.�
�I can�t now,� I wailed. �I woke his damn doorman up getting in just now and I�m in that silver dress I do my numbers in! He�ll tell him I was here. I�ll have to play it dumb.�
�Did you get anything?�
�Nothing, only that jewel case. I couldn�t get the safe open, but he�s probably burned everything connecting him to her long ago.�
�Please get out of there, kid,� he pleaded. �You don�t know that guy. He�s going to pin you down on the mat if he finds you there.�
�I�m staying,� I said. �I�ve got to break him down tonight, it�s my last chance. Chick eats chickens and ice cream tomorrow night at six. Oh, Burns, pray for me, will you?�
�I�m going to do more than that,� he growled. �I�m going to give a wrong-number call there in half an hour. It�s four-thirty now. Five that�ll be. If you�re doing all right, I�ll lie low. If not, I�m not going to wait. I�ll break in with some of the guys and we�ll use the little we have � the photostats of the letters and the jewel case. I think Schlesinger can at least get Chick a reprieve on them, if not a new trial. If we can�t get Milton, we can�t get him, that�s all.�
�We�ve got to get him,� I said, �and we�re going to! He�s even been close to breaking down and admitting it to me, at times, when we�re alone together. Then at the last minute he gets leery. I�m convinced he�s guilty. So help me, if I lose Chick tomorrow night, I�m going to shoot Milton with my own hands!�
�Remember, half an hour. If everything�s under control, cough. If you can get anywhere near the phone, cough! If I don�t hear you cough, I�m pulling the place.�
I hung up and ran up the stairs tearing at the silver cloth. I jerked open a closet door, found the cobwebby negligee he�d always told me was waiting for me there whenever I felt like breaking it in, and chased back downstairs again in it, more like Godiva than anyone else, grabbed up a cigarette, flopped back full length on the handiest divan, and did a Cleopatra just as the outside door opened and he and two other guys came in.
Milton had a face full of stormclouds � until he saw me. Then it cleared, the sun came up in it. �Finally!� he crooned. �Finally you wanted a change of scenery! And just tonight somebody had to play a practical joke on me, start me on a fool�s errand to Philly! Have you been here long?�
I was still trying to get my breath back after the quick-change act, but I managed a vampish smile.
He turned to the two guys. �Get out, you two. Can�t you see I have company?�
I�d recognized the one who�d contacted me for the jewel case and knew what was coming.
�Why, that�s the dame I told you about, Milt,� he said, �that walked off with that little box the other day!�
�Oh, hello,� I sang out innocently. �I didn�t know you knew Mr. Milton.�
Milton flared, �You, Rocco! Don�t call my lady friends dames! Now scram! You think we need four for bridge?�
�All right, boss, all right,� he said soothingly. But he went over to a framed still of me that Milton had brought home from Hell�s Bells and stood thoughtfully in front of it for a minute. Then he and the other guy left. It was only after the elevator light had flashed out that I looked over and saw the frame was empty.
�Hey!� I complained. �Your friend Rocco swiped my picture, right under your nose!�
All he saw was a bowl of cream in front of him. �Who can blame him? You�re so lovely to look at.�
He spent some time working on the theory that I�d finally found him irresistible. After what seemed years of that, I got off the divan just in time.
He was good and peeved. �Are you giving me the runaround? What did you come here for, anyway?�
�Because she�s double-crossing you!� a voice said from the foyer. �Because she came here to frame you, chief!�
The other two had come back. Rocco pulled my picture out of his pocket. �I traced that dummy wire you got, sending you to Philly. The clerk at the telegraph office identified her as the sender from this picture. Ask her why she wanted to get you out of town and come up here and case your layout! Ask her why she was willing to pay thirty bucks for a little wood box when she was living in a seven-buck furnished room! Ask her who she is! You weren�t at the Reading trial, were you? Well, I was! You�re riding for a fall, chief, she�s a stoolie!�
Milton turned on me. �Who are you? What does he mean?�
What was the good of answering? It was five to five on the clock. I needed Burns bad.
The other one snarled, �She�s Chick Wheeler�s sister. I saw her on the stand with my own eyes.�
Milton�s face screwed up into a sort of despairing agony � I�d never seen anything like it before. He whimpered, �You�re so beautiful to have to be killed.�
I hugged the negligee around me and looked down at the floor. �Then don�t have me killed,� I said softly. It was two to five now.
He said with comic sadness, �I got to if you�re that guy�s sister.�
�I say I�m nobody�s sister, just Angel Face that dances at your club. I say I only came here because � I like soft carpets.�
�Why did you send that telegram to get me out of town?�
He had me there. I thought fast. �If I�m a stoolie I get killed, right? But what happens if I�m the other kind of a double-crosser � a two-timer? Do I still get killed?�
�No,� he said. �Your option hadn�t been taken up yet.�
�That�s the answer, then, I was going to use your place to meet my steady � that�s why I sent the fake wire.�
Rocco�s voice was as cracked as a megaphone after a football rally. �She�s Wheeler�s sister, chief. Don�t let her ki��
�Shut up!� Milton said.
Rocco shrugged, lit a cigarette. �You�ll find out.�
The phone rang. �Get that,� Milton ordered. �That�s her guy now. Keep him on the wire.� He turned and went running up the stairs to the other phone.
Rocco took out a gun, fanned it vaguely in my direction, and sauntered over. �Don�t try nothing while that line�s open. You may be fooling Milton, you�re not fooling us any. He was always a sucker for a twist.�
Rocco�s buddy said, �Hello?�
Rocco, still holding the gun on me, took a lopsided drag on his cigarette with his left hand and blew smoke vertically. Some of it caught in his throat and he started to cough like a seal. You could hear it all over the place.
I could feel all the blood draining out of my face.
The third guy was purring, �No, you tell me what number you want first, then I�ll tell you what number this is. That�s the way it�s done, pal.� He turned a blank face. �Hung up on me!�
Rocco was still hacking away. I felt sick all over. Sold out by Burns� own signal that everything was under control!
There was a sound like dry leaves on the stairs and Milton came whisking down again. �Some guy wanted an all-night delicatess�� the spokesman started to say.
Milton cut his hand at him viciously. �That was Centre Street � police headquarters. I had it traced! Put some clothes on her, she�s going to her funeral!�

They forced me back into the silver dress and Milton came over with a flagon of brandy and dashed it all over me. �If she lets out a peep, she�s fighting drunk.�
They had to hold me up between them to get me to move. Rocco had his gun buried in the silver folds of my dress. The other had a big handkerchief under my face, as though I were nauseated � but really to squelch any scream.
Milton followed behind us. �You shouldn�t mix your drinks,� he was saying, �and you shouldn�t help yourself to my private stock without permission.�
The doorman was asleep again on his bench, like when I�d come in. This time he didn�t wake up. His eyelids just flickered a little as the four of us went by.
They saw to it that I got in the car first, like a lady should. The ride was one of those things you take to your grave with you. My whole past life flashed before me. I didn�t mind dying so terribly much, but I hated to go without being able to do anything for Chick. But it was the way the cards had fallen, that was all.

The house was on the Sound. By the looks of it, Milton lived in it quite a bit. His houseboy let us in.
�Build a fire, Juan, it�s chilly,� he grinned. And to me, �Sit down, Angel Face, and let me look at you before you go.� The other two threw me into a corner of a big sofa, and I just stayed that way, limp like a rag doll. He just stared and stared.
Rocco said, �What�re we waiting for? It�s broad daylight already.�
Milton was idly holding something into the fire, a long poker of some kind. �She�s going,� he said, �but she�s going out as my property. Show the other angels this when you get up there so they�ll know who you belong to.� He came over to me with the end of the thing glowing dull red. It was flattened into some kind of an ornamental design or cipher. �Knock her out,� he said. �I�m not that much of a brute.�
Something exploded off the side of my head and I lost my senses. Then he was wiping my mouth with a handkerchief soaked in whiskey, and my side burned just above the hip, where they�d found that mark on Ruby Rose Reading.
�All right, Rocco,� Milton said.
Rocco took out his gun again, but he shoved it at the third guy, who held it level at me and took the safety off. His face was sort of green and wet with sweat. I looked him straight in the eyes.
The gun went down like a drooping lily. �I can�t, boss,� he groaned. �She�s got the face of an angel. How can you expect me to shoot her?�
Milton pulled it away from him. �She double-crossed me! Any dame that double-crosses me gets what I gave Reading!�
A voice said softly, �That�s all I wanted to know.�
The gun went off, and I wondered why I didn�t feel anything. Then I saw that the smoke was coming from the doorway and not from Milton�s gun at all. He went down at my feet, like he wanted to apologize for what he�d done to me, but he didn�t say anything and he didn�t get up. There was blood running down the part in his hair in back.
Burns was in the room, with more guys in uniform than I�d ever seen outside of a police parade. One of them was the doorman from Milton�s place, or at least the dick that Burns had substituted for him to keep an eye on me while I was up there. Burns told me about that later and about how they followed Milt�s little party but hadn�t been able to get in in time to keep me from getting branded.
I sat holding my side and sucking in my breath. �It was a swell finish,� I panted to Burns, �but what�d you drill him for? Now we�ll never get the proof that�ll save Chick.�
He was at the phone asking to be put through to Schlesinger in the city. �We�ve got it already, Angel Face,� he said ruefully. �It�s right on you, where you�re holding your side. Just where it was on Reading. We all heard what he said before he nose-dived. I only wish I hadn�t shot him,� he glowered, �then I�d have the pleasure of doing it all over again.�
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DORMANT ACCOUNT
Cornell Woolrich

1

I often think, what a strange thing Chance is. I often wonder what would have happened if I had picked the name above it, the name below it. Or any of the others. Nothing, probably. But out of all of them, I singled out that one. How? Why?
Chance.
It was in an ad in the paper. The paper was in a waste-bin in the park. And I was in the park on the bum. To make it worse, I was young enough yet to refuse to take it lying down. The old are resigned. I wasn�t. I was sore with a burning sense of injustice, bitter about it, and ripe for Chance. And Chance got its devious work in.
I came along a certain pathway in the park. It could have been any other, I had nowhere to go and all of them were alike to me; but it wasn�t, it was that particular one. I came to a bench and I sat down; it could have been any other, but it was that one. Nearby there was a paper-bin. I�d already passed half a dozen others without looking into them, but now I got up, went over to this one, and looked into it to see if I could find a discarded newspaper to read while I was sitting there. Most of them were messed-up. There was one in it standing on end, fresh as though it had been thrown away by someone after just one reading. I took that one out, went back to the bench with it, started meandering through it.
I came to the ad. It would have been impossible to miss, it took up half the page. It must have cost a good deal to insert, but the state banking law (I found out later) required it. It said:
STANDARD SAVINGS BANK
List of Dormant Accounts, Unclaimed for Fifteen Years or More

And then the five columns of names, each with the last known address given next to it.
I let my eye stray over them desultorily. Money waiting for each one. And most of them didn�t know about it. Had forgotten, or were dead, or had vanished forever into the maw of the past. Money waiting, money saying, �Here I am, come and get me.� I started to turn the page, to go on with my idle browsing. My last thought, before the list passed from sight, was a rueful, �Gee, I wish I was one of them.�
And then suddenly, so unexpectedly it almost seemed to come from somewhere outside of me, �Well, why don�t you be?�
My hand turned the page back again.
I was asking myself two things. One: Is it worth trying, would there be enough in it to repay the risk?
The second was: Can I get away with it?

The first thing they�d ask me was what the original amount was. How was I going to answer?
That didn�t stop me. I wasn�t going to. I just didn�t know, that was all. After fifteen years, wasn�t it natural if I�d forgotten? If I didn�t remember having the account itself until I saw my own name in the paper, how could they expect me to recall how much was in it?
Next, I�d have to verify my identity in some way, prove it. They weren�t just going to hand out the money to me on demand. Just how did they check?
Every depositor has to sign his own name on a reference-card. First of all, handwriting. That didn�t worry me so much; handwriting can change in fifteen years. If the discrepancy turned out to be too glaring, I could always plead some disability during the intervening years, rheumatism or joint-trouble that had cost me the use of my hands for a while and forced me to learn to write all over again. I might get away with it. Something else did worry me, though.
Every depositor is asked his age when he opens an account, whether it�s transcribed in his own handwriting or that of the bank-official. How was I to guess the right age that went with any of these names? That was one thing I couldn�t plead forgetfulness of. Even after fifteen years, I was expected to know my own age.
Another requirement: the given name of one parent, preferably the mother. That was another thing you didn�t forget all your life.
For a minute or two I was on the point of giving the whole thing up. I wouldn�t let myself. The paper kneaded into ridges at the margins with the stubborn determination of my grip on it. I said to myself: �Don�t quit. Don�t be yellow. Some way may come up of getting around those two hitches. Try it anyway. If you don�t try it, you�ll go on sitting on a park bench, reading newspapers out of a bin. If you do try it, you�ve got a fifty-fifty chance. You may still be sitting on a park bench, reading newspapers out of a bin, after they turn you loose. Or you may find yourself with anywhere from fifteen to five-hundred dollars in your pocket. Which prospect appeals to you most?�
That didn�t need any answer.
But now the most important thing of all. Which name? Who was I going to be? In one way, it didn�t make much difference which one I picked. In another, it made all the difference in the world. One of these names might bring me a thousand dollars; the very next one under it might bring only twenty. One might spell immunity, its rightful owner might be dead; the very next one might mean sure-fire exposure. But there was no way of controlling this, it was ruled by sheer unadulterated chance. That being the case, the way to choose was by sheer unadulterated chance as well.
I turned the page over, covering the ad. I took a pin I had in my lapel, and I circled it blindly a couple of times, and then I punched it through, from the back. Then I turned the page back again, with the pin skewering it, and looked to see where its point was projecting.
It had pierced the �e� of Nugent, Stella.
I grimaced, got ready to try it again. That was one thing I couldn�t be, a woman. Then I happened to look closer as I withdrew the pin.
Nugent, Stella, in trust for Lee Nugent, 295 Read Street.
Good enough. She was probably dead, and he must have been a kid at the time. That made it a lot more plausible. I would have had a hard time shaving fifteen years off my own right age without putting myself back into short pants.
I folded the paper and put it in my pocket. That was me, from now on. Sink or swim, win or lose, that was me.

Less than an hour later I was reconnoitering Read Street, on the odd-numbers side. I came to 291 halfway down the block, and right after that there was a triple-width vacant lot. The building had been torn down, and so had the ones on either side of it. Gone from the face of the earth, I stood around a while pondering.
But I wasn�t ready to give up yet. I loitered there, scanning the other buildings roundabout. They were all pretty old. If there had ever been a building in that vacant gap, these survivors were easily its contemporaries. But you can�t ask a building questions.
I watched the people that occasionally came or went from the doorways. Kids were no good to me. Neither were the younger grown-ups. I needed someone good and old. Finally I saw what I wanted. She was about seventy and she�d come to one of the ground-floor windows in the building directly opposite the empty space, to water some geraniums.
I sauntered over, trying not to seem too anxious. I didn�t know how to begin, but the old are like children, you don�t have to be quite so wary with them. I tipped my hat. �I�m a real estate man looking over likely sites for development, ma�am.� Her eyesight couldn�t have been too keen, or I�d never have gotten away with that in my shabby condition. �Could you tell me about how long ago the buildings over there were torn down?�
�They weren�t torn down,� she piped. �They had a big fire there once, and then they just cleared away what was left of them afterwards.�
�Oh, I see,� I said politely. �You couldn�t tell me about just how long ago that was?�
�Ages ago. That was before even we moved around here, and we�ve been living here the longest of anybody on the whole block.�
I turned and drifted away. I didn�t want to ask questions of anyone else; too many questions weren�t good. If she hadn�t known, nobody else would. I was little better off than I had been before. There once had been a 295 Read Street. But I still didn�t know if there�d ever been anyone named Nugent living in it. Or if there had been, how old he�d been.
I roamed around, without straying very far from the immediate neighborhood. I didn�t actually know what I was looking for � or that I was looking for anything � until I�d suddenly sighted it: a red-brick building with a yawning wide-open ramp for an entrance. There was a Dalmatian stretched out on the sidewalk in front of it. I stopped to caress him. Then from that I worked into a harmless, friendly chat with the fireman sitting by in his suspenders reading a newspaper.
Something like this: �Keeping pretty busy these days?�
�Oh, we�re still getting them now and then.�
�Had any real big ones?�
�Not lately.�
�That must have been a pretty big one that took down those three buildings over on Read Street. Know where I mean?�
�That was before my time,� he said. �Yeah, that was a wow, from what I�ve heard. Five-bagger.�
�No kidding?� I said, continuing to play with the Dalmatian�s ear. �About what year was that?�
�Oh � fifteen, seventeen years ago. I used to hear some of the older fellows speak of it. Spring of �24, I guess. Well, it was either �24 or �23, somewhere thereabouts.�

I had a little something more now. I went, from there, to the reference room of the main library and I put in a requisition for the bound volume 1922�23 of the Herald-Times. It split like that, in the middle of the calendar year. I started at January first, 1923, and worked my way from there on. Just skimming headlines and inside-page column-leads. If it had been a five-alarm fire it must have made headlines at the time, but I wasn�t taking any chances on how accurate his memory was; he�d gotten it second-hand after all, and with firemen a blaze never shrinks but enlarges in retrospect.
It was slow work, but in an hour and a half I�d reached the end of the volume. I went back and changed it for 1923�1924.
It came up after about another half-hour or so of page-scanning. I couldn�t very well have missed it. It was all the way over in November, so that fireman�s accuracy as to time of year hadn�t been so hot after all. At least he�d approximated the year. I finally found it on November fifth:
TENEMENT HOLOCAUST TAKES 5 LIVES
I didn�t care much about the details. I was looking for proper names, hoping against hope. The five dead were listed first. Rabinowitz, Cohalan, Mendez � no, nothing there. Wait a minute, two unidentified bodies. Maybe it was one of them. I followed the thing through to the back. There it was, there it was! It seemed to fly up off the page and hit me in the eye like cinders. Nugent. I devoured the paragraph it was imbedded in.
A sudden gap in the smoke, caused by a shift of wind, revealed to the horrified spectators a woman and her two children balanced precariously on a narrow ledge running under the top-floor windows, their escape cut off by the flames mushrooming out both below and above them, at the fifth-floor windows and from the roof. The woman, later identified as Mrs. Stella Nugent, 42, a newcomer who had moved in only the day before, pushed both children off ahead of her into the net the firemen had hastily stretched out below to receive them, and then followed them down herself. All three landed safely, but it was found on examination that both children, Lee, 9, and Dorothy, 11, as well as the mother, had suffered badly-gashed throats, probably from thrusting their heads blindly through the broken glass of shattered window-panes to scream down for help. The mother lapsed into unconsciousness and little hope is held for her recovery. Neither child could give a coherent account of what had happened immediately preceding their appearance on the window-ledge, nor could it be learned at once whether there were any other members of the family�

I went on to the next day�s paper, the sixth. There was a carry-over in it. �Mrs. Stella Nugent, one of the victims of yesterday�s fire on Read Street, died early today in the hospital without regaining consciousness, bringing the total number of casualties to��
I went ahead a little further. Then on the ninth, three days later:
FIRE CLAIMS SEVENTH VICTIM
Dorothy Nugent, 11, who with her mother and brother � etc., etc.�� succumbed late yesterday afternoon from loss of blood and severe shock. The Nugent girl, although unharmed by the fire itself, suffered severe lacerations of the throat from broken window-glass in making her escape from the flat, a fact which has somewhat mystified investigators. Her younger brother, who was injured in the same way, remains in a critical condition�

I followed it through just to see, but that was the last, there wasn�t any more after that. I quit finally, when I saw I�d lapped over into December. He�d either died by then or recovered, and either way it wasn�t of topical consequence enough any more to rate specific mention.
So I still didn�t know one way or the other. But outside of that, I had about everything else, more than I�d ever dared hope to have! Given names, ages, and all! I had my age now. If he was nine in November 1923, I was twenty-seven now. And by a peculiar coincidence, I was actually twenty-six years old myself.
I was about ready. I had about all the background I�d ever have, so there was nothing more to wait for. Even the handwriting obstacle had melted away, since the account had been opened in trust for me and therefore I hadn�t signed it anyway. I considered that an auspicious omen. Present identification wasn�t very difficult. The prosperous, the firmly-rooted, have a hard time changing identities. To a bird of passage like me, rootless, friendless, what was one identity more or less? No close friends, no business associates, to hamper my change of skin. I was just �Slim� to the few of my own kind who knew me by sight, and �Slim� could be anybody, right name Palmer or right name Nugent.
I took two days for present identification, that was all it needed. I realized of course that meanwhile, from one minute to the next, a real Nugent, the real Nugent, might show up, but I went right ahead.
That was one bracket of the fifty-fifty chance that I�d willingly accepted from the start.
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The two days were up, and now for it. I left myself looking pretty much as I was. To look too trim might invite suspicion quicker than to look down-at-heel, as I had been all along. I wasn�t pretending to be anything other than what I was; I was only pretending my name was different.
I headed for the bank and I went straight inside. I didn�t hesitate, nor loiter around the entrance reconnoitering, nor pass back and forth outside it trying to get my courage up. My courage was up already. If I didn�t plunge right in I was afraid it would start oozing away again.
I still had the original newspaper with me. I stalked up to one of the guards and I tapped the ad with my fingernail. �What do you do about this? My name�s listed here.� He sent me over to one of the officers, sitting at a desk in an enclosure to one side of the main banking-floor.
I can�t say that I was particularly nervous. I was keyed-up, yes; keyed-up to a point of unnatural calm. I didn�t want to overdo the calm, either; that wouldn�t have been in character. Paradoxically, I found it strangely difficult to feign the certain amount of excitement that I knew I was expected to show.
I repeated what I�d said to the guard. He pressed a buzzer, had the records of the account brought to him, to familiarize himself with them before doing anything further. Not a word out of him so far. I tried to read his face. He shot me a searching look, but I couldn�t figure out what it was meant to convey. The documents were old and yellowed, you could tell they�d been on file a long time. He was holding them tipped toward him.
Finally he put them down, cleared his throat. This was the first test, coming up now. I knew there would be others, if I passed this one O.K. This was just the preliminary. I braced myself for it. �So you�re Lee Nugent?�
�Yes, sir.�
�Any identification on you?�
I fumbled around in my clothing haltingly, as though I hadn�t been expecting to be called on for documentary proof, was caught off-guard. I produced a carefully-prepared scrap or two, just about as much as a fellow in my circumstances would have been likely to have on him. I wasn�t counting on it to be enough, I�d known it wouldn�t be. He shook his head. �Haven�t you got anything more than that? We can�t just turn over a sum of money to you, you know, on the strength of your word alone.�
�I know that, sir,� I said docilely.
He said: �Can you get anyone to vouch for you? Someone that�s known you for several years?�
I�d expected that. For that matter, I could hardly have gotten anyone to vouch for me as George Palmer. That gave me the right line to take. I said, promptly and unqualifiedly, �No. I can�t. Not one single person, as far as I know. You�ve got me there.�
He spread his hands. �Why not? What�s the matter?�
�I�ve been footloose, I�ve been drifting around. I�ve got acquaintances here and there, yes. They don�t know me by name. I�m �Slim� to most of them.�
�Well, you�ve worked at times, haven�t you?�
�Sure, whenever I could, which wasn�t often.�
I mentioned two or three jobs I�d actually had, which I knew wouldn�t be any good to him. Hand-labor jobs in which my name hadn�t even been down on any pay-roll, just �Slim� to the foreman and paid off in line according to bulk; fruit-picking jobs in orchards on the West Coast and stuff like that.
He took up the file-cards again. �Answer a few questions, please. Your age?�
�Twenty-seven.�
�Date of birth?�
�I can�t give you that,� I said unhesitatingly. �You see, I lost both parents and my older sister when I was nine. If my mother ever told me what my exact birth-date was � and I guess she must have � I�ve forgotten it long since.�
�Place of birth?�
�Right here.� That was an out-and-out guess. If it had backfired, I was going to give him the same stall as on the previous question. I must have hit it right, I noticed he didn�t pick me up on it.
�Mother�s given name?�
�Stella.�
�Can you give me her age at the time of her death?�
�She died in 1923 and she was forty-two at the time.�
�You didn�t know of the existence of this account until now?�
�It�s the first I ever heard of it. She may have told me at the time, I can�t remember. If she did, I was just a kid, I didn�t even know what she meant.�
�No passbook, I suppose?�
�My mother lost her life in a fire. The passbook must have been destroyed along with all the rest of her belongings at the same time.�
He put the checked answers away. He brought out some other kind of a paper, said, �Sign this.�
I looked it over carefully. It was an application, a claim on the account. I wasn�t afraid of the handwriting angle any more. I wrote �Lee Nugent� unstudiedly, unselfconsciously, in my own script. I let it stream out. I saw him watching intently as I did, to see if I�d hesitate or think twice.
He blotted for me. �All right,� he said. �That�s all for now. We�ll notify you at��
I gave him the name and address of a cheap lodging-house.
They were going to check. As far as they were able to, and that wasn�t going to be terribly far.
I said, �Thanks,� turned away. I hadn�t expected to walk out with it then and there. I didn�t. I hadn�t even learned what the amount was yet. I didn�t ask him; there was time enough for that. For the present, the main thing was to see if I was going to get it or not.
It came within three days after that. Came to the �desk� of this thirty-cents-a-night flop-house where I�d been stopping for three days past as �Lee Nugent,� in order to have some place to receive it. That was even quicker than I�d expected. It worried me a little. It didn�t say one way or the other, when I�d tremblingly torn it open. Just a typed paragraph:
Kindly call at the bank in reference to Unclaimed Account Number 24,612.

I went up at once. It was harder to force myself to go inside than the first time. This was the crucial time, now. I could feel moisture at the palms of my hands, and I dried them against my sides before I pushed the revolving doors around.
I went straight over to him. He said, �Hello, Nugent,� non-committally.
He got out all the data again, with new data that had been added to it since the last time. It made quite a sheaf by now. He patted it all together, and then he said: �What do you want to do, leave it in?�
I was getting it! I swallowed twice before I could trust myself to make an answering sound. I managed to bring out in a studious monotone, �Then it�s O. K.?�
�We�re satisfied it�s rightfully yours. You want to withdraw it, that right?�
I sure did. The real Nugent might appear from one moment to the next.
He said, �Sign this.� This time it was a blank withdrawal slip. I passed it back and he filled in the rest of it for me himself. The date, the account number, most important of all � the amount involved. He wrote it in script, not ciphers, and it was upside-down from where I was; I still couldn�t tell how much it was. He scrawled his official O. K. on it, sent it over to the teller by messenger. He said, �It�ll take a minute or two,� leaned back in his chair.
Suddenly the runner was standing beside the desk again. He put down the file-card, with a sheaf of money clipped up against it. The card had been diagonally perforated �Canceled� to show that the account was closed out. The bank official unclipped the money, separated it from the card, shifted it over to me. �There you are,� he said and watched my face.
I was looking down at a hundred-dollar bill. My heart started to pick up speed. Over a hundred dollars � gee, it had been worth going to all that � I thumbed it. The second one from the top was a hundred-dollar bill too. Over two hundred; this was even better than I�d dared. The third from the top was still another � I couldn�t go ahead separating them. My heart was rattling around in my chest like a loose bolt. I took a short-cut, reached out for the file-card, scanned it instead.
My eyes riveted themselves to that last group of numerals at the bottom, blurred, then cleared again by sheer will-power. Twelve hundred and � over a thousand dollars! Suddenly another zero had jumped up at the end, almost as though an invisible adding-machine was at work under my very eyes.
12010

I just looked at him helplessly. He nodded. He finished counting it out for me, since I was obviously too shaken to be able to do it for myself right then. Dazedly I saw one hundred and twenty hundreds whirr through his deft fingers. And then a lone ten at the end.
�It�s the biggest unclaimed sum we�ve turned over in years,� he told me. �In fact, as far as I know, it�s the biggest that�s ever been held anywhere, since the law first went into effect. Sign this, please.�
It was some kind of a quit-claim or acknowledgment. There had to be one in this case, because of the size of the sum involved and because I hadn�t presented any passbook. Catastrophe flicked me with its dread wings � I just managed to swerve out from under them by a hair�s breadth now, at the very end, with the money already counted out and turned over to me there on the desk.
I was so stunned, so punchdrunk, that as I took up the pen I started to write George Palmer, my own name, my former name, I should say, from automatic force of long habit. I�d already formed the capital G when I caught myself doing it. Luckily, his eyes were off me at that instant, he was putting the money in an envelope for me. I quickly pushed down on the pen and a blot obliterated the damning initial completely. I started further over and scrawled �Lee Nugent� with a shaky hand.
He blotted it for me, put it away. I picked up the envelope, stood up, and found my legs were a little unmanageable. I had to �lock� them at the knees to get them to work. He shook hands with me. �Sure you don�t want to rent a safety-box with us, make sure of nothing happening to it? That�s a lot of cash to be carrying around on you.�
�No thanks, I�ll take it with me,� I mumbled. The one thing I was sure of was I wanted to get far away from there with it, and stay away.
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I could feel heads turning to look after me curiously as I made my way toward the revolving door. Something about the pallor of my face, I guess, or my jerky gait. Heads of people I didn�t know, and who didn�t know me. Or did they?
Sometimes I think they have a sixth sense, that other people don�t have, that draws them unerringly to the right place at just the right time. As I came down the sloping steps to sidewalk-level, there were several others behind me leaving at the same time I did. Just as there were those making their way in. The bank was a busy one. But it seemed to me that one of them had kept on looking at me intently all the way out here, outside the bank.
I stiffened the cords of my neck to keep my head from turning as it wanted to. I didn�t want to meet anyone�s eyes, lock glances with anyone, I just wanted to get into the street crowds and lose myself. I hurried along, close to the building line. Then, just before rounding the corner, I couldn�t hold out, I cast a circumspect look over one shoulder.
No one had followed me with their feet, but eyes were definitely following me, from back there at the bank entrance. Not just one face was turned my way, but two now. One of those who had left when I did had gone over to a small car standing at the curb. Both he and the man at the wheel were looking unmistakably toward me. I even caught one of them make a gesture pointing me out to the other.
I didn�t wait for any more. I hurried around the corner and out of sight. I quickened my gait, still trying to keep from an outright run, if possible. Before I could cover a third of the distance toward the next corner, which I again intended rounding, there was a hissing sound and the car had suddenly overshot me, braked against the curb a few yards ahead.
I stopped short, swerved, and started back the other way. I might have made it, but I ran full-tilt into one of these vagrant peddlers you see here and there on the downtown streets, carrying a shoulder-slung tray of razor blades or shoelaces out before him. The whole trayful went all over the sidewalk. Before I could get out and around him, the two in the car had leaped down and come up to me, one behind the other.
The one in the lead was jabbering as he closed in: �Your name�s Lee Nugent and you just came into a whale of a big unclaimed deposit back there at the bank, right? How about a few words, what it feels like and what you intend doing�� And before I knew it the second one had fanned out from behind him, sighted a camera, and clicked it at me repeatedly.
Instead of being relieved I was more frightened even than when I�d thought it was a hold-up or some sort of retributive vengeance. That was the one thing I didn�t want: pictures and publicity on it. That was the one thing that could make it end up bad for me.
I reversed, rushed headlong out at them instead of away. The legman warned, �Look out for your camera, Bill, he�s after it!� They both evaded me, jumped agilely aside. �Never mind, I�ll write it on the cuff back at the office, let�s clear out.� They doubled back, regained the car, and it had streaked off again before I could stop them.
Then I turned and met the eyes of the poor devil of a street-vendor. Probably if he had stood there and snarled imprecations at me I would have told him to go to the devil, and hurried on my way. But he didn�t, for some strange reason. He just stood there and looked at me in a sort of mildly reproachful way without saying a word, as though accepting this as just one more of the hard knocks he kept getting all day long. Something about that look on his face touched me. After all, he was me, twenty minutes ago. Except that I�d had the use of both of my legs and he was game-legged.
I moved over against the wall, took out the envelope, fumbled in it without letting anyone see me, turned back to him and handed him the odd ten that came with the 12010. �Here,� I said, �to make it square.�
He just stared at me speechless. It gave me sort of a glow. It was as though I�d found myself a mascot, a living good-luck piece, to help ward off the evil that I could feel crowding close behind me. Long before he could stammer his thanks I was out of hearing and on my way again.
It had hit all the papers by six that evening. It was a natural, you couldn�t blame them for playing it up. I didn�t mind the write-ups so much; it was the pictures. All of them ran that one he�d taken, probably it had been distributed by some news-service. There was my face, caught for good. For thousands to look at. For the whole city around me to see. And somewhere among those thousands, somewhere in that whole city around me, might be � must be � the real Lee Nugent.

I was in a night-club with a redhead on one side of me, a blonde on the other, when I first became aware of him. I was in a different night-club every night now, with a different blonde and a different redhead beside me every night.
At the third look he started to sink in. He was standing there by the entrance looking steadfastly over at me. At first sight there was nothing unusual in that. The place was small and overcrowded and there were plenty of people standing around, jawing and holding drinks. But he wasn�t with anyone and he wasn�t holding any drink. And he wasn�t looking anywhere but over at my table, the direction of his head never changed.
At the fourth look, the fourth I gave him, I mean, he tried to cover up. He was looking at the ceiling. Only there was nothing up there to see. And the first three looks had told the story. I said, trying to laugh it off: �Let�s go some place else, that guy�s getting on my nerves.�
They didn�t have a brain between the two of them. �Maybe he knows you, why don�t you ask him over?� one of them giggled.
I said: �Quit staring at him. Start putting your faces on. I�ll be right with you, I�m going out back.�
I went back toward the men�s room. Fortunately it was in the other direction, away from the front. There was a darky in there in a white jacket. I let him give me the works, brush-off, shoe-dusting, hair-tonic, talcum, anything to stay in there. Money was no object any more, these days.
Then when he was all through, I eased the door a finger�s width open and squinted out. By standing there in a certain position I could look straight out across the club proper, over to the entrance where he was. He hadn�t stirred. His whole attitude expressed that terrible lethal patience that never tires, never gives up.
�Is there any other way out of here?� I asked the attendant.
�No suh, this a one-way place.�
I peered out again, and he had started to move. Time was up. I was taking too long to come back. He was coming in after me. There was no mistaking that. You could tell by the way he cut through the dancers, elbowed aside waiters and whoever happened to get into his way, eyes fixed straight ahead � at the door behind which I was standing.
I pointed to a narrow door right beside the main one. �What�s that?�
�Closet where I keep my supplies, boss.�
I peeled off another ten. It was always tens these days. �What would you do for one of these?�
�Practickly anything,� was his frank answer.

I only had seconds. I hoisted up first one foot, then the other, wrenched off my patent dress-oxfords, handed them to him. �Put these on the floor in that cabinet over there. Side by side, where they can be seen from outside, as though there was somebody in them. Here�s a jit to open it up with. There�s a man on his way in � this ten dollars is for you to do something � anything � so I can get from the closet out that door without him seeing me.�
I backed into it, drew the door after me. It was lined with shelves, but there was enough space between them and the door for me to sandwich myself upright in; one week�s high living hadn�t been enough to put any paunch on me yet. I left the closet-door open by a hair�s breadth, to be able to breathe and also so I could watch for a chance to slip out.
The other door winged inward, blocking the one I was behind. Then it receded again, and he was standing there. Motionless for a moment, like he had been outside against the wall. There were two things I didn�t like about him. One was the look on his face, even though it was held profile-ward to me. It was bloodless and yet glowing, as if with the imminent infliction of death � on someone, by him � right in here, right now, no matter who was around, no matter where he happened to be. And the second thing I didn�t like was the stance his right arm had fallen into.
To the attendant facing him from the line of gleaming washstands opposite, it might have seemed only as if he was fumbling for a handkerchief. But I was behind him, and I could see the wedge-shaped bottom of the hip-holster peering from under his coat. The colored boy was engaged in dumping talcum from a big square canister into a round glass bowl, to be set out on the shelf for the convenience of customers whose beards grew in too fast while they were patronizing the club. But he managed to get too much in, it piled up higher than the rim in a mound.
The man in the doorway took a slow step forward. He started, �Hey, you�� and backed up his thumb. I suppose he was going to tell him to clear out.
The attendant said, �Yessuh, gen�man, whut�ll it be?� but in his anxiety to please, he stepped out without watching where he put his foot, and it landed on the floor-pedal of a hot-air drier. The blast caught the cone of dumped talcum in the bowl he was holding head-on. There was suddenly a swirling blizzard over there, veiling the two of them as though they were in a fog.
Two quick, quiet steps in my bare socks took me from the closet to the outer door. I pared it open, sidled around the edge of it, and was outside. It worked on springs, didn�t make any noise closing after me.
I passed through the club a moment later in my bare socks, without stopping. I flung down a pair of tens at the table with the redhead and the blonde, said, �Sorry, girls, see you around,� and was gone before their heads had even had time to turn around toward me.
I hobbled painfully out across the hard cold sidewalk and jumped into a cab. I gave him the address of my hotel, and spent the first few blocks of the ride dusting off the soles of my feet between both hands. I�d have to change quarters right away, as soon as I got back. He�d be able to pick up the trail too easily, from back there at the club, now that he was once on it. Too many of those little numbers who frequented the place knew where I was stopping, had called me up now and then.
Just before we made the turn around the corner into the block the hotel fronted on, a light held us up. I swore softly; every minute counted. But I should have blessed it instead of cursing it out. In the minute that we were standing there motionless, there was a street light shining into the cab from almost directly overhead, and a figure suddenly launched itself out at us from the enshrouding gloom of the building line, where it must have been lurking unseen.
The human projectile caught onto the door-handle, was carried around the corner with us, managed to get it open and flounder in against me. I shied away instinctively along the seat before I saw who it was. It was my living talisman, the shoelace peddler. He�d made the immediate vicinity of the hotel his beat, ever since that first day. There wasn�t one night, since then, that I�d failed, on coming home, to stop a minute by him and slip him another one of those tens.
I reached for my wallet to do it again right now. �Hullo, Limpy. You seem mighty spry tonight. Sorry I couldn�t stop, I�m in kind of a rush��
He motioned the offered money away. �That ain�t why I stopped you, Mr. Nugent!� he said breathlessly. Meanwhile he was tugging at me by the shoulders, trying to draw me off the seat. �Get down! Get down low, where you can�t be seen! And tell him not to stop, don�t leave him stop in front of the hotel. Quick, tell him to keep on going straight through and turn the next corner. I�ll tell you why after we get around there. Hurry up, Mr. Nugent, we�re nearly there!�
I had to take his word for it. I didn�t hesitate long. �Keep going, driver, don�t slow up.�
Limpy, huddled low beside me, put his hand out, displaced my hat, and pressed my head still further down, well below the level of the windows, as we entered the brightly-lighted area surrounding the hotel-entrance. A minute later it had dimmed out again behind us, and we turned the corner into the next street below, coursed it for most of its length, and then drew up against the curb.
�What was it?� I asked, straightening up.
�There�s a guy waiting in the shadows across the way from the hotel-entrance for you to come back. I don�t know what his game is, but he don�t act like he�s up to any good. I�ve been casing every car that came along for the past hour down there at the other corner, trying to head you off and tell you. Luckily it�s a one-way street and they all got to slow up for the turn even when the light�s with them.�
�How do you know it�s me he�s waiting for?�
�There were two of them came up together first. I seen them stand and chat for a minute with old Pete, your hotel doorman. One of them went inside, maybe to see if you were in, then he came out again in a minute, and they shoved off. But not very far, just down around the lower corner there. I went up to Pete after they�d gone, I know him pretty well from hanging around here so much, and he told me they�d just been asking him kind of aimless questions about you. I went on down the line, pushing my pack, and when I got around the corner they were still there. They didn�t pay any attention to me, and I�ve got a favorite doorway right there I hang out in in wet weather. I couldn�t help overhearing a little of what they were saying, they were right on the other side of the partition from me. One of them said: �I�ll go back and keep the hotel covered. You start out and make a round of the clubs. See if you can put the finger on him. Don�t close in on him, just tail him, stay with him. Between the two of us we ought to be able to get him.�
�Then they split up. One crossed over, got in a car, and drove off. The other one went back around the corner, but he stayed on the dark side, hid himself in the shadows.�
�What�d the one that drove off in the car look like?�
He described him to the best of his ability. I knew by that he wasn�t lying. It was the same man I�d seen at the club.
So there were two of them, instead of just one. The authentic Lee Nugent, if it was he, had someone working with him. Which was which didn�t matter. Their intentions, obviously, went far beyond mere accusation, arrest, and juridical procedure. They wouldn�t have gone about it the way they were, if that had been the case.
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I reached out and gripped Limpy absently by one of his skinny shoulders while I was thinking it over. �Thanks, you�re a real pal.�
�That ain�t nothing. One good turn deserves another. You�ve been swell to me ever since that first day you bumped into me on the street.� He waited a while, watching me intently.
�Why don�t you go to the police, Mr. Nugent?�
�No, that�s no good.� I didn�t tell him why. I had as much, possibly even more, to lose by police interference than they did. �I�m going to blow town for a while,� I decided suddenly. Yes, that was it. I had the money now, one place was as good as another to enjoy it in.
I looked down at my sock-feet, wiggled my toes ruefully. �Look, there�s something I have to have, though, and I can�t go back to there myself and get it. You�ve been up to my place several times, you know the layout.� I didn�t know why, but I had a strong hunch I could trust him. �I�m going to take a chance on you, Limpy. Here�s my key. Go up there and get me a pair of shoes out of the clothes-closet. That�s one thing. And the second thing � now listen carefully. You know that little knee-high frigidaire in the serving-pantry? Open it up. Put your hand in where the ice-cube tray goes. Instead you�ll find a flat tin box, locked. Pull it out, wrap it up in a towel or something, and bring it out with you.�
I didn�t tell him what was in it. There was roughly eleven thousand dollars in cash in it. I�d spent about a thousand in the past week. I hadn�t trusted it to any bank or even the hotel safe. I was glad now.
�The elevator boys all know you, and I�ll phone in to the desk from outside and tell them I�m sending you over to get something from my rooms, so you won�t be stopped on the way out. You bring it over to the station and meet me there. I�ll be in the last row of benches in the waiting-room, against the wall, so my bare feet won�t be noticed. I�ll have a newspaper spread out full-width in front of my face. Look for me behind a spread-out newspaper.�
�I can get in and out through the service entrance. That way, if they do happen to spot me, they won�t think nothing of it. I know the hotel fireman, I�ve often gone down there to get warmed up in the cold weather.�
�Make it as fast as you can, Limpy. There�s a Midnight Flier I�d like to make.�
As I watched him get out of the cab and disappear around the corner, I wondered if I�d ever see him again. Even though I hadn�t told him, he was no fool, he must have a good hunch what was in such a box as I�d asked him to bring. Locked or otherwise, a chisel and hammer would open it in five minutes.
I put in my identifying call to the hotel and then I cabbed over to the station. I had enough money on my person to buy my Flier ticket ahead of time, without waiting for him. My socks were black, fortunately, and I forced myself to walk as naturally as possible, in order to avoid attracting attention to my feet. No one seemed to notice that my extremities ended in silk instead of shoe-leather. I picked up a newspaper, sidled into the last row of benches in the waiting-room, and opened it out full-spread before my face.

I had sixteen minutes to go before train-time.
The first five minutes, he was coming and it was going to be all right. The second five, he�d let me down, he�d taken the cash-box and goodbye. I�d have to powder out of here as broke as I�d been a week ago, and when I got where I was going, the whole thing would start over � park-benches and papers out of bins. Then the next four minutes or so after that with the gates already open and that minute-hand on the wall creeping closer and closer to twelve, were a mixture of the two, hope and despair, with a third fear added for good measure. Maybe it wasn�t his fault, maybe those guys waiting outside had caught on, had jumped on him and hauled him off with them as he came out, service-entrance or no service-entrance.
Somebody coughed in front of my newspaper, and I tucked my head a little lower. The cough came again, like a double-take-em of the throat if there is such a thing. This was on the fourteenth minute.
I lowered the paper and Limpy was sitting there, in the seat right in front of me. He was turned sidewise toward me, holding up a paper of his own to screen him from the front. His arm hung down over the back of the seat toward me. An oddly-shaped newspaper-wrapped bundle, obviously a pair of shoes, already lay on the floor beside me. The flat oblong of the strong-box, also newspaper-wrapped, came down beside them a moment later, from somewhere underneath his outer clothing.
�Boy,� I exhaled softly. I�d never been so glad to see anyone in my life. I got on the shoes, and sheathed the long flat box in the waist-band of my trousers, upright against my side. It stayed there pretty securely, and without making a very noticeable bulge.
There was a minute-and-a-half yet before the train left. I couldn�t resist asking him, as I stood up: �Limpy, did you have any idea what was in this box?�
�Sure,� he said unhesitatingly. �Several thousand dollars in cash.�
I stared at him, startled. �How did you know?�
�I couldn�t help seeing it, the lid came open while I was wrapping it. You maybe thought you locked it the last time you took it out, but in your excitement or hurry you must have forgot to. It was open.�
I just stared at him unbelievingly. �You�re what I call an honest man, Limpy. There aren�t many like you.�
�But you�re my friend, Mr. Nugent,� he protested. �A guy don�t do that to his friends.�
He came out to the train with me to see me off. There was less than a minute left now. A day-coach had been all I�d been able to get, at the last minute like that. I got aboard, found a seat by the window, and spoke to him on the platform outside, where he�d remained standing, through a two-inch opening left at the bottom of the pane, bending over so I could see him. The shade had been drawn down to match.
�Look,� I said. �There�s a lot of swell clothes, and some of them I never had time to wear yet, and gadgets I�m leaving behind at the hotel. I want you to have them. The rooms have been paid for until tomorrow night. You still have the key. You go up there and take them with you.�
�I couldn�t do that, Mr. Nugent,� he said disclaimingly. �F�rinstance, if I wore clothes that looked too good, it would kill my way of earning a livelihood. But I�ll take your belongings over to my place and look after them for you there, until you come back to town. I�ll give you my address, so you�ll know where to find me. Or in case you want them forwarded, drop me a line. Just Limpy Jones. I got a room on the third floor, over at 410 Pokanoke Street. You can remember that name, can�t you?�
�Look, Limpy, I want to do something for you�� I protested.
�Four ten Pokanoke Street,� he insisted.

Somebody had dropped heavily into the seat beside me. I lowered my voice so I wouldn�t be overheard. �I�ll never forget what you did for me tonight. I�m O.K. now, the train�ll be pulling out in a few more seconds. Take care of yourself, Limpy.�
�Lots of luck, Mr. Nugent,� he said. He turned and drifted away through the groups on the platform.
I sank back in my seat, tilted my hat well down on the bridge of my nose to shade my eyes, and prepared to doze. I could hear the conductors relaying � �Board� outside, from one car to the next, until it had died out all the way up front somewhere.
I pushed my hat up off my eyes again and turned to the man beside me. �Pardon me, would you mind taking your elbow out of my ribs, I�m trying to take a little nap here.�
�That ain�t my elbow,� was the casual answer.
I looked and it was a gun. He had his right arm tucked under his left, and the gun came out just about where his left elbow would have been.
The wheels had given their first jerky little turn under us. �Time we were getting off, isn�t it?� he was as matter-of-fact about it as though we were a couple of fellow-commuters riding out to the same station together of an evening.
�You can�t hijack me off the middle of a crowded train like this, gun or no gun.�
�The gun ain�t the important part,� he agreed languidly. �The tin is.� His hand came out of vest and showed it to me, put it back again. �The gun is just to hold you still so you�ll take time to look at it.� The wheels were starting to pick up tempo. He raised his voice authoritatively, so that it would reach the vestibule. �Hold that door, conductor, two rainchecks!� And to me: �Get going.�
I walked down the aisle ahead of him, made the transfer to the platform beginning to sidle past, and he hopped off at my heels, without breaking the twist he had on my arm.
He stopped there a moment and frisked me, in full sight of everyone, while the train hurtled by. �What�s this?� he said, when he came to the tin box.
�Money.�
He transferred it to his own outside coat-pocket. �All right,� he said, �now if you don�t want the bracelets in front of everyone, just walk quietly out through the station with me.�
I began walking. A dick. And all along I�d thought it was a matter of personal vengeance on the part of the real Lee Nugent. �What�s it for?� I asked him as we made our way back across the main rotunda.
He gave me a halfway smile. �What�re you trying to do, kid me? You don�t know, do you? You haven�t the slightest idea. Are you Lee Nugent or aren�t you?�
Sure, it had to do with that. They must have changed their minds, turned it over to the police, when they found I�d slipped through their own fingers. What could I do but brazen it out? �I�m Lee Nugent,� I answered crisply. �And that money is rightfully mine.�
�Glad to hear it,� he said drily. �Nobody�s talking about the money. You�re wanted for murder. Long time no catch. But all that publicity you got a couple days ago sure dropped you in our laps pretty. Pictures �n everything. Brother, you must think we don�t keep records and haven�t got good memories.�
I�d taken sudden root on the mosaic flooring. Even the gun couldn�t get me to stir for a second. So that explained why the account hadn�t been claimed! The original Nugent had known better than to show up, twelve thousand or no twelve thousand.
�No, wait � listen to me a minute � I�ll make a clean breast of it, I�m not Lee Nugent. I crashed that account. My right name is��
He smiled humorlessly. �So now you�re not. A minute ago you were. You sure change fast. Keep moving.�
I stumbled on out to the street beside him. They must have finger-prints and things like that on record; I could clear myself, I could prove I wasn�t the same individual.
We�d stopped beside a car standing waiting a short distance down from the main entrance to the station. There was one other man in it, in civilian clothes, at the wheel. He swung the door open as we neared it. The dick collared me into the back ahead of him and then got in after me. Neither he nor the driver said anything to one another, and the car started off without any instructions being given.
�Look,� I began again in another minute or two, �I tell you I�m not Lee Nugent. There must be a difference in our descriptions, there must be something that�ll��
�Don�t tell it to me,� he said with stony unconcern, �tell it where we�re going when we get there � if it�ll do you any good. Personally, I don�t give a hoot who you are. To me you�re just a guy I was sent out to bring in.�
I didn�t speak again for a while � what was the use?�� until a wrong street had ticked by, and then a second and a third. I looked out sharply, and then sharply back to them. �This isn�t the way to headquarters.�
The one beside me relayed it to the driver with satiric emphasis. �This isn�t the way to headquarters.�
Something darker than the overtones of the official arrest began to descend on me; an oppressive sense of doom, a complete extinction of hope. The police, though they may err at times, at least are not vindictive just for the sake of being so. Private vengeance is.
When the car stopped finally, I was vaguely aware of the dim outline of some large house directly before us. I was hustled inside before I could further identify it. The driver of the car as well as the man who had seized me on the train both came inside with me.
I was shoved into a room in which there was a cobblestone fireplace and wood panelling on the walls. Whatever this place was, it was fitted up as though it was used for dwelling purposes, was someone�s residence. There were two men in it, waiting for us. One standing, the other negligently balanced across the corner of a heavy table, one leg dangling short and repeatedly flipping an open jackknife in air and catching it almost miraculously each time by the flat of the open blade between two fingers before it could bite into the polished table-surface. The one standing was the man I had given the slip to at the night-club.
He came forward and he said: �Here. You forgot something.� And he let me have one of my own patent-dress-shoes full in the face. It stunned me for a minute. I went back against the table, and the ones who had come in with me held me up between them. I heard one of them say: �Don�t do that till Ed sees him.�
One of them left the room, and there was a short wait. Then he reappeared followed by a short, heavy-set man. The latter was fully dressed, but he was in the act of shrugging on his jacket as he came through the doorway. He buttoned it, then he raised both hands and smoothed back his stringy black hair, as though he�d been taking a nap fully dressed when they summoned him. He appeared to be in his early forties, and he was probably younger than he looked.
He walked all around me two or three times, looking me up and down, almost like a fitter in a clothing-store inspecting someone trying on a new suit. �Uh-huh,� he grunted affirmatively a couple of times, �uh-huh.� Then he stopped finally, directly before me. �So this is what you�re like.�
I said, a lot more defiantly than I felt: �You�re not the police. What�s this for, what�s it about?�
He withdrew to the other side of the table, ensconced himself in a swivel chair, cocked one leg up over the other, stripped a cigar. One of his henchmen supplied the match.
Finally, when I thought he was never going to speak again, �I�m Eddie Donnelly,� he said. �Mean anything to you?�
�No, because I�m not��
�It should,� he overrode me. �Well it would to your father, if he hadn�t been smart enough to die before I could get my hands on him.�
�I haven�t any fa��
Again he bore me down. �Maybe I should refresh your memory. Joe Nugent, your father, and mine were partners. A crooked partner and a partner that was honest. The crooked one swindled the honest one, and hundreds of other people that trusted the honest one besides. Then he disappeared, and let the innocent one take the rap for him. It�s an old story, old as the hills. But I never yet grew tired of repeating it. Because it happened to me and mine!�
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His face darkened. �My father went to jail, for something he didn�t do. Yours hid his family out of sight for a while, and went off by himself, out of reach, to another country, where he lived off the fat of the land on stolen money, waiting for things to blow over. But it didn�t end there. My father died in jail. He never came out alive again. It killed him just as surely as a gun or a knife. He was murdered. They took me up to see him near the end. Yes, I was just a kid, but they took me up to see him, that was his last request. And his dying words to me were: �Get even for us, Eddie. Get even on that man that�s done this to us, on him and his, if it takes all your life.� I swore I would, and I keep my oath to a dying man.�
He flung down his cigar, as though the memory of all this made it taste bad. �I saw my mother scrub floors on her hands and knees, until she died too, years before her time, a worn-out drudge. I saw my sister � well, something even worse happened to her, because there was no one to give us a home any more. I grew up on the streets myself, and then in reform school. All because my birthright was taken away from me.
�But I had one thing through it all to keep me going. My oath to get even. And it still hasn�t been fulfilled. I caught up with him years later. I tracked him down until I�d caught up with him. And I was just too late. Just a few weeks too late. He�d died safe in bed, in the beautiful mansion that blood-money had bought him. He�d died a respected, honored, adopted citizen in that second home of his in a foreign land. I couldn�t take that away from him. My oath went unfulfilled. But I knew he had a son somewhere. A son he was too cowardly to come back and acknowledge.� His fist came down with a sound like thunder. �And now I�ve got his son. That�s something even better!�
�Only you haven�t,� I said. �I was born George Palmer. I never heard of any Lee Nugent until a few short days ago. I picked the name at random out of a newspaper because I saw there was some money waiting to be claimed, and I went down there and impersonated him. You�ve got the wrong guy. You�ve got a fake, a phony. What good is it to your vengeance to get even on somebody entirely different? I haven�t got the blood of your father�s enemy in my veins��
To my surprise he�d shut up completely. I hadn�t thought it would be this easy to convince him. Suddenly, for some reason or other, he seemed uncertain. They were all looking at him curiously. I saw. He made a steeple of his fingertips and poised them before his mouth. �It�s always possible, of course,� he said quietly, �that me and my fellows here have made such a mistake. Isn�t it, boys?�
He turned and looked hard at them, one by one. I saw the corners of his eyebrows quirk upward. Then he turned back to me again. �I don�t want to be too hasty. I�ve waited a long time. I can afford to wait just a little longer, for the sake of being sure. Suppose I send down to your old neighborhood, bring someone up here and see if they recognize you. There�s no one has such long memories nor such keen eyesight for familiar faces as old-time neighbors�� He was soft as silk now; he was good. �Naturally, I don�t mean where you were first raised, you were too small then,� he interposed smoothly. �I mean from where you moved to after that, from where he hid you out later�� He snapped his fingers helplessly a couple of times, like you do when you�re trying to remember a name.
�Read Street?� I blurted out incautiously. �But they weren�t there long enough��
�What d�you mean they weren�t there long enough?� he said with glib impassivity.
�There was a fire, the very first night after they�d moved in. The building at 295 burned down and�� I clamped my jaws shut too late, felt like biting off my tongue.
He didn�t do anything for a minute. There was silence. Then he turned and looked at the others like he had before. With the same quirk to his eyebrows. As if to say, �See?�
But there wasn�t a smile on any of them, him included. He turned back to me.
�You�ve told us who you are out of your own mouth,� he said with soft ferocity. �If you weren�t Lee Nugent how would you know the street and the very house-number you lived at as a kid? How could you know there was such a fire, in which your mother and sister lost their lives, but in which you were saved � for me, here, today?�
He got up and came over to me. He gave me the back of his hand across my mouth, back and forth, three, four, five times. It sounds light, the back of a hand; it wasn�t. He had a heavy ring on it. It opened my lip the second time, it widened the split on the back-swing. It chipped the enamel from my front teeth the time after. By the time he quit there were thin strings of red running down criss-cross all over my chin.
�Take him outside,� he said, �and put on your best hats, we�re all going to a funeral.�
They put me in the back again, one on each side of me. He sat in front, next to the driver. He rode turned halfway around in the seat, facing me over the back of it, so that he could gloat all the way.
People have been taken for rides before. I kept telling myself that; it was all I had. They died at the end of it, and then it was over. It only took a few minutes. All right, they were going to show me my own grave at the cemetery, readied years beforehand, he�d told me just now as we got in. Then they�d make me climb down into it, most likely, and then they�d shoot me. People had died in worse ways than that.
�You think you�re going to be stretched out in it dead, don�t you?� he smiled. �My father was buried alive. That�s what that jail amounted to. We�ll do as much for you. We�ve got a length of copper tubing, with a little nozzle. D�you get what I mean? You�ll last for hours, maybe days. He lasted years!�
He all but licked his lips. If he didn�t that was the expression in his eyes as he watched me. Then something the driver did took his attention off me for a moment. He turned his head around forward. �No, you should have taken the other one, Chris. This won�t get you anywhere.� He was indulgent about it, though. I was his only hate in the world. He could forgive anyone else anything, tonight. �Back up to the intersection we just crossed and turn right into Hallowell Avenue, that�s the shortest way out there.�
�Sorry, chief,� the driver mumbled, crestfallen. �I thought this one was just as good.� He went into reverse. �Wasn�t watching.�
�Naw, this is Pokanoke Street, this won�t take us anywhere. It just runs on for a while and then quits cold. You�d only have to shuttle back over again when you got to the end of it��

The name sank in, the funny name, like a pebble thrown into a dark pool, and went plunging downward through layers of memory. Pokanoke Street, Pokanoke Street. That name, there was something I had to remember� No there wasn�t, it didn�t matter, what was the difference? I was going to be dead in a little while, what good would a street-name do me?
There was a moment or two of awkward maneuvering, while he guided the car backward, erasing the slight error of direction he�d made. I suppose he thought it was simpler than making a complete loop around and facing the other way, only to have to reverse a second time a few moments later for the new start. There wasn�t anything behind us in a straight line, his mirror showed him that, but as our rear backed out into the open past the corner-line, a light-weight truck came at us from the transverse direction without any warning.
The two things happened at once. The plunging pebble struck bottom in the pool of my memory, and the truck side-swiped the back of the car, shunted it out of the way, and sent it lashing around in a long shuddering skid against the pull of its own brakes, that momentarily threatened to overturn it.
Limpy. A helping hand, waiting down there along that street. Refuge if I could only get to it. Sanctuary. It�s true he was only a lame peddler, but he had a door that would let me in, and close them out. The only friendly door in the whole length and breadth of the town�
There were four of them around me in the car. And only one � the driver � without a gun either already in his hands or within such short reach of his hands that it amounted to the same thing.
But the odds had suddenly evened out in my favor. For, while the car rocked from side to side and threatened to topple from one instant to the next, they were all afraid of dying, death was all they had time to think of. I�d been afraid of dying all along, long before they were, so I was ready for it, and now life was all I could think of.
I freed the gun from the hand of the man next to me on my right. His grip had become so nerveless that I didn�t even have to wrench it from him. I just plucked it from his loose fingers. That meant I had it by the bore and that was the way I wanted it, it saved me the trouble of reversing it. I hitched it against the ceiling and chopped down backhand into the middle of his forehead with it, square between the two eyebrow-bulges. Then I freed the door on that side and made a circular hop out past his relaxing knees. The car hadn�t even finished its burning skid yet. They were all still suspended between two worlds.
Ed Donnelly turned just in time to see me go, then reversed to try to get me on that side. �Hold onto him!� I gave him the gun-butt the flat way, across his teeth. He got his hands on it blindly, as though he were a glutton cramming something into his own mouth. I let it go. His whole head was shell-shocked, he couldn�t use it.
By the time the first shot came, I was already sprinting up Pokanoke Street. It was a soft, spongy sound I didn�t recognize for a shot. It was like a soggy paper bag crunching open. Silencer. I swerved in closer to the building-line and kept hurtling along.
410. 410, he�d said. 410 alone was life, and every other doorway spelled death. Their badges, their phony tin badges would open them, pull me out again.
The crunching sound came again, further behind me now.
The doorways kept ticking off, like uprights of a black picket-fence, I was going so fast. Most were dark. I flashed past one with a dim light behind its grubby fanlight. 395. I was on the wrong side, but it was right over there, just a few doors ahead.

I had to get over. I didn�t slacken, but I launched myself out on a diagonal, away from the sheltering building-line, and that was when they got me. They got me halfway over; I guess I showed better against the empty middle of the street. It made me miss a step, but then I went right on as though nothing had happened, got to the shelter of the building-line on that side.
It was like the prickling of a needle first. That was all, nothing more. Then a sharper pain bored its way in more slowly, as though an awl was being rotated in its wake. Then came heat, as though the awl were generating friction. Then fire, then agony, then approaching collapse. I could feel it coming on up above first, while my legs still seemed good.
400. 402. They were coming now. Something had held them up, they hadn�t been able to start right out after me. Most likely the truck that had participated in the collision had halted a short distance off around the corner and its occupants got out to parley for a minute. They�d been held there against their wills a minute or two, until they could get rid of them, even though one had ventured the muffled potshots in the meantime that had gained their object. Now the running splatter of their feet suddenly surged out after me in the silence up there.
I had to get in off the street. I couldn�t make another doorway. I couldn�t get there. This was only 406, still three houses away, but this was as far as I could go. I fell twice, once outside the threshold and once inside. The feet were coming nearer. I picked myself up and zig-zagged back to where some stairs began.
I pulled the steps down toward me with my hands, got up them that way, scrambling on all fours like somebody going up a treadmill. I got to the first landing, reared upright, fell again, clawed up another flight of steps.
They got there. They made a blunder outside the door that gained me another flight, a third. They went on past, one doorway too many. I could hear them arguing. �No, it�s this one back here, I tell you! I seen him!�
The fourth flight. Once I stopped entirely, my arms and legs just went dead like a toiling insect, but then whatever it was ironed out, and I went right on again. I wondered why they built houses so high.
They�d doubled back now, and come in after me, down below. I could tell by the hollow tone their bated voices took as soon as they were in out of the open. �This is it. See the blood-spots across the doorway?�
And then an order from Donnelly, in a husky undertone: �You two stay out there, me and Chris�ll go in after him. Bring the car down this way and keep it running. Keep your eyes on all these doors along here, he may try to cross over the roofs and come out one of the others��
I could hear every word, through the silence, up there where I was. And they could hear me, wrenching at the last barrier of all, the roof-door that ended the stairs, warped and half-unmanageable, but held only by a rusted hook and eye on the inside.
I was out now, in the dark, stars over me, gravel squashing away from under my feet. I kept going blindly, in the same direction as down below in the street. A low brick division-rampart, only ankle-high, came up. That meant 408 was beginning. I had to keep count, or I�d go too far. I couldn�t raise my feet that high any more, to step over it. I had to kneel on it and let myself fall over to the other side.

I stumbled on. Those stars were acting funny, they kept blurring and swirling, like pin-wheels. Another brick partition came up. I crawled over that full-length, like an eel. This was 410 now. This was safety, down under my feet somewhere. Only his door, his was the only one was any good against that tin badge.
I got down the first flight, inside, on my own feet, although sometimes they were too far behind and sometimes they were too far out in front of me. But the next one I couldn�t make standing up any more. I fell all the way down. Not head-first, but in a sort of diagonal slide on my back. And then I just lay flat.
There was a door just inches beyond my numb, outstretched arm lying along the floor. I couldn�t move those few inches. I couldn�t reach it.
I heard another one open, somewhere behind me, as though the sound of my sliding fall just now had attracted someone�s attention. Feet moved toward me and stood there before my glazing eyes. Someone�s arms dug under me, and I was hoisted up, propped against the wall. My blurred vision cleared for a moment, and Limpy�s face came through. It blotted, then came into right focus.
�They�re coming down after me,� I breathed hoarsely. �From up there. And there are others waiting down below outside the door. I haven�t any place to go but here��
I reached out and caught him weakly by the shoulder. �Limpy, it�s me, don�t you know me, can�t you see my face? What�re you standing waiting for like that? Take me inside with you, close the door. Don�t you want to save me?�
They were opening the roof-door. He still didn�t move. But he spoke at last.
�Would you?� he said. �Would you if you were me? You see, I happen to be � the real Lee Nugent.�

My first day out of the hospital, I came along a pathway in the park. It could have been any pathway, they were all alike to me and I had nowhere to go, but it happened to be that particular one. I slumped down on a bench.
I sat there thinking over what had happened that night. How he�d hauled my half-conscious form inside with him at the last minute, after they were already clattering down the stairs; barred the door and shoved things up against it to hold them off for awhile. �Sure, I�m Lee Nugent,� I�d heard him say softly, �but you�re still my friend.�
I suppose they would have gotten us there, in the end, though � the two of us together, the real and the fake, instead of just me alone. There was no telephone, no weapon, not even an outside window through which to call for help.
But those truck-drivers who had been in the collision earlier with the death-car hadn�t been as gullible as they had appeared to be. They went straight to the police from there, reported a car from which a man had been seen to break away, followed by suspicious flashes that might have been silenced shots, and gave its license number. The cops closed in in turn around them, and jumped them just as the door was splintering under their vicious assault, caught them pretty, the whole lot of them. The two who had stayed behind were picked up later. Donnelly and one other guy had been shot dead in the fracas.
And that was about all. Except, and this came weeks later, I was free to leave the hospital whenever I was in condition to go. Lee Nugent, the real Lee Nugent, didn�t want me held, was willing to drop all charges against me. He felt I�d been punished enough already for my week of stolen high life, and if it hadn�t been for me, he wouldn�t have been able to come into unhampered enjoyment of the money himself.
So here I was back where I�d started, slumped on a bench in the park, staring meditatively down at the ground before me. I heard a car brake in the driveway out front, and footsteps approached.
I stared at the expensive custom-made shoes and then on up to his face. He was smiling. �They told me you�d checked out when I tried to find you at the hospital just now. I�ve been looking for you. Don�t take offense now, but there�s something that I want to do, I won�t be happy until it�s off my mind. I�m a firm believer in completing the circle of events, ending things where they began.� And he took out his wallet and handed me a ten-dollar bill, one of those same tens I used to give him all the time. �Remember?� he grinned.
He turned and went back to the car. I just sat there holding it in my hand, looking after him. Gee, life was screwy.
He waited a minute by the wheel. Then he beckoned me. �Come on,� he called over genially, �get in. You don�t want to sit there on a bench in the park. We should stick together, you and me, we�ve got a lot in common.�
George Palmer went over and climbed in beside Lee Nugent, and the two of us drove off together.
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HE LOOKED LIKE MURDER
Cornell Woolrich

I can�t say I took a shine to the idea of clearing out and turning the place over to him like that on a Monday night. If it�d been any other night but Monday. Monday I always did my studying-up for the night class I went to once a week, on Tuesday night. He knew that by now. We�d been rooming together long enough.
But he went ahead and asked it anyway. ��And I got a ring from her just before I left work. She said it�s very important, she�s got to see me right tonight, and it�s got to be someplace where we can talk. Now you know I can�t go over to her place on account of the way her family feels about me. So I told her to come up here, and I thought maybe you wouldn�t mind�� And then he ended up, �Just this once. I won�t ask anything like this of you again, Red.�
I thought: Darned right you won�t, because you�ll get turned down flat if you do. But what could I do? Refuse point-blank to his face? That wouldn�t have made for very pleasant living together afterwards. And after all, he did have half-rights in the place.
I wouldn�t have minded so much if it had been a half-decent night. But there was one of those fine needle rains oozing; the kind that doesn�t fall, that you don�t even see in the air, but that just shows by wetting the surface of the street and tickling the back of your neck. It was no use going to the library and doing my stuff there; that closed at nine and I would have been only about half-through by then. I saw where I�d have to let it go altogether tonight, try to cram it all in just before class the following evening. Just roam around for tonight and try to find someplace to hang out in, out of the mist.
�All right,� I gave in, �what time does curfew go into effect?�
�Now you don�t have to dodge meeting her, I don�t mean that,� he protested. �I don�t want you to get the wrong idea about her and me. This isn�t a date, there�s nothing underhanded about it. She said it�s something that concerns both our futures, and it�s just that there isn�t anyplace else we can talk in privacy. And with the three of us around here at the same time, you wouldn�t be able to get your studying done and we wouldn�t be able to talk freely. You don�t have to duck out before she comes; I just thought I�d explain the situation to you ahead of time, to avoid embarrassment. She said she�d be here around eight-thirty or a little after.�
�It�s nearly that now.� I reached for my hat, edged up my coat-collar. �Maybe I can find some kind of a show,� I suggested half-heartedly.
He followed me to the door. �Now don�t be peeved about this, will you, Red?�
What was the use of being a grouch about it? As long as I was doing it I might as well do it obligingly, I figured. My disposition matches my hair; I can get sore, but I can�t hold it. �Forget it,� I squinted at him. He closed and I went down.
I met her coming up. I�d never seen her before, but I�d heard him talk enough about her to know it was she. She had on a raincoat made of green cellophane. I�m quick to judge. She was a nice girl. So nice she could have brought an overnight-case here with her, and you�d know just by looking at her there was nothing shady about it.
I edged over to give her room. She knew who I was too, I guess, from him. She smiled sociably. �I hope he didn�t chase you out on my account?� she said.
I didn�t know if he wanted her to know he had or not, so I said: �No, that�s all right, I was going out anyway.�
There wasn�t very much more than that for us to say; we didn�t know each other after all. �Well, goodnight,� she said, and went on up. �Goodnight,� I said, and tipped my hat and went on down.
I heard him come out to the door and let her in, just before I quitted the bottom of the staircase. She hadn�t knocked or anything, he must have seen her from the window. �Hello, Estelle,� I heard him say. His greeting sounded a little grave, a little troubled, I thought.
I thought about the two of them intermittently during the next few hours, but only because of the inconvenience they were putting me to. I had a hard time of it. Man is a creature of habit. My habit was to study for night class on Monday evenings, and because that had been disrupted I found myself at a complete loss for something to do. I couldn�t find a show that suited me. Then before I could make up my mind, it was already too late for one, so that took care of that. I�m not a solitary drinker, never have been, so that excluded taprooms. I finally compromised by sitting down at a little coffee counter somewhere and poring slowly through a tabloid I�d bought. For the first and last times in my life I found myself doing anagrams and acrostics by the time I�d worked my way to the back of it.
When the clock hands started inching into the last half-hour before midnight, I finally chucked it, started back. I�d given them three hours together. That should have been enough, they should have been able to settle the destiny of the world in three hours. I didn�t feel obliging now any more. If she was still up there chewing the rag with him, then she was going to clear out and give me a chance to get these wet shoes off. On the up-and-up or not, it wouldn�t look right if she stayed very much later than this, and the two of them ought to have sense enough to realize that without being told.
I took a look up at our room windows from the other side of the street first, before I crossed over. They were brightly lit up, and as I looked I saw his shadow flit across one of them. No sign of her, though. �Here I come, ready or not,� I grunted. I�d absorbed so much moisture into my shoes by this time they made a little squirting sound every time I pressed them down.
I crossed over, let myself in the street door, and trudged up the stairs. I took off my hat and beat it out against the rail as I went up, to get the spray off it.
I listened outside the room-door a minute to see if I could still hear her voice in there. Not that I wasn�t going in. I could hear him moving around quite plainly but I couldn�t hear anything said, so she must have left. He sounded very active, almost hurried. In the brief moment I stood there I heard him pass back and forth across the room three times. He might have been just pacing though, not doing anything.
I rapped. There was a sudden silence, movement stopped dead, but he didn�t come over to the door. I had to rap a second time.
He opened it, looked out at me, skin pulled back tight around his eyes. Then it relaxed again. He�d been holding it defensively a minute, at a narrow width. When he saw it was me he opened it wide, but I�d caught the hesitation.
�What�d you do that for?� he said a little sharply, as though it had rattled him. �Didn�t you have your key?�
�What�s matter, you nervous?� I said. �Sure I had my key. Why should I go dredging into my damp pockets, as long as you were in here?� I came in, glanced around. �Girl-friend gone?�
�Yeah, just before you got here.�
�You�re some guy. You mean you let her go alone, didn�t even take her home, on a night like this?�
�I put her in a taxi at the door.� He�d flung himself into a chair which happened to be facing my way. He made the mistake of crossing his ankles out at full leg length from his body. That way the soles of his shoes were tipped-up from the floor. I could see both of them; they were dust white, bone-dry. I�d never yet heard of anyone putting a girl into a taxi by staying back within the shelter of the doorway and letting her cross the wet sidewalk to the curb by herself.
He was lying. He�d made that up on the spur of the moment, because he was ashamed to have me think he hadn�t been more considerate of her. I didn�t call him on it. Why should I have a row with him, it wasn�t any of my business. I had my own lamentable condition to occupy me. I peeled off one sock, then the other, took a twist in them, drops of water oozed out. I meant it as an indirect way of rubbing it in, but he seemed too preoccupied to get the point.
I knew him well enough by now to know something was getting him. No chatter, like when he�d been out with her of an evening and I had to listen to all about how wonderful she was. On the other hand, no fretting and complaining either, like when the mother�s campaign to separate them had first started in. Not a word. His face was a mask of some deep emotion or other, frozen fast, caked on him. I couldn�t name what it was, I�m no soul doctor.
He stayed in that chair where he�d first dropped into when I came in, made no move about getting to bed. Finally, coming to the bedroom-opening and looking out at him, buttoning my pajama coat, I said: �What�s matter, did you have a row?�
He didn�t give me a direct answer. �Why should we have a row?� was the way he put it.
It wasn�t any of my business, I�m no cupid.
He got up suddenly, as though a spring had been uncoiled under him, went over to the cupboard where we usually kept a bottle of liquor in reserve. He brought it out, held it to the light. �This all gone?� he said disappointedly, and let his arm trail down again with it.
I�d been the one had supplied it, and it hadn�t been the last time I�d seen it, so someone must have helped himself to it liberally, fairly recently � maybe within the past hour or so.
�I�m going down to the corner a minute and get a quick one,� he said.
�What d�you want a drink for at this hour?� We weren�t either one of us topers. We weren�t goody-goods that didn�t touch drink, but we usually only went in for it when we were out celebrating on a Saturday night or something like that. This nightcap business was something new. I felt like saying, I was the one was out in the wet, you weren�t, I ought to need one if anyone does. But I let it go by. I noticed he didn�t ask me if I wanted to come with him. But then after all, that might have been because he saw me already half-into my pajamas, I figured. I wouldn�t have gone even if he�d asked me to, anyway.
�I�m going to bed,� I warned him. �Better take your own key with you.�
�I�m coming right back,� he assured me. �I�m going to bed too.�
He closed the door after him and I quit thinking about him.
I had to cross the room in my bare feet to put out the light, which he�d forgotten to do. No sense subsidizing the Edison Company.
Something bit into my unprotected sole, and I snatched it up, held it with both hands for a minute. I looked to see what it was, and it was a little metal clamp or clasp, with a little wisp of green cellophane still thrust through it. His girl-friend had lost one of the fasteners of her raincoat. But it hadn�t just loosened and dropped off, they were patented not to; the tatter of green adhering to it showed it had been torn off bodily. Maybe she had caught it on something. I wondered why she hadn�t taken it with her, to try to have it reattached in some way; they must be hard to match up, if you lost one of them.
I put it aside where it wouldn�t be mislaid and went to bed.
It always took me three complete turns to get in position, about five minutes between each one. And once I was in position I didn�t want to get out of it for anybody.
Just as I got into it, and was set for the night, the phone had to start ringing. I kept my eyes closed and tried to ignore it. I was sure it was a wrong number; what else could it be at this hour of the night? I kept hoping he�d come in just at that minute, and answer it and save me the trouble of getting up. Or else it would quit of its own accord.
Neither thing happened. He didn�t come in, and it kept on. It kept on long after the usual length of signaling, as though the party were urging the operator not to desist. I had to give in finally. I got out of position, put on my bathrobe, and went over to it with a good sour face. I answered it in the dark, I knew where it was by heart.
It was a woman�s voice. It had three elements in it, they were unmistakable from the very opening phrase. Some voices can be eloquent that way. The three tonal components were a deep-seated, cold hostility; the sort of hostility that has been borne over a considerable period of time; and a heated resentment, newer, brought on by the occasion itself, kept in leash only with difficulty; and lastly, less discernible than the other two, there was a thread of fear stitching through it.
The voice didn�t address by name or give any opening salutation. �Will you please put my daughter on?� it began without prelude. �Now she promised me to have a definite understanding with you once and for all, and to come right back. Those were the conditions under which I let her go to see you tonight, and if you think that you�ll get anywhere by trying to influence her until all hours of the�� Then she stopped short and said, �This is Mr. Dixon, isn�t it?� She hated even to have to pronounce the name. I suppose she called him �that young man� to the girl.
I�d been trying to say that it wasn�t all along. �No, this is Stewart Carr, his roommate; I expect him back any minute.�
The cold hostility and the resentment immediately veered off, since they weren�t meant for me personally; only the thread of fear remained. �Oh, I�m sorry,� she said stiffly. �Well I presume she�s left, then. If he was a gentleman, he would have seen to it that she reached home before now, he wouldn�t have kept her there until this hour, on such a rainy night, until I had to phone to remind��
I tried to be reassuring about it. �She left over three-quarters of an hour ago, she ought to be there any minute now, Mrs.�� � I didn�t even know their last name. That should have been about right; I�d been in at least that long myself, and Dixon had said she�d left just before I�
I�d evidently said the wrong thing; fear took over the voice, crowding everything else out. �Three-quarters of an hour ago! Then why isn�t she back here by now? It�s only six blocks to her own door, from there. It shouldn�t take her that long, for such a short distance.�
It shouldn�t have, if that was all it was. And he�d said he�d put her in a cab, which should have cut the time it would take her down to next to nothing. I had sense enough not to mention that detail.
�It would be just like him to keep her loitering along the way, on a wet night like this!� the voice went on bitterly. She was assuming that Dixon was bringing her back, I could see. I didn�t know whether I ought to disabuse her on this point or not. It would probably add fuel to her disquiet, to hear he�d let her make her own way back. And since the girl was bound to reach there any minute, what difference did it make anyway? Let her find out from the girl herself what had caused the delay; why did I have to be roused in the middle of the night about it?
�She�ll probably be there in no time now,� I tried to calm her.
�I sincerely hope so,� she fretted. And then on a note of taut warning, �If she isn�t back here soon I�ll�� She didn�t finish it; she�d hung up.
I did too. I gave the oblivious door a dirty look. Why didn�t he come up here and answer his own tracer-calls? I had to get some sleep, I had to get up in the morning.
I climbed back in and went through the triple gear shift again. I dropped off. Then sleep smashed apart, like an electric-light bulb that you pop, and the damn phone was ringing away again in the middle of the fragments.
I went back to it in a sort of blur, too groggy even to be sore this time. It woke me right up, like a filch of cold water in the face. It was the same woman. You wouldn�t have known it by the voice. The voice was husky this time with out-and-out terror. No more genteel indignation and trepidation. Stark fright, maternal, unreasoning, straining at the leash of self-possession. �I demand to speak with John Dixon! I demand to know what�s become of my daughter!�
�She isn�t back yet?�
My futile surprise went unnoticed. �What has he done with her? Why isn�t she here? My Estelle wouldn�t stay out until this hour of her own accord. I know her better than that! I�ve been pacing the floor here until I can�t stand it any more; I�ve even been down to the corner three times in all the rain to see if I could see her coming� Do you know what time it is?�
I hadn�t until then. I thought maybe this was twenty minutes later. �Just a minute.� I reached for the switch with my free hand, put on the light, looked at the clock. Horrified incredulity sparked from the look. Quarter to three in the morning. He�d been gone himself nearly three hours. She was supposed to have left for home over three-and-a-half hours ago � and she only lived six blocks away.
I didn�t know what to say. �He... he stepped down to the corner and he hasn�t come back yet�� I faltered. But I�d told her that hours ago.
The voice was repressing hysteria only with the greatest difficulty. It was all shredded and coming apart. �Why does he refuse to come to the phone himself and face me like a man? What does he think he�ll gain by avoiding me like this? He can�t do this to me. I warned her, I told her all along if she kept on seeing him, something would happen sooner or later��
I didn�t say anything this time; what was there I could say any more?
The voice was utterly beyond control now, had disintegrated. It was awful to have to stand there and listen to it � harrowing; it went right through you. �I want my little girl back! What�s he done with her? I�m going to notify the police. They�ll help me, they�ll find out why she doesn�t come home��
Suddenly she had hung up, there was silence.
And then, just a minute too late, his key dialed the lock and he came in, looking haunted.
�Well, it�s about time!� I said wrathfully. �Where the hell have you been? You go down for just one drink and you stay down half the night � and let me do your dirty work for you up here!�
Something electric flickered over his face, I couldn�t tell what it was. �What�s up?�
�You�re in trouble, that�s what�s up. Your girl never got home from here tonight. Her mother�s phoned twice since you�ve been gone, and the last time she said she was going to notify the police. You better get over there fast and find out what�s happened��
I waited. He waited too. He just stood there looking at me, without moving.
�Well, don�t you think you�d better at least call her back?�
�She wouldn�t listen to me, she wouldn�t give a chance to� She hates me, she�s been trying to break us up. If anything�s happened � this is my finish.�
�That�s no kind of a reason. The girl was over here and she knows it; at least get in touch with the woman. If you don�t, she�s liable to think the worst.�
�But that�s what I�m trying to tell you; she does already. No matter what I�d do, she�d��
I didn�t know what to do against a line of reasoning like that; it was all haywire. It was going to lead him into trouble, if he wasn�t in it already.
I shut up for awhile and watched him. Didn�t stare at him, I mean, but just studied him offside. He wasn�t drunk. He�d been down drinking for three solid hours � supposedly � and yet he wasn�t drunk. I thought I�d like to find out about that. �Where were you, at McGinnis�s?� I asked offhandedly.
He nodded dully, looking at the floor.
That was the place on our corner. I�d been in there with him often enough. They had bowlfuls of these oyster crackers sitting at each end of the long bar. Unless it was very crowded � and it wouldn�t be at three in the morning on a rainy Monday � you�d take your stand somewhere along the midsection. When you went down for crackers, you�d bring back a few at a time with you, to save yourself making the trip down and back too often. I�d never been in there with him yet but what he hadn�t had a few left over in his pocket when he came away.
He�d hung his coat off the northeast corner of his chair. �Got a cigarette?� I said, and went over to it and reached down into the flap pocket. A solitary oyster cracker came up in my hand.
�You didn�t get much of an edge,� I said, taking one of my own cigarettes instead, without letting him see me. He could have been in there five minutes and still put that cracker in his pocket. Two-and-a-half. And then what had become of the other two hours and fifty-five?
�I didn�t even finish the one drink I bought, just sat there moping. I didn�t realize how time passed. There are times you feel too low even to��
I was standing by the window with my back to him, looking down at the patent-leather finish the rain had given the street. I stiffened my back at one point. That was the only indication to show I was seeing anything. I thought I�d better give it to him ahead of time, though, let him get ready. I said without turning my head: �A cop just got out and came in here. I saw the glint of his visor disk.�
�Red, you�ve got to stick by me.�
This time I did turn my head, fast. �What do you mean I�ve got to stick by you?�
He clutched at the back of his neck, groped for the answer. �If they come here and ask you if � if you saw her leave, tell them you did. Tell them you came along just in time to see me come down to the street door with her and put her in a taxi.�
�But I didn�t.� My tone was flat as an 1890 dime.
�I know you didn�t, but if you�d been five minutes sooner you would have. Don�t you see, the way it is now, no one saw her leave here. She ends here. If I can at least produce someone that�ll say they saw her leave here � That five minutes makes all the difference.�
I remembered the dry soles of his shoes. I had to be sure of what I was doing. I thought: I�ll give him one more chance on that. If he gives me a second wrong answer, he can go to blazes. �But which�ll I be doing?� I said. �Describing something I just missed seeing, or describing something that � didn�t happen for anyone to see? Are you sure you took her down to the door and put her in a cab?�
I don�t know if my steely look warned him off, or he just thought better of it himself. His luck was he gave the right answer this time. �N-no,� he corrected himself, �I didn�t take her down to the door myself. But you can be sure she left here, and you can be sure she left here in a taxi��
�The first time, you told me you took her down and put her in the taxi.�
�I know; it wasn�t this serious yet, it didn�t seem to matter much one way or another then. I was ashamed to let you think I was heel enough not to see her off right. We parted on the outs, she just walked out. Then I heard her whistling up a taxi from the doorway downstairs. I could hear it plainly through the windows. I heard one drive up, she darted out and climbed into it, and��
�Wait a minute. You saw her get into it?�
He gave me a harried look. �I got over to the window a minute too late. Her figure had just crouched in. Her hand was still on the doorcatch, pulling it to after her. What the hell. Who else could it have been? She had just left the room up here a minute before. I stayed on there at the window after the cab drove off, brooding down into the rain for a good five minutes or more, and no one else came out of the house. That must have been she in the cab. Now is it going to hurt you to say you saw that too, from down at the corner? All I�m asking, Red, is��
Before I could answer, the knock had already sounded on the door. The knock we�d both been expecting from one minute to the next, held back like a Chinese water-drop torture. I jerked my thumb toward the sound, as much as to say: �There�s your party now.�
Even then he found time to make his plea once more, in a husky, anxious whisper, as he edged reluctantly across the room: �Are you with me, Red? How about it, are you with me?�
He sure needed moral support bad. I couldn�t help wondering why he should. Why wasn�t his own sense of innocence backing-up enough?
It was just the curtain raiser, this first time. Just routine, just a uniformed patrolman sent around to check. No question of foul play yet, Missing Persons didn�t even have it yet. Just the complaint of the crazed mother.
For that very reason I couldn�t help wondering, as I saw that shield coming in the door, that openly worn shield that usually forecast little more than a ticket for parking overtime or a warning to �Cut out that noise up here now,� why Dixon should be so ready to expect the worst beforehand, why he should seem so � how�ll I put it?�� ahead of the game. He seemed rushing to meet the worst possible conclusion before anyone else was, including the authorities themselves. Always excepting the mother. And mothers � are they gifted with special foresight or are they blinded by lack of it?
It went off very smoothly, without a hitch. The cop jotted in a notebook, Dixon answered what he asked him. �...About quarter to twelve... No, I offered to, but she wouldn�t let me, she said she had a raincoat, and she�d get a cab right from the door...� (Distorting what he�d told me, that they�d parted �on the outs.�)
That reminded me of something. I looked over at the table where I�d put that ripped-off raincoat clasp I�d trodden on. It wasn�t there any more. I looked at Dixon. He looked down his cheeks.
The cop only asked me one thing. �Were you here?�
I answered the one thing with only one word, �No.� That was the extent of my participation. The problem in ethics Dixon had posed for me hadn�t even come up � yet.
The cop left. We went to bed. It was four by that time. He was still awake when I went to sleep. He was awake again � or yet � when I woke up. We didn�t talk about it. I was in too much of a hurry and too half-slept to be able to give a thought to anything but getting down on time. I tore out of the place without a word, kiting my coat after me by one-quarter of one sleeve length.
He wasn�t there when I got back. Someone else was. I put the key to the door and came in and found a man making himself at home in our easy-chair, pretending to read a newspaper. You could tell he�d just picked it up when he heard me at the door. One edge of the carpet was a little rippled, as though it had been turned over, then flung back.
We�d had the curtain raiser. Now this was the First Act.
I said �What goes on?� without too much cordiality.
He showed a badge, said: �Super let me in to wait for you boys. You Carr? You the other fellow that lives here with Dixon?�
�That�s who.�
�A girl named Estelle Mitchell came here last night, didn�t she?�
�Okay if I sit down? I had to stand all the way home.� I sat.
�Well?�
�Yes,� I said coolly, �there was a girl dropped in here last night, and I believe her name was Mitchell.�
�What time�d she get here?�
�Eight-thirty.�
�You saw her come in?�
�I met her on the stairs, on my way out.�
�What time�d you get back yourself?�
�Close to twelve.�
�Was she still here then?�
�She�d just left.�
�How�d you know she just left? Did your friend tell you that, or did you see her leave?�
The problem in ethics had come up. It wasn�t my own skin I gave a rap about. If I could have been sure of him, Dixon. I would have gladly said I took her back to her own door myself, and the hell with this dick and all other dicks. But I wasn�t as sure of him as � well, as I would have liked to be. �I as good as saw her leave.�
�What d�you mean by that?�
�As I turned the corner and came in sight of the house here, I saw a cab standing waiting to take on someone at the door. I saw a figure run out and get in it, and I saw my friend standing up at the window looking down��
�You�re positive it was she?�
�That isn�t what I said.� I was willing to step as far over the line for him as I possibly could, but not all the way � until I was surer. I have a funny conscience, awfully inelastic, practically no give to it at all. �I�m positive it was a girl. But the night was too murky and I was too far away to be able to recognize her face. When I got upstairs a minute later, he told me she�d just left. Draw your own conclusions.�
�Had you ever seen this Mitchell girl before?�
�No, last night on the stairs was the first time I met her.�
That inclined him to leniency in my favor, I could see. I mean, about this figure-in-the-doorway angle. How could I be expected to recognize her from a distance, in a needle rain? �What time does he get back as a rule?�
He was always back before now other nights. I wasn�t going to give him away on that. �Oh, he�s not very punctual,� I said carelessly. �He may have stopped off at the Mitchells� to see if they�ve had any word.�
�Yeah? Well, I�ll wait,� he said doggedly.
�Is it all right if I step out and feed? I�ve been running on a malted milk since noon.�
He made a reassuring hand pass toward me. �You go ahead, Carr.�
I didn�t like the way that sounded. As much as to say, It�s not you we�re after.
I gave him a look, but I got up and went. I headed for a place around the corner. The tire of a parked car went out with a sharp hiss just before I rounded it. Only it was on the wrong side of me, where there were doorways instead of a roadway. He was standing there in one of them. I stopped short, veered in. �Well, I�ll be blamed! What�re you doing in there, playing hide-and-seek?�
�My shoelace came undone, I had to step in here and fasten it.� Then he said, �Has anyone been around?�
�There�s a dick up there right now waiting to talk to you.�
Even so, he shouldn�t have flinched the way he did. I waited for him to make a move; he didn�t.
�Well, why don�t you go up and get it over with?�
He just looked at me, like I was asking him to go into a den with a man-eating lion.
�Have you been around to the Mitchells�?�
He shook his head, looked down.
�Haven�t you even called up to find out? You mean you haven�t once gotten in touch with them since last night?�
�The old lady hates me, I tell you. She�ll fly off the handle, scream all kinds of things at me. I can�t face it, now less than ever.�
�Look, Dixon,� I tried to point out, �you�re doing all the wrong things, all the way through this. Now don�t start off on the wrong foot, there�s no reason why you should. I know how it is, you�re nervous and jumpy � but you didn�t have anything to do with her disappearance, why should you dodge her mother or the dicks or any guard-dam one else?�
�Even you,� he said bitterly, �you ought to see your eyes when you say that. There�s a sort of steely stare in them, like you weren�t sure yourself.�
I hadn�t meant to let him see that, it must have shown without my knowing it. I figured the best � and kindest � way to cover that up was to ignore the accusation altogether. �You better go on up to the place, Dixon,� I advised him crisply. �Your shoelace is fastened now.�
I walked away thinking, �He�s not the type this should have happened to, he�s going to make a mess of it before he�s through.� If it had happened to me, for instance, me with my red hair, I would have been hanging around Headquarters day and night, getting in their way, cursing them out for not finding her quicker. He seemed to sort of skulk and act suspicious.
I ate and then I went back. He was out again. And this time the dick was too. He came in about forty minutes afterwards. He almost seemed to reel in. He looked all drained of blood; he�d turned so white that it wouldn�t wear off. And when he took off his coat and vest, there was a regular dark stain down the back of his shirt, he�d sweated so.
�They had me down at Headquarters to question me,� he said. He slumped into a chair, pulled the knot of his tie loose as though it were choking him, took a long shuddering breath in different wave lengths. �I thought they weren�t going to let me go, at one time, but in the end they did.�
I pitched up my shoulders. �Why shouldn�t they let you go?�
He didn�t say. �Gee, I can�t stand much more of this.�
�I dunno, you never seemed particularly sensitive until now,� I let him know. �Why should you let it get you like this? They gotta ask questions, don�t they? There�s nothing personal in it��
He gave a bitter laugh. �They made it seem pretty personal, down there just now.�
I thought, �If you acted down there like you�re acting up here, you didn�t do yourself any too much good!� If he wouldn�t help himself, somebody ought to at least try to put an oar in for him, and I supposed that left it up to me. I walked around the room awhile. Finally I stopped by him, laid a hand on his shoulder. �Listen, for your own sake, I want you to do something for me. Call up the mother and at least say something to her, don�t just lie low like this. At least find out if anything�s been heard.�
He shied, right away. �I keep telling you, in her mind I�m already responsible for whatever�s happened, and there�s nothing I can do or say��
I took another few turns around the room. �Did the girl mean anything to you at all?� I spat curtly.
That caught him off guard. �Red, I was crazy about her, I was mad about her, I�da done anything rather than lose her. I�da rather seen her dead than have her go to him�� He realized too late how that sounded, bit it off short.
Everything wrong; he said and did everything wrong.
�Well, that�s a crack I wouldn�t make twice,� I advised astringently. I picked up the phone.
�What�re you going to do?�
�What�s their number? What�s the number of her house?�
He gave it to me. I called it for him. A man answered first. For some reason I got the idea he was a detective, over there talking to them. �Mrs. Mitchell, please.�
�Who is this wants her?�
�Dixon wants to speak to her,� I said noncommittally.
Sure, he must have been a detective. There was too long a wait. They must have been talking it over � Suddenly I heard her say distinctly, within a foot of the phone, to someone else, �You shouldn�t make me, you shouldn�t ask me to.�
I hitched my head at him commandingly. �Come on, I�ve got her for you.� Even now, I could only get him to come halfway toward it; I brought it the other halfway, shoved it into his hands, left it there.
Gee he sounded lame. I couldn�t help thinking that myself while I listened. �Mrs. Mitchell, any word of Estelle yet�?�
That was as far as he got. She cut in with something, I could hear the rasping against the transmitter. His face got as white as though a whip had creased it. He let go of the thing and it hit the floor like a shot.
I picked it up and put it to my own ear. She was uncontrollable. She was just saying one thing over and over. �Murderer!� She spaced it for emphasis. �Mur-derer! MUR-derer!�
I hung up. I didn�t blame him for getting white.
He was taking a drink when I looked around. He�d brought a new bottle in with him when he came back from Headquarters. I couldn�t blame him for that either. I would have wanted something to wash down a word like that myself, if it had been jammed into my craw.
�Now you see?� I expostulated. �If you�da shot straight over there after she phoned last night like I advised you to, the thing wouldn�t have gotten to this stage. Your play was to notify the cops right along with her as soon as you heard the girl hadn�t shown up home; to take part in the thing, not stay out of it and let them turn it against you.�
And even now, if it had been me, I would have gone tearing over there and raised holy cain with her, whether she was grief crazed or not, for having the nerve to � But it wasn�t me, it was he. I was just the fellow he lived with. And far to the back of my mind, there was this suppressed thought struggling to come clear: I would, that is, assuming that I was innocent. If I was guilty, if the shoe fitted, how did I know but what I wouldn�t act just about like � he was?
I kept that thought pushed back. I let it squirm, but I kept it down. I left him up there in the place, went out. I could tell by the way he acted, kept edging up slantwise to the window, that he was worried they�d already posted someone down there to watch him, tail him if he went in or out. For my part, it wouldn�t have surprised me if they had. And it still didn�t have to mean anything much; whether he let it hamper him or not all depended on what was in his own mind.
�You coming back soon?� he asked.
Other nights he didn�t give a rap whether I came back soon or late. I knew what he was dying to ask me � but didn�t have the nerve to: �See if you notice anyone hanging around watching the house.�
�I�ll be back,� I said indefinitely. I had a couple things on my mind I wanted to attend to.
If there was a spotter, the spotter knew his business; I couldn�t spot him for love nor money.
This McGinnis was a monkish-looking Celt with a bald crown; you kept looking for the hood and tasseled girdle, and all you ever got was a big imperfect perfecto. He knew Dixon and me, both, like his right arm. And as I said before, by that I don�t mean we were bar-flies or tanks. But anytime we had stepped in anywhere for a drink, for over eight months now it was to his place.
�Was my pal in here last night?� I wanted to find out about those missing three hours.
�Dixon?� he said. �That he was. And what was the matter with him? He left half his drink behind.�
He�d told me that himself. �I was looking high and low for him,� I said, to cover it up so it wouldn�t sound like a check-up. �How long was he in here, about? Can you remember?�
�He was in here till a good thray o�clock. He held the fort that he did; there wasn�t another soul��
That was just the time he�d got back to the flat. I felt relieved. I even dunked my upper lip into the beer I didn�t want, in order not to offend his professional pride like Dixon had about his drink last night.
�Is he feeling any better today?� he went on.
I thought he meant on account of the unfinished drink, or because he�d been noticeably downcast. I would have let it go at that.
�The best thing to do for an upset stomach is just lave it alone�� he rambled.
I brought my scattered thoughts up short. Upset stomach? He had his symptoms crossed. Or did he? I didn�t ask him. There was only one way he could have arrived at such a mistaken diagnosis.
I waited a minute or two, then I said: �Be with you,� and went back to it and inside. I�d probably been in the washroom once or twice before, but it hadn�t been vital to notice it closely until now. There was just a rather unclean washstand, and then a cabinet behind a slatted half-door. It was very small and very uncertainly lighted.
The window � I remembered that there was one in here only now that I saw it again � was chink-narrow and very long. The glass was of a double opacity, whitewashed, and then filmed with accumulated dust. It was open a little from the top, for ventilation. It seemed humanly impossible for an adult to squeeze out through it. More important still, he�d only come in here to McGinnis�s after. What would he have gained by establishing an alibi after? It wasn�t like me to start suspecting him. Well, dammit, then why didn�t his behavior give me a chance to stand up for him?
I got up on the edge of the washstand with one foot and peered out through the top of the window. Its already prohibitive narrowness was still further bisected by a vertical iron bar. Furthermore, the light coming from behind me mushroomed out against blank brickwork only four feet in front of my face. The window just looked out on an air shaft bored down into the building, no way of getting up, no way of getting down. The iron bar was just gratuitous, or maybe one of the cubed walls was a later addition, sealing up what had until then been a three-sided indentation.
I got down, opened the dust-caked pane from the bottom, not without a good deal of difficulty. I wanted to see if I could make out the bottom of the shaft. I could; it ended only a few feet below the window. I looked at it a very long time, forehead grazing the rust-flaked iron bar. I have very good eyes, and I gave them the workout of their life.
I didn�t take their word for it; I pulled my head in again and gave them a little help. I happened to have a newspaper furled up in my side pocket. I took it out, struck a match, and set the end of it on fire. Then I stuck it, burning, through the window and held it out above the shaft floor. It played it up to a dusky orange, plenty bright enough. I pulled the improvised torch in again before it got out of control, stamped it out on the floor. It had done the trick, shown me what my eyes had only been able to hazard at.
I tried with my arm first, but it couldn�t get anywhere near the shaft floor, the damn perpendicular bar held my shoulder joint too far back. I never chewed gum. I went out there now and bought a penny package from his machine and mashed it up. I didn�t want to have to ask McGinnis for anything, he probably wouldn�t have had anything the right length anyway. He didn�t even notice me come out and then go in again, he�d gotten a batch of new customers just then and was busy taking their orders.
I went to work on one of the slats of the cabinet door, wrenched it out of its socket at both ends and used that. They were all dilapidated and half-loose anyway. It was the same principle kids use in dredging up coins through a sidewalk grating. I stuck the gum on the end of the slat, poked it through the window, stabbed the shaft floor, and each time came back with something I had seen before � and I don�t mean just now winking faintly in the gloom at the shaft bottom either. They were the two mates to the patented raincoat fastener I had trodden on up at our place. And if there was any doubt in my mind that they were mates, the tatter of green cellophane clinging to each one settled that.
That accounted for three of them. Three out of a possible four, at the very most. And to lose that many fasteners, that raincoat had been subjected to the roughest sort of treatment, must have been wrenched-at and pulled around unmercifully (with its wearer inside it). Even so, it wasn�t the patent that had failed to meet the test, the fabric around it was what had given way under the strain.
Even the implication of inordinate violence didn�t make me as creepy as the attempt at concealment. The washroom window must have been open only from the top, as I had found it myself, and perhaps he didn�t realize the floor of the shaft was as accessible to the washroom as it turned out to have been. I held open the cabinet door I had victimized, struck a match, stared intently. There were no traces left. But after all, a fabric like that must be highly combustible. Or if not, it was just a matter of severing it into small enough pieces to pass through the drain. And as for smuggling it in here unseen, how do people who swipe hotel towels for souvenirs, for instance, get away with them? By folding them flat underneath their vests and buttoning their coats over them. A pliable raincoat like that must fold into very nearly handkerchief size.
I didn�t feel so jolly. After I had cleaned the gum off the two fasteners, I wrapped them in a bit of paper, thrust them in my pocket to be retained against further decision. I was in a blue funk when I came out of McGinnis�s. The best I could muster was a half-hearted, �Keep an open mind, now, as long as you can. Don�t jump to too-hasty conclusions. Give the guy the benefit of the doubt, you�d want it given to you in his place.� It was already like swimming upstream.
If I hadn�t known I was going to wind up at the Mitchells� until then, there wasn�t much doubt of it by the time I came out of McGinnis�s with those two raincoat fasteners in my pocket. Where else could I go? Back to him? He�d made the third one I�d already retrieved once at our place disappear a second time. To the police? Not at this stage of the game. Maybe not at any stage of the game. When you watch a guy going down in a quicksand before your eyes � if he doesn�t deserve to � you give him a hand out; if he does, maybe you fold your arms and let him go. But at least you don�t shovel rocks on his head to make him go down faster. I don�t, anyway.
I had to look it up in a phone directory, I had no idea where it was. There was a half-column of Mitchells, but I had no trouble separating the appropriate one, he�d already given me the phone number that paired with it. Mrs. Fanny A. It was only about six blocks from our place, as she�d said last night; almost too short a distance for any anonymous harm to have befallen the girl; it made it seem more likely than ever it had been a personally directed, intentional harm, meant for her alone by someone who knew her.
It was an outworn apartment house, when I got there, that just managed to maintain itself above tenement status, more through its cleanliness than anything else. The mother evidently lived on her income, and a very tenuous one at that. It was on the ground floor, and after I�d already located it I had an attack of last-minute qualms about going in. I wondered if I was being a hypocrite by coming here like this, with two of the very fasteners from her raincoat packaged in my pocket at the moment, and yet no intention of turning them over to them. It was a hell of a thing to do; either I was on their side or I was on his.
I poised my finger toward the doorbell. Then I dropped it again. I started to walk back and forth undecidedly, crosswise across the lobby. This kept carrying me to and fro in front of the elevator-grate. The car itself was somewhere out of sight the whole time, bedded in the basement most likely, as often occurs in those run-down poorly serviced houses. Without being aware of it I was accidentally giving the impression of someone whose business was on one of the upper floors, not down here at all, waiting to be taken up.
I still hadn�t been able to make up my mind, when I heard the street door open, and as I turned my head, two cops came in carrying a sort of hamper between them. They had newspapers spread loosely over the top of it. I heard one ask the other, �Why didn�t they have her come down, instead of us bringing it up here?�
�I dunno, I guess she couldn�t make it or somep�n.�
They started diagonally across the lobby to the door on the left. Then when they got halfway to it the leader said, �Naw, it�s the one on this side,� and abruptly changed directions. They ended up before the one I had just been hesitating outside of myself a moment ago. But the swerve was violent enough to dislodge part of the newspaper covering on top of what they were carrying. It drifted off, and the rear carrier had to stop a minute and replace it.
It was just a fluke that I happened to be standing right there in the same apartment lobby with them at that moment. They didn�t try to hide the momentary glimpse I was afforded of what was in the hamper. They didn�t look twice at me, I was just someone waiting to be taken up to one of the higher floors. They didn�t think the tattered, grimy, green-cellophane raincoat lying spread on top of other maltreated garments would have any particular meaning to me, or that I could transmit the knowledge to the one place they didn�t want it to go until they were ready for it.
I didn�t get out fast enough. I couldn�t bolt right in front of them; I had to wait until they were admitted first. The mother must have been somewhere close at hand near the apartment door. They just about got in with it, took the newspapers off, when her scream slashed through it like a knife through cheesecloth. That was identification, complete, devastating, final � that harried scream that ended in a soft thump on wood.
I got outside to the street fast. The six lengthwise blocks, that were all the margin of lead I had, streamed by under me; I can�t remember now any more whether I actually ran or just hiked fast. I kept thinking, �What�ll I do about this?�
I slowed when I got to our corner. They might have someone watching the place already. They must have. If there was, I couldn�t see him. But then if I could have, he wouldn�t have been any good to them. I only walked slow up to the door. Once inside, I ran up the stairs again. I keyed the door open and closed it behind me again with camera-shutter rapidity.
The room was dark, at first I thought he was out. But he was lying on the bed. Not like you lie on it to sleep on it, the other way, across it from side to side, head down, face buried in a tragic nest he�d made out of his arms. Heartbreak, I suppose; I don�t know. He reared his head when he heard me come in, but I�d already had time to glimpse him the way he was first.
�That you, Red?�
�Yeah, it�s Red.� I stood in the doorway looking at him.
He got up off the bed, slowly, one limb at a time. He tried not to show he could feel me looking at him. Finally he couldn�t help it any more. �What d�you keep looking at me for?�
�You better get ready for a long pull. Your girl�s dead.�
His face shifted gears. I thought he was going to cry, but if he did, it didn�t come to the top. He said, �Are they sure?�
�They were just bringing her things into the flat when I was outside it just now. I recognized the raincoat��
I heard him draw his breath in, deep. Then suddenly he shot past me. I went after him. �I�m going to get out of here,� he said in a smothered voice. The panic was on him. Maybe so; but I was running out of excuses.
I slapped the flat door shut again before he�d gotten it far enough out to get through it. �Now wait a minute, don�t lose your head; you�re doing the worst possible thing.�
�I�m getting out! I saw how they acted about it tonight at Headquarters the first time already. They only let me go because they didn�t have anything on me then.�
He kept trying to get it open, I kept trying to hold it back.
�Did you come back here to hold me for them, so I�d be here when they get here?�
�No � I came back to tip you off ahead of time, I guess�� I took one arm down off the door.
�Then lemme get out. Red, gimme a chance at least!�
�Don�t you see what you�re doing? You�re as good as admitting the fact you did something to her, you�re advertising it.�
He was past reasoning with. �It�s easy for you to talk, isn�t it? It�s not your freedom, is it? It�s not your neck, your life. I should stay here and let them bag me, and never have a fighting chance from then on!�
He couldn�t get out past me, he couldn�t get me out of the way. He had to give up finally, he was all winded and � although we hadn�t come to blows, principally because he�d known enough not to strike the first one � a wrestling match can tire you as much as a fist fight. He flopped back into a chair, stayed there inert, tongue out � metaphorically speaking, anyway. I stayed there by the door, also breathing hard.
�My own friend,� he said finally.
Maybe that did the trick, I don�t know. If he�d kept on trying to edge me aside, force his way out, I suppose I�d have kept blocking him. It was when he quit trying, slumped down like that, that it got to me. �I don�t think you can make it any more,� I side-stepped grudgingly. I took a look from the window. Nothing yet. He didn�t try to make a break for the door, even after I�d left it; maybe I had him cowed, or he was resigned now.
I picked up the coat and hat I�d just had on me, threw them over at him. �All right, there�s your chance, take it if you want it,� I relented. �They�ve seen me in this outfit two or three times already, you may get away with it. You�d better not try the street, they must have been watching it long ago. Go out through the back yard and maybe you can get through to the next one over, like I did that night when that instalment collector was on my tail. And if you do make it, walk like I do, long slouchy strides � not snappy ones like you take. Keep your left hand in your trouser pocket the whole time. That�s me. Wear the hat down forward like I do, almost over the bridge of your nose. Until you get � wherever you�re going.�
He opened the door. I was soft, I was molasses.
�Here, d�you need dough? You better take this with you�� I shoved some into his hand.
He tried to shake mine, but mine wasn�t there any more. �Where�ll I get in touch with you, Red?�
�D�you want to?� I couldn�t help asking pointedly.
�Sure, I... I�ve got to find out what happens � I�ll find some way; it won�t be here or at the place you work.� He turned and went out.
There went a foolish guy. He had to have his chance, I supposed. You�d give a dog his chance. I watched him down the first flight. I couldn�t tell if he looked like me or not, because I couldn�t tell what I looked like. He didn�t look like himself, to me, in that hat and coat, so maybe that was enough.
I listened until he got the rest of the way down. The stairs must have been clear yet, I heard him get the yard door open and go out through there. I rapped once against the wooden doorframe beside me, for luck. His luck. Then I closed the door and went in.
�Now, what�d I do that for?� I wondered, shaking my head.
It took them a little while to make their arrangements, I guess, or maybe they�d had to wait for orders from higher up. They had no inkling that there was any hurry about it, that I�d accidentally tapped a wire, so to speak, or they would have been over a lot sooner. The knock on the door, of course, was an indication in itself that he�d made it.
There were two of them. The man in the lead slanted me aside as if I were just an extension panel on the door, strode through. �Come on out, Dixon, don�t make us go in after you.�
�He�s not in here,� I said innocently.
The other one was the same one had been installed up here when I got home earlier tonight � Hiller I heard his teammate call him. �He�s skipped the gutter, Hiller. Here�s his hat and coat.�
Hiller took a look. He caught on fast. �Where are yours?� he said, coming back to me.
�On the third hook from the left, in the closet,� I stalled.
�You mean he walked out in �em.� He was trying to get me for being an accessory. �Now what were you doing while this was going on?�
�I was in there shaving; how�d I know he was going to take a duster?�
He went in the bathroom, opened the cabinet, and tested the bristle of my brush. Then he dried-off the tips of his fingers on a towel. Even that didn�t satisfy him; he reached up and felt the side of my face. His fingers skidded on it like an ice-skating rink. Sure I�d shaved. I always shaved at nights. I�d had nearly fifteen minutes to shave, between the time Dixon left and they got here.
Hiller narrowed his eyes at me. �Are you sure you weren�t in on this?�
�What would I get out of it either way, whether he stayed or went?�
I had him there so beautifully that he failed to notice I�d answered his question by asking him one of my own. �No use waiting,� he said to his partner. �He won�t be back � not here anyway. You better come down with us, Carr; I think we�d like to ask you a few, this time.�
I had to go without my hat and coat, my friend had mine. Hiller even suggested I put on his. I couldn�t bring myself to do it, for some strange reason; call it superstition if you like, I still wasn�t positive they hadn�t last been worn by someone who had taken a life.
They pegged away at me down there quite a bit, but it didn�t get them anywhere. Whether you�re telling a lie or telling the truth, the whole art of it lies in simplicity; stick to something simple and don�t ball yourself up. I�d seen the figure of a woman get in a cab at my doorway, through the mist; I didn�t claim it was Estelle Mitchell, I never had. That was the whole gist and burden of my story. How could anyone trip on anything as short and uncomplicated as that? Well � detectives like this Hiller get thirty-six-hundred a year, I think. I was now about to find out why.
They didn�t let on that I�d fallen face-flat, so to speak. Hiller just mumbled, �Ask you to go up to Mrs. Mitchell�s with us for a few minutes,� and we were on our way again.
It was a typical early-century interior; gloomy hall going back for miles, with doors opening all the way down it. A man that I at first thought was a teammate of theirs, working at this end, admitted us. He was up in his late thirties, I should say, or even higher than that. Hiller said, �Hello, Tremholt; we�d like Mrs. Mitchell to come out and hear something, a minute.�
He cranked his head kind of dubiously. �The doctor was with her until now; he just about got her quieted down. Go easy, will you, fellows?� But he went down the hall to one of the end doors. So by that I caught on he wasn�t a bureau man but some relative or member of the family. Meanwhile we�d detoured into an old-fashioned parlor, cluttered up with junk. The girl�s late father, in a photographic enlargement, looked down from one wall, the mother from the other. As she had once been.
She came in a minute later, on the arm of this Tremholt, and made the picture out a liar. The thing had turned her inside out. Her eyes were lost in deep skull pits. She had a wet compress pasted across her brows, and it adhered of its own saturation. She could only hate now, thirst for vengeance, that was all that was left to her. She hated well. For the first time I could understand Dixon�s peculiar skittishness about facing her.
Tremholt led her to a chair, arm solicitously about her, said, �Sit down, Mom.� I couldn�t figure him the girl�s brother, he must have been a half-brother. Then he stood attentively behind her, hand resting on the back of her chair. I could see it over her shoulder. He�d taken out his own anxiety and grief in a much simpler form: nail-biting. I�d never seen such nails; they were down to the quick, and even past it. The indentations were still left to show how much of them had been gnawed away. A poodle, which had a sort of wistful air, like it missed her too, had trailed into the room after the two of them.
Hiller said, �Now just once more, in Mrs. Mitchell�s presence.�
�Why, simply,� I began uneasily, �that I saw a woman�s figure enter a cab�� I ran through it once again. I could sense something had come up, but couldn�t get what it was. Which is liable to happen when you horse around with detectives.
�I�m not calling you on that,� he said quietly. �What I want to know is, did you hear the signal given, the hail, that brought the cab down the street that far, to your doorway, for her?� And then, for bait, �There must have been one; no cabdriver�s attention could have been attracted if she�d just waved an arm, in that kind of visibility.�
I could sense the trap. He wanted to drive a wedge between my version and Dixon�s, in order to knock the support from Dixon�s, demolish it. I only had a split second in which to make up my mind, with three pairs of eyes boring into me. If I denied hearing her summon the cab, that would shake the credibility of Dixon�s version, wouldn�t it? How had he been able to hear it, through a closed window, if I hadn�t, right out there in the open? There was also a trap within a trap. He was decoying me by using the terms signal, hail. He wasn�t going to trip me up on that. Dixon had said unmistakably that she�d whistled for one. I�d hooked my story onto his. He�d assured me that I wasn�t backstopping a lie, but simply bridging a five-minute time difference; in other words, corroborating something that had actually occurred, only just too soon for me to eye- and ear-witness it. If his whole story was a lie, that was my tough luck. But you can�t corroborate a thing like that in parts, you either corroborate it all the way or not at all.
�There was no hail given,� I said. �There was a whistle given. I heard it.�
No one said anything. They seemed to be waiting for Mrs. Mitchell to speak, as though they already knew something I didn�t. Tremholt looked down at her from behind her chair. Hiller looked across the room at her.
She spoke at last, in a deathly low voice. �My daughter couldn�t whistle. Not a note. It was an absolute limitation, some kink in her tongue maybe. Many�s the time we heard her try it, all she could do was make a soundless breath, like someone blowing soap bubbles. When she had this dog out with her, the only way she could call him was by clicking her tongue or speaking his name.�
She�d been addressing Hiller until now. Now she turned on me, as Tremholt started to lead her out of the room. �So if you heard a woman in your doorway whistling for a cab, it was not my daughter. You did not see my daughter leave that house!� And then from further down the hall, out of sight: �And no one else did either!�
Hiller just sat there looking at me, and I just sat looking at my own innermost thoughts. They were a glowing red, and they kept repeating a single phrase over and over again: �The dirty liar! The dirty liar!� And I didn�t mean the dick, either.
I went back with him to Headquarters from there. I still wasn�t turning stool pigeon. I couldn�t have anyway, even if I�d wanted to, in the only way that would have done them any good. But even if I could have, I knew I wouldn�t have. I didn�t know where he�d gone. And if � and when � I found out, I considered that a little personal matter between him and me. I wasn�t doing their work for them.
They wore out finally. The lieutenant or whoever he was in charge suggested, �Why don�t you boys take him over and let him see for himself what this precious friend of his has done? Then maybe he�ll feel a little differently about it.�
That was the first I knew that the body had been found.
They took me over to the Morgue with them. They drew out a sort of drawer or lateral cupboard they had her in and whisked back the covering. It would have been tough enough to take even without the way they stood around me and rubbed in it.
Her neck had been broken in some God-awful way; I�d never seen anything like it in my life before. The whole head was twisted out of line with the body. As though her neck had been caught under someone�s arm in a viselike grip, and then the killer had twisted his own whole upper body around out of joint, to accomplish the fracture. Even then I still couldn�t understand how anyone of less than abnormal strength could�
They took pains not to leave me in the dark on this point. �Take a good look, Carr. This girl was twenty-two years old, think of that. Do you want to know just what happened to her, with accompanying blueprints? She went to this skunk-friend of yours to tell him they were through; that she was giving in to the old lady and marrying Tremholt��
�Marrying Tremholt?� I�d thought he was her brother until then.
�He�s boarded with the Mitchells for years and he�s been crazy about her ever since she was in grade school. The understanding always was that he was to marry her when she was old enough. He�s practically subsidized the mother for years, she could never repay the amounts she owes him. But that was all right, it was supposed to be all in the family. The girl thought he was pretty swell herself, until Dixon came along. She wasn�t coerced into giving him up; Dixon�s glamor started to wear thin and she finally saw things her mother�s way.
�All right, so she told him that night. The old lady was a fool to let her go there alone, and Tremholt didn�t know about it. The girl gave your pal the brush-off and walked out on him. He got his second wind, ran after her, caught up with her on the next landing, and started to drag her back, throttling her so she couldn�t scream. He didn�t kill her then, but she�d lost consciousness and he thought he had. He lost his head, dragged her on up a flight above his own door, and secreted himself in the incinerator closet on that floor, maybe because he�d heard somebody come out below.
�You know those incinerator closets in your building, Carr. A metal flap that you pull down gives onto the perpendicular chute that carries the refuse down to the basement to be burned. Now listen to this if you can stand it � and remember we can show you the scientific evidence for every one of these steps, it�s not just a theoretical reconstruction. He pulled down the flap and tried to unload her body � and she was still alive, see?�� down the chute, headfirst, toward the basement and eventual incineration. It was just a panic-reflex. The flap opening wasn�t wide enough, any more than the chute backing it would have been; but there was evidently someone coming up or down out on the stairs at that moment and he was crazed. He wedged her in, then when he tried to extricate her again, after the immediate danger had receded and he could think more clearly, the head and the one shoulder that he had managed to insert, jammed. You can see what happened by looking��
�Cut it out,� I said sickly, �cut it out.�
�He finally heaved her out, but in doing so he broke her neck against the angle of the chute, wrenched her head nearly all the way around back to front. The only consolation is she didn�t feel anything, was unconscious at the time. That guy has been sleeping on the same mattress with you, Carr; keying the same door.�
I took out a handkerchief and patted it around my mouth.
�When the coast was clear, he hauled her on up the rest of the way to the roof. He went over the communicating roofs as far as he could � four buildings away, toward Demarest Street, and found a barrel there. They�d recently retarred and regraveled that roof, and the barrel was left over. He put her in that, first emptying the gravel that remained, then covering her lightly with it. The workmen who carried it away got it all the way downstairs before they realized what made it weigh so much and found out what was in it.
�It�s the prettiest case we�ve had in years.� And they didn�t mean pretty.
�Now, d�you still want to go to bat for a guy that did anything like that? Tell us where you think he�s gone, you must have some idea.�
I took the handkerchief away from my mouth, and looked at them a long time, and said slowly, �Gents, I only wish I did have.� And did I mean it!
And on that note they let me go home. They knew I was on ice now, they knew I�d keep. They knew, they could tell just by the look in my eyes.
I didn�t sleep so good that night. I threw the mattress on the floor and slept on the naked bed frame. I kept seeing her before me. She spoke to me like she had on the stairs. �He didn�t chase you out on my account, did he?� Only her head was twisted around so that it practically faced forward across her own shoulder.
She was buried next day. I went to the services. I sent flowers with a card that said: �From someone who should have stayed home.� Meaning it wouldn�t have happened that night if I�d been there. The mother was there, and Tremholt, sitting close to her, looking after her, as usual. It must have been tough on him. He was under a strain, you could see. He kept breaking up wooden matchsticks between his fingers, sitting there in the pew with her. Afterwards, when the few of us filed out, I glanced down and the floor was covered with them around where he�d been sitting.
Monday came around again, and I had to do my studying for my Tuesday night class. I had to change textbooks first, we�d finished Volume One the week before, and were going to start in on Volume Two this time. They were standard textbooks, Dixon knew them well, the way I�d had the first one kicking around the place, on renewels, for about six weeks straight. I�d mentioned to him, I think, that we would be about ready to tackle Volume Two in another week�s time, and I could remember his kidding answer: �My, my, you�re getting to be a big boy now!� He probably thought this self-improvement stuff was the bunk.
Anyway, on my way home from the job, I dropped off at the library, turned in Volume One, and picked up Volume Two, which I�d made sure would be there waiting for me on the shelf. I holed-up for the evening, rolled up my shirt sleeves, sat down at the table with pencil, blank paper and book in front of me, and got ready to cram improvement into my skull.
I didn�t see it until I�d gotten well into the second theorem, and had to turn a page. Somebody�d been working out one of the problems on the margin of the page. People often did that, I�d noticed, with textbooks of this kind, too lazy to get their own scratch paper or somethi�
I thought I was seeing things. It was my own name, or part of it anyway, staring up at me from the page. �Red� Call me from Mallam�s ten sharp night you get this out.� Just a hurried pencil scribble, as cramped as possible in order to be inconspicuous, but I recognized the writing. Dixon � the murderer. He must have slipped into the library sometime earlier in the day, located the reference book he knew I was sure to take out next, and taken a chance on contacting me in this way.
Well, that was his big mistake. I was fresh out of sympathy with lousy girl killers. I closed the book with a sound like a firecracker going off, and I shoved my fists back through the sleeves of my coat � fists this time, not open hands. He didn�t know when he was well-off. I picked up the phone, hesitated, put it down again. No, Hiller and his side-kicks could come and get him from here, take up where they�d left off the night I�d so misguidedly abetted his running out. I�d bring him back to his original starting point alone and unaided. That was the least I could do in the way of making amends.
Mallam�s was a big drugstore we both knew well and often patronized. He hadn�t given any number, so how I was to call him I couldn�t figure, but he�d mentioned an hour, ten sharp, so it behooved me to be at the right place at the right time and leave the method up to him.
The method was simple. I was hanging around by the cigarette-counter when the phone in the middle booth started to ring. The counterman started for it, but I stepped in ahead of him. �That�s probably for me,� I said.
It was. I knew his voice. He�d simply called me, instead of having me call him; a lot safer. �You saw it,� he said.
�Yeah, I saw it.� I tried to keep my voice neutral; I was still at his mercy, he could cut himself off.
�Are you alone there? Are you sure no one�s following you or anything?�
�Dead sure,� I said grimly.
�I gotta see you, I gotta know where I stand; it�s not in the papers any more. You�re the only friend I have, Red�� (Wrong tense, I thought to myself, you should have used the past tense.) ��I don�t know who else to turn to. I�m going crazy � and I�m strapped, I can�t even get out of this place I�m in if I want to��
�I�ll take care of that,� I promised. I wasn�t kidding by a long shot.
He said, speaking quickly, probably to override his own misgivings, �Take the Laurel Avenue bus line, to the Whitegate part of town. Get off at Borough Lane stop. There�s a rooming house there, 305, with a tailor shop below. Go up one flight. Harris is the name.� Then he caught his breath, said, �And whatever you do, if you notice anyone following you��
�They�ve given me up as a hopeless case long ago. Don�t worry, everything�ll be under control.�
He hung up without waiting for any more. That was all right; now I had him.
He looked bad when he finally let me into the place, after all the usual rigamarole of casing the stairs to make sure no one was at my heels. He looked like he hadn�t slept decently since he�d left our own place. It was a cheesy-looking little hole, about the best a guy wanted by the police could hope to get for himself. Judging by the litter, he�d been doing most of his eating out of cracker boxes and tomato cans, and smoking himself to death.
�Yeah, I brought some dough,� I answered his question. I didn�t bother passing it to him, because he wasn�t going to need it anyway.
�Are they still hot for me?�
�I don�t know. The last I saw Hiller was the day of the funeral, standing over in the shadows at the back of the church. I guess he was hoping that � the guy that did it would show up, out of curiosity or something. I didn�t let on I recognized him.�
He took quick steps back and forth, raking at his hair. �It�s not fair! Through no fault of my own, I�m suddenly hunted down like a mad dog � for something I didn�t do! I suddenly find myself in a position where there�s only one guy left that�s still willing to believe I didn�t.�
�No,� I said, quietly but succinctly.
That brought him up short. His lips formed the question without sounding it.
�You better make that unanimous,� I went on. �What do you expect? What choice have I got?� He tottered backward, crumpled onto the sagging, unmade cot, reached down and gripped the mattress edge with one hand as if to steady himself. I went over the whole thing again, step by step, but as much for my own benefit as for his. �I came back that night, and instead of taking it easy reading like other nights, you were rushing around in there, as if you were straightening things up. I heard you through the door.�
�Sure, I was pounding distractedly back and forth; you would be too if you�d just lost your girl.�
�I knocked instead of using my key, and the knock frightened you. You only opened on a crack until you saw who it was��
�That was just a reflex; I didn�t want to see anyone, I had too much on my mind��
�You told me you�d just put her in a taxi at the door. The sidewalk was wet, but the soles of your shoes were dry.�
�Yes, that was an outright lie, but an innocent one. I didn�t want you to think I was heel enough to let her go down by herself.�
�You told me you heard her whistling up a cab, you let me lie to the cops about that. Her mother says she couldn�t whistle a note.�
He looked at me wide-eyed. �I didn�t know that, I didn�t know that.�
The edges of my mouth curled. �She was your girl and you didn�t know she couldn�t whistle?�
�She never happened to tell me; the occasion never arose. I heard someone whistle��
�A little bird, no doubt.� I went ahead. �You left me at twelve, to go down for a quick pick-up. McGinnis told me you didn�t show up in his place until two. What were you doing before you went in there?�
�Walking around in the rain,� he said dully, �like you do when, you�ve lost something.�
�Was this what you lost?� I gave the two raincoat fasteners I�d been carrying around on me all week a careless pitch over toward him. They landed on the cot beside him. �There was a third one, that you overlooked. I stepped on it up at our place, while you were out that night �walking around in the rain.� I put it on the table, and the next I knew it had disappeared; you hid it from that first cop that came around to question you.�
�Yes, I did.� He lowered his head. �She was already missing, it already looked bad enough for me, without him picking a thing like that up. I was starting to get nervous by that time. When she was trying to leave, I�d tried to hang on to her, get her to stay, but not in a murderous way. She had to wrench her raincoat from my pleading grip, and the fasteners came off. I thought it might save me a lot of unnecessary trouble if that cop just didn�t see that third one lying there on the table right as he was checking the description of what she�d been wearing. Sure it was foolish to conceal it, but everyone does foolish things at times, why should mine be made to count so heavily against me?�
�And then you threw the other two � those, over there next to you � out the washroom window at McGinnis�s.�
�That was just a rebellious gesture. I�d lost her, I was hurt and bitter. I did that like a man picks up a pebble or a stick and chucks it away from him, as a vent to his inner feelings. And Red, be logical; if I did it for concealment, why wouldn�t I have done it sooner, the whole two hours I was roaming around in the rain, why did I have to wait until I got in there?�
�Maybe you only recalled you had them on you after you got in there, maybe you didn�t remember them while you were still outside.� I shook my head at him slowly. �It�s no use, Dixon. Do you blame me, after all that, for thinking you did kill her? Would you blame anyone for thinking it?�
�So you�re going back to them now and tell them where I am. Tell them where they can come and find me.�
I shook my head quietly.
�Then where are you going?�
�Just back to our place�� I looked him straight in the eye. �And you�re coming with me.�
�That�s what you think.� His hand, the right, had been clutching the mattress edge all this while. I�d mistakenly thought for balance, for moral support. He withdrew it now, and a gun came slithering out in its grip. He must have bought it in some pawnshop with the money I�d staked him to; he hadn�t taken one with him the night he left. He pointed it square at me and said, lethally, �You�re never going to leave here alive again. I can�t afford it, I�m fighting for my life now. Well if it�s got to be me or you, then it�s going to be you. If you were my own blood-brother standing before me��
�Now at last,� I told him, �you�ve put the finishing touch to your own admission of guilt. A man who�s capable of murdering his own best friend in cold blood, like you�re about to, is certainly capable of murdering his sweetheart. If you didn�t kill her, why would you be so afraid to go back with me�?�
I didn�t know just when he was going to pull the trigger; he was going to any second, I could tell that just by looking at the expression in his eyes. The cot was a decrepit iron affair, one of those so-called portable things with legs that folded back under it. One hadn�t been opened fully, or else had slipped back a little from the repeated vibration of his getting on and off the cot twenty times a day, like he must have. I�d noticed long before this came up that it didn�t hit the floor perpendicular, but leaned in a little, letting the other three do most of the work for it.
I was sitting close enough to it, but that was the trouble � I was so close that any move my foot made was sure to catch his eye. I said, �All right, Johnny, let�s have it and get it over with,� and I clasped my hands at the nape of my neck and leaned my head and shoulders back in the chair, as if at defiant ease. That attracted his dangerously twinkling eyes to the upper part of my body, and the very act of stretching backward from the waist up brought my legs unnoticeably further out in the opposite direction. I felt my shoe graze the cot support. I swung my foot out, like when you tee-off. Then I chopped it back. The support snapped up flat against the frame, and that corner of the cot came down.
The shot was jolted out of him by the sudden slide. It tore straight through at heart level, but the shift over carried it under my left arm pit, and the elbow was up, so it didn�t do anything. I dove over on top of him before another one could come out, slapped the gun hand down against the mattress, and ground my knee into it.
The beating I gave him brought the other cot support down, and we rolled down to the floor together, in a mixture of soiled sheets, gun-smoke, and dust from the mattress. As he�d said, it was him or me, and he had a gun; I didn�t pull my punches, although my usual way of fighting is not to hit a guy when he�s down under you.
I quit when he stopped fighting back, and pocketed the gun. He went out a little from my jaw and face blows. No one seemed to have heard the shot, or if they did, it was the kind of a place where they believed in minding their own business. I threw water in his face to revive him, and before his head had altogether cleared he was already down below on the street with me, rocky but standing on his own legs. I got him into a cab, and before he knew it I had him over at our place, had closed the door on the two of us, and flung him back into his own favorite chair � only from about five yards away.
He just cowered there, didn�t say anything, didn�t move. His eyes kept following me around, mutely pleading. �Don�t look at me like that,� I told him finally, wincing from the touch of the iodine stopped on my open knuckles. I didn�t offer him any because for all I knew he might have swallowed it. �D�you think this is fun for me? D�you think this is my idea of how we should wind up, you and me?� I picked up the phone.
He spoke, for the first and last time since we�d come away from the hide-out. He didn�t call me Red any more. �Carr,� he said, �you�re not human at all!�
�Gimme Police Headquarters,� I answered that.
A whistle sounded somewhere under our windows. A woman�s voice called, �Yoo-hoo! Taxi!� Then the whistle sounded again, a fine full-bodied thing a man needn�t have been ashamed of. Gears meshed faintly somewhere in the distance and a machine came slithering up, braked directly outside. I heard a door crack open.
I put the phone down, open the way it was, streaked across the room, threw the window up. I was just a minute too late. I could see the cab roof, but the whistler had just finished getting in. Her hand reached out, pulled the cab door to with a slam.
I emptied my lungs out. �Driver! Hey you down there! Hold it � stay where you are!�
He looked out and up at me. �I got a fare al��
I backed my lapel at him; all there was behind it was a little dust, but he couldn�t tell from that distance. �Police business!� I said warningly, and hauled my head in.
I put the phone together on an increasingly annoyed voice that was saying: �Police Headquarters! Who is this?� evidently for the fourth or fifth time, with an abrupt �Sorry, wrong number.� I changed the key around to the outside of the door and locked Dixon in behind me. There was no fire escape to our window, so his only other way out was to come down four stories on the top of his head.
The woman in the cab was about thirty-six, very blonde; she stuck her head out at me inquiringly as I came skidding up to the cab door.
�D�you live here in this house?� If she had, I�d never seen her before.
�Yeah, 2-C, second-floor rear. I been a tenant here three weeks now.�
�Last Monday night, that�s a week ago tonight, near twelve, this same time � did you call a cab to this door, by whistling for it like you did just now? It was raining��
�Sure,� she said readily. �I call a cab to the door every night, rain or shine, so I must�ve that night too. It�s the only way I�d get to work on time. I do a specialty at 12:05 each night, at the Carioca Club. And why wouldn�t I whistle for it, that�s my special talent. Leonora, that�s me. I imitate birdcalls. The customers call �em out and I give �em. Anything from an oriole to a��
Then he�d told the truth. He had heard someone whistle for a cab; he had seen one standing below; he had � as I had myself � just missed seeing her get in. And maybe it shouldn�t have, but for some reason that made the whole thing look different. The same facts remained, but I saw them in a different light now. Not bathed in glaring suspicion any more, but just unfortunate coincidences that had damned him. Yes, even to his pitching the raincoat fasteners through the washroom window in the bar; that became just a gesture of frustration, of ill temper at having lost her, such as anyone might have made.
The blonde was saying, �Well, mister, I gotta go, I go on in about ten minutes. If I been disturbing people by whistling for a cab every night, I�ll tone it down��
�No,� I said gratefully, �you haven�t disturbed anyone; you�ve saved a man�s life. I want to see you when you get back from work; Carr, fourth-floor front.�
I went chasing upstairs again. He hadn�t even tried to bust down the locked door with a table or chair or anything while I was gone; he must have been resigned by now.
�You�re in the clear as far as I�m concerned,� I flung at him abruptly when I came in.
He just looked at me dazedly; the change was too sudden for him.
�Hiller told me they�ve established Estelle got as far as the landing below your door, and then someone jumped on her, stifled her cries, choked her senseless then and there. A moment later this Leonora, this professional performer, must have come out on her way to work, a landing below that. The girl wasn�t dead yet, but he thought she was. He lost his head, thought he was trapped, picked her up in his arms and carried her up past this floor to the incinerator closet on the one above this. He actually killed her in there without knowing it, trying to get rid of her. Meanwhile you�d heard the whistle from below, got to the window just too late, mistakenly thought you�d seen Estelle go off in a cab.
�The thing is, who was the guy? It wasn�t just a stray, a loiterer. He would have waited until she got out into the dark street; there was no robbery motive, she didn�t even have her handbag with her. It was someone who knew her, someone who had followed her here to your place, who had been lurking around outside your door the whole time she was in there, who put the worst possible construction on her visit to you.�
He nodded dismally. �She kept saying all the way through that she loved me. Even after she�d already opened the door and wrenched herself away from me by main force, she came back a step and kissed me goodbye and said, �Nobody can ever take your place, Johnny�� �
�Then he heard that; it only added fuel to his smouldering jealousy. He was too yellow to tackle you personally; he waited until you�d gone in, caught up with her on her way down, leaped on her in a jealous rage.�
We didn�t mention anyone�s name; we didn�t need to, now that we�d gone this far. I guess we both had the same name in mind. But knowing was one thing, tacking it on another. We were both stopped for awhile.
I paced around smoking like a chimney. He sat there biting his nails. He�d always been inclined to do that when he was keyed up. After awhile he noticed himself doing it, said mournfully: �I�ve backslid. She�d broken me of this habit, like girls usually try to break the fellows they go around with of little habits they don�t approve of. Here I am doing it again, because she�s not around to see me.� I didn�t say anything. �That was the one thing I ever heard her say in his favor: �Tremholt never bites his, why do you have to bite yours�?� �
I stopped short, whirled on him so suddenly, he edged away from me in the chair. �He doesn�t, huh? I saw his hand, resting on the back of Mrs. Mitchell�s chair, when Hiller took me over there, and he practically had no nails left, they were down to the raw. Then again, at the services, when he was nervous, he didn�t gnaw them, he kept breaking matchsticks instead, I watched him. If he was a nailbiter he would have bitten them then of all times. That shows he wasn�t, Estelle was right. Then why�d he bite them � or more likely file them down to the quick � right around the time she met her death?� I answered that myself. �Because he got something on them. Probably tar from that barrel of gravel on the roof when he finally � I wonder if we could get him on that?�
�How?� he said forlornly. �The nails are gone now � and the tar with them, if that�s what it was.�
�Maybe it wasn�t that.� Something else came to me. �Wait a minute, didn�t I hear the janitor say something about repainting those incinerator closets, around that time? I think I met him in the hall a day or two before, lugging a brush and paint can around with him. I�m going up and take a look. You stay here, someone might recognize you out on the stairs��
I went up by myself and inspected the one she had been dragged into. It was just a little dugout at the end of the hall. As you opened the door a light went on automatically, so the tenants could see where to dump their refuse.
I could tell by the clean look and shiny finish to the walls it had been recently repainted. Those places get pretty crummy in no time at all. He�d done a pretty good job for an amateur. Light-green. The important thing was, had the repainting been done before the night the killer dragged the girl in here, or only afterwards? If it had only been done since, then obviously he couldn�t have gotten fresh paint under his nails.
I took my own thumbnail to it and tested it by scraping a little nick in it. It was pretty fresh; that didn�t look so good. He�d only given it one coat, and my nail dug through that and laid bare the old coat beneath: a faded beige.
I looked him up in the basement and asked him about it. He gave me the answer I�d been hoping he wouldn�t. �Naw, I didn�t get to that one until after it happened. I�d gotten up as high as your floor the day of the murder, that was a Monday. I only had the one on the fifth left, I was going to finish that one up the first thing the next morning. He couldn�t get into the one on the fourth with her, because I�d locked it overnight, to keep the tenants out and give the paint a chance to dry. So he took her to the one above. As a result, I didn�t get a chance to paint that until them cops were all finished with it. They made me leave it like it was until late Wednesday afternoon.�
So whatever the reason was for his destroying his nails, it certainly wasn�t because of the adhesion of fresh paint particles. The paint hadn�t been applied until nearly forty-eight hours after Estelle Mitchell�s death. Probably tar from the rim of the barrel he�d hidden the remains in. And as Dixon had said, as long as the nails were gone anyway, what good was that.
I went back to him in the flat, spread my hands dejectedly. And then suddenly, in the very act of giving up hope like that, a way occurred to me. It comes to you as unexpectedly as that, sometimes. I looked at him narrowly, said, �Can you tell me offhand what color the walls of that closet were before they were repainted?�
�Hell no,� he admitted. �When did I ever go in there?�
�See, and you live right here in the house. I couldn�t have either, until I scraped below the top layer just now. I�m going to try to get him on that! It�s just a trick, but it�s about all we have left now.�
He looked at me puzzled.
�It was still beige the night it happened. Gus, the janitor, wasn�t allowed to do it over until after the cops were through with it. But if this guy didn�t go in there with her that night, he�s not supposed to know that.�
I was at the phone. He looked worried when he heard me say, �Headquarters.� I said, �Not you this time, Dixon.� When I got through to Hiller, I just said, �Will you meet me at the Mitchell place? I�ve got something I want you to hear.� I left Dixon in the apartment, told him to lie low, not put on any lights. �Stay here now, will you? When I come back maybe I�ll have good news for you.�
Outside the Mitchell door I had to talk like a trooper to get Hiller to cooperate with me � even as a test. His mind was already made up and he wasn�t unmaking it, not for any murderer�s ex-roommate. �I don�t ask you to open your mouth and say a word. All I ask you to do is not contradict what you hear me say, act as though it were official. And just listen to what he says. You�re sure he wasn�t allowed in that closet anytime during the following day, while you men were working on it?�
�No one was.�
�That�s all I want you to remember.� I rang the bell, Tremholt came to the door, and the dick and I went in together. I was shaking all over � inside where it couldn�t be detected. It was such a threadlike little thing to hang anything on. Hiller just looked inscrutable. Tremholt looked calm and self-possessed. His nails were starting to grow out again, I noticed, proving that that had been an emergency removal, he wasn�t a chronic biter.
The thing to do was to get him rattled, so he�d lose his head for a minute, wouldn�t be able to think quickly enough. I built up to it carefully, increasing the tempo as I went along. My insinuations became broader every minute, until they�d crossed the line, become outright accusations. �Sure it was you, we�ve all known that all along!� I was scared stiff Hiller would butt in, contradict me. He kept to the agreement, sat there impassive. He was just the audience.
�Yeah, I know you were supposed to be in your room here all evening. What does that amount to? Your room�s down near the front door, Mrs. Mitchell�s is all the way at the back of the hall. You have your own latchkey, you could have slipped in and out unnoticed a dozen times over between the time she first saw you come in at eight and the time she knocked to tell you she was getting worried about the girl not returning!�
I figured he was ripe enough now. Outwardly he was still imperturbable. But he was idly shredding a paper-folder of matches, and that was a giveaway. I gave him the punch-line. �And why did you feel you had to clip or file down your fingernails to the quick?� I didn�t give him time to shock-absorb that one. �I�ll tell you why, Hiller! Because he got pale-blue paint under his nails, from the incinerator closet where he dragged her�!�
He was still calm, derisive � outwardly, anyway. �Listen to that, will you? That�s a good one. The incinerator closet wasn�t even light-blue in the first place, it was tan, so how could I��
I quit talking, I didn�t have to talk any more.
All Hiller said, very softly, almost purringly, was: �You weren�t suppose to know that, baby-boy,� and he started to get up from the chair he�d been in until now.

It was nearly dawn by the time I got back for Dixon. �Come on,� I said, �I�ve got to bring you down to Headquarters with me.�
The old fright came back again, that had done him so much damage.
�There�s nothing to be afraid of any more,� I insisted. �The thing�s unraveling beautifully. They�ve had Tremholt down there with them for hours, and he�s getting in deeper by the minute. His alibi wasn�t worth a damn, you know, once they gave it a really good shaking. I promised to produce you, and you�re coming with me. You can�t be cleared by proxy, you know.� And on the way down there I couldn�t resist remarking, �He may have had you darn near framed, but it wasn�t him alone, don�t forget.�
�Who else was in it with him?� he asked, wide-eyed.
�You yourself. I never saw a guy help to frame himself like you did.�

I don�t live with Dixon any more. I�ve moved out since. It�s hard to explain just why. He didn�t kill her. He did try to kill me, but it isn�t that either.
I run into him now and then, and we�re on the best of terms, but we never prolong the encounters, we�re never completely at ease. There�s a self-consciousness between us. You don�t want to be reminded of a murder every time you look at a guy.
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An evidently endless inspiration to filmmakers, �The Lodger� surfaced in 1953 with the title Man in the Attic, directed by Hugo Fragonese with a screenplay by Robert Presnell Jr. and Barr� Lyndon; it starred Jack Palance as the menacing lodger, Slade.
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THE LODGER
Marie Belloc Lowndes

�There he is at last, and I�m glad of it, Ellen. �Tain�t a night you would wish a dog to be out in.�
Mr. Bunting�s voice was full of unmistakable relief. He was close to the fire, sitting back in a deep leather armchair � a clean-shaven, dapper man, still in outward appearance what he had been so long, and now no longer was � a self-respecting butler.
�You needn�t feel so nervous about him; Mr. Sleuth can look out for himself, all right.� Mrs. Bunting spoke in a dry, rather tart tone. She was less emotional, better balanced, than was her husband. On her the marks of past servitude were less apparent, but they were there all the same � especially in her neat black stuff dress and scrupulously clean, plain collar and cuffs. Mrs. Bunting, as a single woman, had been for long years what is known as a useful maid.
�I can�t think why he wants to go out in such weather. He did it in last week�s fog, too,� Bunting went on complainingly.
�Well, it�s none of your business � now, is it?�
�No; that�s true enough. Still, �twould be a very bad thing for us if anything happened to him. This lodger�s the first bit of luck we�ve had for a very long time.�
Mrs. Bunting made no answer to this remark. It was too obviously true to be worth answering. Also she was listening � following in imagination her lodger�s quick, singularly quiet � �stealthy,� she called it to herself � progress through the dark, fog-filled hall and up the staircase.
�It isn�t safe for decent folk to be out in such weather � not unless they have something to do that won�t wait till tomorrow.� Bunting had at last turned round. He was now looking straight into his wife�s narrow, colorless face; he was an obstinate man, and liked to prove himself right. �I read you out the accidents in Lloyd�s yesterday � shocking, they were, and all brought about by the fog! And then, that �orrid monster at his work again��
�Monster?� repeated Mrs. Bunting absently. She was trying to hear the lodger�s footsteps overhead; but her husband went on as if there had been no interruption:
�It wouldn�t be very pleasant to run up against such a party as that in the fog, eh?�
�What stuff you do talk!� she said sharply; and then she got up suddenly. Her husband�s remark had disturbed her. She hated to think of such things as the terrible series of murders that were just then horrifying and exciting the nether world of London. Though she enjoyed pathos and sentiment � Mrs. Bunting would listen with mild amusement to the details of a breach-of-promise action � she shrank from stories of either immorality or physical violence.
Mrs. Bunting got up from the straight-backed chair on which she had been sitting. It would soon be time for supper.
She moved about the sitting-room, flecking off an imperceptible touch of dust here, straightening a piece of furniture there.
Bunting looked around once or twice. He would have liked to ask Ellen to leave off fidgeting, but he was mild and fond of peace, so he refrained. However, she soon gave over what irritated him of her own accord. But even then Mrs. Bunting did not at once go down to the cold kitchen, where everything was in readiness for her simple cooking. Instead, she opened the door leading into the bedroom behind, and there, closing the door quietly, stepped back into the darkness and stood motionless, listening.
At first she heard nothing, but gradually there came the sound of someone moving about in the room just overhead; try as she might, however, it was impossible for her to guess what her lodger was doing. At last she heard him open the door leading out to the landing. That meant that he would spend the rest of the evening in the rather cheerless room above the drawing-room floor � oddly enough, he liked sitting there best, though the only warmth obtainable was from a gas-stove fed by a shilling-in-the-slot arrangement.
It was indeed true that Mr. Sleuth had brought the Buntings luck, for at the time he had taken their rooms it had been touch and go with them.
After having each separately led the sheltered, impersonal, and, above all, the financially easy existence that is the compensation life offers to those men and women who deliberately take upon themselves the yoke of domestic service, these two, butler and useful maid, had suddenly, in middle age, determined to join their fortunes and savings.
Bunting was a widower; he had one pretty daughter, a girl of seventeen, who now lived, as had been the case ever since the death of her mother, with a prosperous aunt. His second wife had been reared in the Foundling Hospital, but she had gradually worked her way up into the higher ranks of the servant class and as a useful maid she had saved quite a tidy sum of money.
Unluckily, misfortune had dogged Mr. and Mrs. Bunting from the very first. The seaside place where they had begun by taking a lodging-house became the scene of an epidemic. Then had followed a business experiment which had proved disastrous. But before going back into service, either together or separately, they had made up their minds to make one last effort, and, with the little money that remained to them, they had taken over the lease of a small house in the Marylebone Road.
Bunting, whose appearance was very good, had retained a connection with old employers and their friends, so he occasionally got a good job as waiter. During this last month his jobs had perceptibly increased in number and in profit; Mrs. Bunting was not superstitious, but it seemed that in this matter, as in everything else, Mr. Sleuth, their new lodger, had brought them luck.
As she stood there, still listening intently in the darkness of the bedroom, she told herself, not for the first time, what Mr. Sleuth�s departure would mean to her and Bunting. It would almost certainly mean ruin.
Luckily, the lodger seemed entirely pleased both with the rooms and with his landlady. There was really no reason why he should ever leave such nice lodgings. Mrs. Bunting shook off her vague sense of apprehension and unease. She turned round, took a step forward, and, feeling for the handle of the door giving into the passage, she opened it, and went down with light, firm steps into the kitchen.
She lit the gas and put a frying-pan on the stove, and then once more her mind reverted, as if in spite of herself, to her lodger, and there came back to Mrs. Bunting, very vividly, the memory of all that had happened the day Mr. Sleuth had taken her rooms.
The date of this excellent lodger�s coming had been the twenty-ninth of December, and the time late afternoon. She and Bunting had been sitting, gloomily enough, over their small banked-up fire. They had dined in the middle of the day � he on a couple of sausages, she on a little cold ham. They were utterly out of heart, each trying to pluck up courage to tell the other that it was no use trying any more. The two had also had a little tiff on that dreary afternoon. A newspaper-seller had come yelling down the Marylebone Road, shouting out, � �Orrible murder in Whitechapel!� and just because Bunting had an old uncle living in the East End he had gone and bought a paper, and at a time, too, when every penny, nay, every half-penny, had its full value! Mrs. Bunting remembered the circumstances because that murder in Whitechapel had been the first of these terrible crimes � there had been four since � which she would never allow Bunting to discuss in her presence, and yet which had of late begun to interest curiously, uncomfortably, even her refined mind.
But, to return to the lodger. It was then, on that dreary afternoon, that suddenly there had come to the front door a tremulous, uncertain double knock.
Bunting ought to have got up, but he had gone on reading the paper; and so Mrs. Bunting, with the woman�s greater courage, had gone out into the passage, turned up the gas, and opened the door to see who it could be. She remembered, as if it were yesterday instead of nigh on a month ago, Mr. Sleuth�s peculiar appearance. Tall, dark, lanky, an old-fashioned top hat concealing his high bald forehead, he had stood there, an odd figure of a man, blinking at her.
�I believe � is it not a fact that you let lodgings?� he had asked in a hesitating, whistling voice, a voice that she had known in a moment to be that of an educated man � of a gentleman. As he had stepped into the hall, she had noticed that in his right hand he held a narrow bag � a quite new bag of strong brown leather.
Everything had been settled in less than a quarter of an hour. Mr. Sleuth had at once �taken� to the drawing-room floor, and then, as Mrs. Bunting eagerly lit the gas in the front room above, he had looked around him and said, rubbing his hands with a nervous movement, �Capital � capital! This is just what I�ve been looking for!�
The sink had specially pleased him � the sink and the gas-stove. �This is quite first-rate!� he had exclaimed, �for I make all sorts of experiments. I am, you must understand, Mrs.�� er � Bunting, a man of science.� Then he had sat down � suddenly. �I�m very tired,� he had said in a low tone, �very tired indeed! I have been walking about all day.�
From the very first the lodger�s manner had been odd, sometimes distant and abrupt, and then, for no reason at all that she could see, confidential and plaintively confiding. But Mrs. Bunting was aware that eccentricity has always been a perquisite, as it were the special luxury, of the well born and well educated. Scholars and such-like are never quite like other people.
And then, this particular gentleman had proved himself so eminently satisfactory as to the one thing that really matters to those who let lodgings. �My name is Sleuth,� he said. �S-l-e-u-t-h. Think of a hound, Mrs. Bunting, and you�ll never forget my name. I could give you references,� he had added, giving her, as she now remembered, a funny sidewise look, �but I prefer to dispense with them. How much did you say? Twenty-three shillings a week, with attendance? Yes, that will suit me perfectly; and I�ll begin by paying my first month�s rent in advance. Now, four times twenty-three shillings is� � he looked at Mrs. Bunting, and for the first time he smiled, a queer, wry smile � �ninety-two shillings.�
He had taken a handful of sovereigns out of his pocket and put them down on the table. �Look here,� he had said, �there�s five pounds; and you can keep the change, for I shall want you to do a little shopping for me tomorrow.�
After he had been in the house about an hour, the bell had rung, and the new lodger had asked Mrs. Bunting if she could oblige him with the loan of a Bible. She brought up to him her best Bible, the one that had been given to her as a wedding present by a lady with whose mother she had lived for several years. This Bible and one other book, of which the odd name was Cruden�s Concordance, formed Mr. Sleuth�s only reading; he spent hours each day poring over the Old Testament and over the volume which Mrs. Bunting had at last decided to be a queer kind of index to the Book.
However, to return to the lodger�s first arrival. He had had no luggage with him, barring the small brown bag, but very soon parcels had begun to arrive addressed to Mr. Sleuth, and it was then that Mrs. Bunting first became curious. These parcels were full of clothes; but it was quite clear to the landlady�s feminine eye that none of those clothes had been made for Mr. Sleuth. They were, in fact, second-hand clothes, bought at good second-hand places, each marked, when marked at all, with a different name. And the really extraordinary thing was that occasionally a complete suit disappeared � became, as it were, obliterated from the lodger�s wardrobe.
As for the bag he had brought with him, Mrs. Bunting had never caught sight of it again. And this also was certainly very strange.
Mrs. Bunting thought a great deal about that bag. She often wondered what had been in it; not a nightshirt and comb and brush, as she had at first supposed, for Mr. Sleuth had asked her to go out and buy him a brush and comb and tooth-brush the morning after his arrival. That fact was specially impressed on her memory, for at the little shop, a barber�s, where she had purchased the brush and comb, the foreigner who had served her had insisted on telling her some of the horrible details of the murder that had taken place the day before in Whitechapel, and it had upset her very much.
As to where the bag was now, it was probably locked up in the lower part of a chiffonnier in the front sitting-room. Mr. Sleuth evidently always carried the key of the little cupboard on his person, for Mrs. Bunting, though she looked well for it, had never been able to find it.
And yet, never was there a more confiding or trusting gentleman. The first four days that he had been with them he had allowed his money � the considerable sum of one hundred and eighty-four pounds in gold � to lie about wrapped up in pieces of paper on his dressing-table. This was a very foolish, indeed a wrong thing to do, as she had allowed herself respectfully to point out to him; but as only answer he had laughed, a loud, discordant shout of laughter.
Mr. Sleuth had many other odd ways; but Mrs. Bunting, a true woman in spite of her prim manner and love of order, had an infinite patience with masculine vagaries.
On the first morning of Mr. Sleuth�s stay in the Buntings� house, while Mrs. Bunting was out buying things for him, the new lodger had turned most of the pictures and photographs hanging in his sitting-room with their faces to the wall! But this queer action on Mr. Sleuth�s part had not surprised Mrs. Bunting as much as it might have done; it recalled an incident of her long-past youth � something that had happened a matter of twenty years ago, at a time when Mrs. Bunting, then the still youthful Ellen Cottrell, had been maid to an old lady. The old lady had a favorite nephew, a bright, jolly young gentleman who had been learning to paint animals in Paris; and it was he who had had the impudence, early one summer morning, to turn to the wall six beautiful engravings of paintings done by the famous Mr. Landseer! The old lady thought the world of these pictures, but her nephew, as the only excuse for the extraordinary thing he had done, had observed that �they put his eye out.�
Mr. Sleuth�s excuse had been much the same; for, when Mrs. Bunting had come into his sitting-room and found all her pictures, or at any rate all those of her pictures that happened to be portraits of ladies, with their faces to the wall, he had offered as only explanation, �Those women�s eyes follow me about.�
Mrs. Bunting had gradually become aware that Mr. Sleuth had a fear and dislike of women. When she was �doing� the staircase and landing, she often heard him reading bits of the Bible aloud to himself, and in the majority of instances the texts he chose contained uncomplimentary reference to her own sex. Only today she had stopped and listened while he uttered threateningly the awful words, �A strange woman is a narrow pit. She also lieth in wait as for a prey, and increaseth the transgressors among men.� There had been a pause, and then had come, in a high singsong, �Her house is the way to hell, going down to the chambers of death.� It had made Mrs. Bunting feel quite queer.
The lodger�s daily habits were also peculiar. He stayed in bed all the morning, and sometimes part of the afternoon, and he never went out before the street lamps were alight. Then, there was his dislike of an open fire; he generally sat in the top front room, and while there he always used the large gas-stove, not only for his experiments, which he carried on at night, but also in the daytime, for warmth.
But there! Where was the use of worrying about the lodger�s funny ways? Of course, Mr. Sleuth was eccentric; if he hadn�t been �just a leetle �touched� upstairs� � as Bunting had once described it � he wouldn�t be their lodger now; he would be living in a quite different sort of way with some of his relations, or with a friend of his own class.
Mrs. Bunting, while these thoughts galloped disconnectedly through her brain, went on with her cooking, doing everything with a certain delicate and cleanly precision.
While in the middle of making the toast on which was to be poured some melted cheese, she suddenly heard a noise, or rather a series of noises. Shuffling, hesitating steps were creaking down the house above. She looked up and listened. Surely Mr. Sleuth was not going out again into the cold, foggy night? But no; for the sounds did not continue down the passage leading to the front door.
The heavy steps were coming slowly down the kitchen stairs. Nearer and nearer came the thudding sounds, and Mrs. Bunting�s heart began to beat as if in response. She put out the gas-stove, unheedful of the fact that the cheese would stiffen and spoil in the cold air; and then she turned and faced the door. There was a fumbling at the handle, and a moment later the door opened and revealed, as she had known it would, her lodger.
Mr. Sleuth was clad in a plaid dressing-gown, and in his hand was a candle. When he saw the lit-up kitchen, and the woman standing in it, he looked inexplicably taken aback, almost aghast.
�Yes, sir? What can I do for you, sir? I hope you didn�t ring, sir?� Mrs. Bunting did not come forward to meet her lodger; instead, she held her ground in front of the stove. Mr. Sleuth had no business to come down like this into her kitchen.
�No, I... I didn�t ring,� he stammered; �I didn�t know you were down here, Mrs. Bunting. Please excuse my costume. The truth is, my gas-stove has gone wrong, or, rather, that shilling-in-the-slot arrangement has done so. I came down to see if you had a gas-stove. I am going to ask leave to use it to-night for an experiment I want to make.�
Mrs. Bunting felt troubled � oddly, unnaturally troubled. Why couldn�t the lodger�s experiment wait till tomorrow? �Oh, certainly, sir; but you will find it very cold down here.� She looked round her dubiously.
�It seems most pleasantly warm,� he observed, �warm and cozy after my cold room upstairs.�
�Won�t you let me make you a fire?� Mrs. Bunting�s housewifely instincts were roused. �Do let me make you a fire in your bedroom, sir; I�m sure you ought to have one there these cold nights.�
�By no means � I mean, I would prefer not. I do not like an open fire, Mrs. Bunting.� He frowned, and still stood, a strange-looking figure, just inside the kitchen door.
�Do you want to use this stove now, sir? Is there anything I can do to help you?�
�No, not now � thank you all the same, Mrs. Bunting. I shall come down later, altogether later � probably after you and your husband have gone to bed. But I should be much obliged if you would see that the gas people come tomorrow and put my stove in order.�
�Perhaps Bunting could put it right for you sir. I�ll ask him to go up.�
�No, no � I don�t want anything of that sort done tonight. Besides, he couldn�t put it right. The cause of the trouble is quite simple. The machine is choked up with shillings: a foolish plan, so I have always felt it to be.�
Mr. Sleuth spoke very pettishly, with far more heat than he was wont to speak; but Mrs. Bunting sympathized with him. She had always suspected those slot-machines to be as dishonest as if they were human. It was dreadful, the way they swallowed up the shillings!
As if he were divining her thoughts, Mr. Sleuth, walking forward, stared up at the kitchen slot-machine. �Is it nearly full?� he asked abruptly. �I expect my experiment will take some time, Mrs. Bunting.�
�Oh, no, sir; there�s plenty of room for shillings there still. We don�t use our stove as much as you do yours, sir. I�m never in the kitchen a minute longer than I can help in this cold weather.�
And then, with him preceding her, Mrs. Bunting and her lodger made a low progress to the ground floor. There Mr. Sleuth courteously bade his landlady good night, and proceeded upstairs to his own apartments.
Mrs. Bunting again went down into her kitchen, again she lit the stove, and again she cooked the toasted cheese. But she felt unnerved, afraid of she knew not what. The place seemed to her alive with alien presences, and once she caught herself listening, which was absurd, for of course she could not hope to hear what her lodger was doing two, if not three, flights upstairs. She had never been able to discover what Mr. Sleuth�s experiments really were; all she knew was that they required a very high degree of heat.
The Buntings went to bed early that night. But Mrs. Bunting intended to stay awake. She wanted to know at what hour of the night her lodger would come down into the kitchen, and, above all, she was anxious as to how long he would stay there. But she had had a long day, and presently she fell asleep.
The church clock hard by struck two in the morning, and suddenly Mrs. Bunting awoke. She felt sharply annoyed with herself. How could she have dropped off like that? Mr. Sleuth must have been down and up again hours ago.
Then, gradually, she became aware of a faint acrid odor; elusive, almost intangible, it yet seemed to encompass her and the snoring man by her side almost as a vapor might have done.
Mrs. Bunting sat up in bed and sniffed; and then, in spite of the cold, she quietly crept out of the nice, warm bedclothes and crawled along to the bottom of the bed. There Mr. Sleuth�s landlady did a very curious thing; she leaned over the brass rail and put her face close to the hinge of the door. Yes, it was from there that this strange, horrible odor was coming; the smell must be very strong in the passage. Mrs. Bunting thought she knew now what became of these suits of clothes of Mr. Sleuth�s that disappeared.
As she crept back, shivering, under the bed-clothes, she longed to give her sleeping husband a good shake, and in fancy she heard herself saying: �Bunting, get up! There is something strange going on downstairs that we ought to know about.�
But Mr. Sleuth�s landlady, as she lay by her husband�s side, listening with painful intentness, knew very well that she would do nothing of the sort. The lodger had a right to destroy his clothes by burning if the fancy took him. What if he did make a certain amount of mess, a certain amount of smell, in her nice kitchen? Was he not � was he not such a good lodger! If they did anything to upset him, where could they ever hope to get another like him?
Three o�clock struck before Mrs. Bunting heard slow, heavy steps creaking up her kitchen stairs. But Mr. Sleuth did not go straight up to his own quarters, as she expected him to do. Instead, he went to the front door, and opening it, put it on the chain. At the end of ten minutes or so he closed the front door, and by that time Mrs. Bunting had divined why the lodger had behaved in this strange fashion � it must have been to get the strong acrid smell of burning wool out of the passage. But Mrs. Bunting felt as if she herself would never get rid of the horrible odor. She felt herself to be all smell.
At last the unhappy woman fell into a deep, troubled sleep; and then she dreamed a most terrible and unnatural dream; hoarse voices seemed to be shouting in her ear, � �Orrible murder off the Edgeware Road!� Then three words, indistinctly uttered, followed by ��at his work again! Awful details!�
Even in her dream Mrs. Bunting felt angered and impatient; she knew so well why she was being disturbed by this horrid nightmare. It was because of Bunting � Bunting, who insisted on talking to her of those frightful murders, in which only morbid, vulgar-minded people took any interest. Why, even now, in her dream, she could hear her husband speaking to her about it.
�Ellen,� � so she heard Bunting say in her ear � �Ellen, my dear, I am just going to get up to get a paper. It�s after seven o�clock.�
Mrs. Bunting sat up in bed. The shouting, nay, worse, the sound of tramping, hurrying feet smote on her ears. It had been no nightmare, then, but something infinitely worse � reality. Why couldn�t Bunting have lain quietly in bed awhile longer, and let his poor wife go on dreaming? The most awful dream would have been easier to bear than this awakening.
She heard her husband go to the front door, and, as he bought the paper, exchange a few excited words with the newspaper boy. Then he came back and began silently moving about the room.
�Well!� she cried. �Why don�t you tell me about it?�
�I thought you�d rather not hear.�
�Of course I like to know what happens close to our own front door!� she snapped out.
And then he read out a piece of the newspaper � only a few lines, after all � telling in brief, unemotional language that the body of woman, apparently done to death in a peculiarly atrocious fashion some hours before, had been found in a passage leading to a disused warehouse off the Marylebone Road.
�It serves that sort of hussy right!� was Mrs. Bunting�s only comment.
When Mrs. Bunting went down into the kitchen, everything there looked just as she had left it, and there was no trace of the acrid smell she had expected to find there. Instead, the cavernous whitewashed room was full of fog, and she noticed that, though the shutters were bolted and barred as she had left them, the windows behind them had been widely opened to the air. She, of course, had left them shut.
She stooped and flung open the oven door of her gas-stove. Yes, it was as she had expected; a fierce heat had been generated there since she had last used the oven and a mass of black, gluey soot had fallen through to the stone floor below.
Mrs. Bunting took the ham and eggs that she had bought the previous day for her own and Bunting�s breakfast, and broiled them over the gas-ring in their sitting-room. Her husband watched her in surprised silence. She had never done such a thing before.
�I couldn�t stay down there,� she said, �it was so cold and foggy. I thought I�d make breakfast up here, just for to-day.�
�Yes,� he said kindly; �that�s quite right, Ellen. I think you�ve done quite right, my dear.�
But, when it came to the point, his wife could not eat any of the nice breakfast she had got ready; she only had another cup of tea.
�Are you ill?� Bunting asked solicitously.
�No,� she said shortly; �of course I�m not ill. Don�t be silly! The thought of that horrible thing happening so close by has upset me. Just hark to them, now!�
Through their closed windows penetrated the sound of scurrying feet and loud, ribald laughter. A crowd, nay, a mob, hastened to and from the scene of the murder.
Mrs. Bunting made her husband lock the front gate. �I don�t want any of those ghouls in here!� she exclaimed angrily. And then, �What a lot of idle people there must be in the world,� she said.
The coming and going went on all day. Mrs. Bunting stayed indoors; Bunting went out. After all, the ex-butler was human � it was natural that he should feel thrilled and excited. All their neighbors were the same. His wife wasn�t reasonable about such things. She quarreled with him when he didn�t tell her anything, and yet he was sure she would have been angry with him if he had said very much about it.
The lodger�s bell rang about two o�clock, and Mrs. Bunting prepared the simple luncheon that was also his breakfast. As she rested the tray a minute on the drawing-room floor landing, she heard Mr. Sleuth�s high, quavering voice reading aloud the words:
�She saith to him, Stolen waters are sweet, and bread eaten in secret is pleasant. But he knoweth not that the dead are there; and that her guests are in the depths of hell.�
The landlady turned the handle of the door and walked in with the tray. Mr. Sleuth was sitting close by the window, and Mrs. Bunting�s Bible lay open before him. As she came in he hastily closed the Bible and looked down at the crowd walking along the Marylebone Road.
�There seem a great many people out today,� he observed, without looking round.
�Yes, sir, there do.� Mrs. Bunting said nothing more, and offered no other explanation; and the lodger, as he at last turned to his landlady, smiled pleasantly. He had acquired a great liking and respect for this well-behaved, taciturn woman; she was the first person for whom he had felt any such feeling for many years past.
He took a half sovereign out of his waistcoat pocket; Mrs. Bunting noticed that it was not the same waistcoat Mr. Sleuth had been wearing the day before. �Will you please accept this half sovereign for the use of your kitchen last night?� he said. �I made as little mess as I could, but I was carrying on a rather elaborate experiment.�
She held out her hand, hesitated, and then took the coin.
As she walked down the stairs, the winter sun, a yellow ball hanging in the smoky sky, glinted in on Mrs. Bunting, and lent blood-red gleams, or so it seemed to her, to the piece of gold she was holding in her hand.

It was a very cold night � so cold, so windy, so snowladen the atmosphere, that every one who could do so stayed indoors. Bunting, however, was on his way home from what had proved a very pleasant job; he had been acting as waiter at a young lady�s birthday party, and a remarkable piece of luck had come his way. The young lady had come into a fortune that day, and she had had the gracious, the surprising thought of presenting each of the hired waiters with a sovereign.
This birthday treat had put him in mind of another birthday. His daughter Daisy would be eighteen the following Saturday. Why shouldn�t he send her a postal order for half a sovereign, so that she might come up and spend her birthday in London?
Having Daisy for three or four days would cheer up Ellen. Mr. Bunting, slackening his footsteps, began to think with puzzled concern of how queer his wife had seemed lately. She had become so nervous, so �jumpy,� that he didn�t know what to make of her sometimes. She had never been a really good-tempered woman � your capable, self-respecting woman seldom is � but she had never been like what she was now. Of late she sometimes got quite hysterical; he had let fall a sharp word to her the other day, and she had sat down on a chair, thrown her black apron over her face, and burst out sobbing violently.
During the last ten days Ellen had taken to talking in her sleep. �No, no, no!� she had cried out, only the night before. �It isn�t true! I won�t have it said! It�s a lie!� And there had been a wail of horrible fear and revolt in her usually quiet, mincing voice. Yes, it would certainly be a good thing for her to have Daisy�s company for a bit. Whew! It was cold; and Bunting had stupidly forgotten his gloves. He put his hands in his pockets to keep them warm.
Suddenly he became aware that Mr. Sleuth, the lodger who seemed to have �turned their luck,� as it were, was walking along on the opposite side of the solitary street.
Mr. Sleuth�s tall, thin figure was rather bowed, his head bent toward the ground. His right arm was thrust into his long Inverness cape; the other occasionally sawed the air, doubtless in order to help him keep warm. He was walking rather quickly. It was clear that he had not yet become aware of the proximity of his landlord.
Bunting felt pleased to see his lodger; it increased his feeling of general satisfaction. Strange, was it not, that that odd, peculiar-looking figure should have made all the difference to his (Bunting�s) and Mrs. Bunting�s happiness and comfort in life?
Naturally, Bunting saw far less of the lodger than did Mrs. Bunting. Their gentleman had made it very clear that he did not like either the husband or wife to come up to his rooms without being definitely asked to do so, and Bunting had been up there only once since Mr. Sleuth�s arrival five weeks before. This seemed to be a good opportunity for a little genial conversation.
Bunting, still an active man for his years, crossed the road, and, stepping briskly forward, tried to overtake Mr. Sleuth; but the more he hurried, the more the other hastened, and that without even turning to see whose steps he heard echoing behind him on the now freezing pavement.
Mr. Sleuth�s own footsteps were quite inaudible � an odd circumstance, when you came to think of it, as Bunting did think of it later, lying awake by Ellen�s side in the pitch-darkness. What it meant was, of course, that the lodger had rubber soles on his shoes.
The two men, the pursued and the pursuer, at last turned into the Marylebone Road. They were now within a hundred yards of home; and so, plucking up courage, Bunting called out, his voice echoing freshly on the still air:
�Mr. Sleuth, sir! Mr. Sleuth!�
The lodger stopped and turned round. He had been walking so quickly, and he was in so poor a physical condition, that the sweat was pouring down his face.
�Ah! So it�s you, Mr. Bunting? I heard footsteps behind me, and I hurried on. I wish I�d known that it was only you; there are so many queer characters about at night in London.�
�Not on a night like this, sir. Only honest folk who have business out of doors would be out such a night as this. It is cold, sir!� And then into Bunting�s slow and honest mind there suddenly crept the query as to what Mr. Sleuth�s own business out could be on this cold, bitter night.
�Cold?� the lodger repeated. �I can�t say that I find it cold, Mr. Bunting. When the snow falls the air always becomes milder.�
�Yes, sir; but tonight there�s such a sharp east wind. Why, it freezes the very marrow in one�s bones!�
Bunting noticed that Mr. Sleuth kept his distance in a rather strange way: he walked at the edge of the pavement, leaving the rest of it, on the wall side, to his landlord.
�I lost my way,� he said abruptly. �I�ve been over Primrose Hill to see a friend of mine, and then, coming back, I lost my way.�
Bunting could well believe that, for when he had first noticed Mr. Sleuth he was coming from the east, and not, as he should have done if walking home from Primrose Hill, from the north.
They had now reached the little gate that gave on to the shabby, paved court in front of the house. Mr. Sleuth was walking up the flagged path, when, with a �By your leave, sir,� the ex-butler, stepping aside, slipped in front of his lodger, in order to open the front door for him.
As he passed by Mr. Sleuth, the back of Bunting�s bare left hand brushed lightly against the long Inverness cape the other man was wearing, and, to his surprise, the stretch of cloth against which his hand lay for a moment was not only damp, damp from the flakes of snow that had settled upon it, but wet � wet and gluey. Bunting thrust his left hand into his pocket; it was with the other that he placed the key in the lock of the door.
The two men passed into the hall together. The house seemed blackly dark in comparison with the lighted-up road outside; and then, quite suddenly, there came over Bunting a feeling of mortal terror, an instinctive knowledge that some terrible and immediate danger was near him. A voice � the voice of his first wife, the long-dead girl to whom his mind so seldom reverted nowadays � uttered in his ear the words, �Take care!�
�I�m afraid, Mr. Bunting, that you must have felt something dirty, foul, on my coat? It�s too long a story to tell you now, but I brushed up against a dead animal � a dead rabbit lying across a bench on Primrose Hill.�
Mr. Sleuth spoke in a very quiet voice, almost in a whisper.
�No, sir; no, I didn�t notice nothing. I scarcely touched you, sir.� It seemed as if a power outside himself compelled Bunting to utter these lying words. �And now, sir, I�ll be saying good night to you,� he added.
He waited until the lodger had gone upstairs, and then he turned into his own sitting-room. There he sat down, for he felt very queer. He did not draw his left hand out of his pocket till he heard the other man moving about in the room above. Then he lit the gas and held up his left hand; he put it close to his face. It was flecked, streaked with blood.
He took off his boots, and then, very quietly, he went into the room where his wife lay asleep. Stealthily he walked across to the toilet-table, and dipped his hand into the water-jug.

The next morning Mr. Sleuth�s landlord awoke with a start; he felt curiously heavy about the limbs and tired about the eyes.
Drawing his watch from under his pillow, he saw that it was nearly nine o�clock. He and Ellen had overslept. Without waking her, he got out of bed and pulled up the blind. It was snowing heavily, and, as is the way when it snows, even in London, it was strangely, curiously still.
After he had dressed he went out into the passage. A newspaper and a letter were lying on the mat. Fancy having slept through the postman�s knock! He picked them both up and went into the sitting-room; then he carefully shut the door behind him, and, tossing the letter aside, spread the newspaper wide open on the table and bent over it.
As Bunting at last looked up and straightened himself, a look of inexpressible relief shone upon his stolid face. The item of news he had felt certain would be there, printed in big type on the middle sheet, was not there.
He folded the paper and laid it on a chair, and then eagerly took up his letter.
DEAR FATHER [it ran] I hope this finds you as well as it leaves me. Mrs. Puddle�s youngest child has got scarlet fever, and aunt thinks I had better come away at once, just to stay with you for a few days. Please tell Ellen I won�t give her no trouble.
Your loving daughter,
Daisy.

Bunting felt amazingly light-hearted; and, as he walked into the next room, he smiled broadly.
�Ellen,� he cried out, �here�s news! Daisy�s coming today. There�s scarlet fever in their house, and Martha thinks she had better come away for a few days. She�ll be here for her birthday!�
Mrs. Bunting listened in silence; she did not even open her eyes. �I can�t have the girl here just now,� she said shortly: �I�ve got just as much as I can manage to do.�
But Bunting felt pugnacious, and so cheerful as to be almost light-headed. Deep down in his heart he looked back to last night with a feeling of shame and self-rebuke. Whatever had made such horrible thoughts and suspicions come into his head?
�Of course Daisy will come here,� he said shortly. �If it comes to that, she�ll be able to help you with the work, and she�ll brisk us both up a bit.�
Rather to his surprise, Mrs. Bunting said nothing in answer to this, and he changed the subject abruptly. �The lodger and me came in together last night,� he observed. �He�s certainly a funny kind of gentleman. It wasn�t the sort of night one would choose to go for a walk over Primrose Hill, and yet that was what he had been doing � so he said.�
It stopped snowing about ten o�clock, and the morning wore itself away.
Just as twelve was striking, a four-wheeler drew up to the gate. It was Daisy � pink-cheeked, excited, laughing-eyed Daisy, a sight to gladden any father�s heart. �Aunt said I was to have a cab if the weather was bad,� she said.
There was a bit of a wrangle over the fare. King�s Cross, as all the world knows, is nothing like two miles from the Marylebone Road, but the man clamored for one-and-sixpence, and hinted darkly that he had done the young lady a favor in bringing her at all.
While he and Bunting were having words, Daisy, leaving them to it, walked up the path to the door where her stepmother was awaiting her.
Suddenly there fell loud shouts on the still air. They sounded strangely eerie, breaking sharply across the muffled, snowy air.
�What�s that?� said Bunting, with a look of startled fear. �Why, whatever�s that?�
The cabman lowered his voice: �Them are crying out that �orrible affair at King�s Cross. He�s done for two of �em this time! That�s what I meant when I said I might have got a better fare; I wouldn�t say anything before Missy there, but folk �ave been coming from all over London � like a fire; plenty of toffs, too. But there � there�s nothing to see now!�
�What! Another woman murdered last night?� Bunting felt and looked convulsed with horror.
The cabman stared at him, surprised. �Two of �em, I tell yer � within a few yards of one another. He �ave got a nerve��
�Have they caught him?� asked Bunting perfunctorily.
�Lord, no! They�ll never catch �im! It must �ave happened hours and hours ago � they was both stone-cold. One each end of an archway. That�s why they didn�t see �em before.�
The hoarse cries were coming nearer and nearer � two news-venders trying to outshout each other.
� �Orrible discovery near King�s Cross!� they yelled exultantly. And as Bunting, with his daughter�s bag in his hand, hurried up the path and passed through his front door, the words pursued him like a dreadful threat.
Angrily he shut out the hoarse, insistent cries. No, he had no wish to buy a paper. That kind of crime wasn�t fit reading for a young girl, such a girl as was his Daisy, brought up as carefully as if she had been a young lady by her strict Methody aunt.
As he stood in his little hall, trying to feel �all right� again, he could hear Daisy�s voice � high, voluble, excited � giving her stepmother a long account of the scarlet-fever case to which she owed her presence in London. But, as Bunting pushed open the door of the sitting-room, there came a note of sharp alarm in his daughter�s voice, and he heard her say: �Why Ellen! Whatever is the matter? You do look bad!� and his wife�s muffled answer: �Open the window � do.�
Rushing across the room, Bunting pushed up the sash. The newspaper-sellers were now just outside the house. �Horrible discovery near King�s Cross � a clue to the murderer!� they yelled. And then, helplessly, Mrs. Bunting began to laugh. She laughed and laughed and laughed, rocking herself to and fro as if in an ecstasy of mirth.
�Why, father, whatever�s the matter with her?� Daisy looked quite scared.
�She�s in �sterics � that�s what it is,� he said shortly. �I�ll just get the water-jug. Wait a minute.�
Bunting felt very put out, and yet glad, too, for this queer seizure of Ellen�s almost made him forget the sick terror with which he had been possessed a moment before. That he and his wife should be obsessed by the same fear, the same terror, never crossed his simple, slow-working mind.
The lodger�s bell rang. That, or the threat of the water-jug, had a magical effect on Mrs. Bunting. She rose to her feet, still trembling, but composed.
As Mrs. Bunting went upstairs she felt her legs trembling under her, and put out a shaking hand to clutch at the bannister for support. She waited a few minutes on the landing, and then knocked at the door of her lodger�s parlor.
But Mr. Sleuth�s voice answered her from the bedroom. �I�m not well,� he called out querulously; �I think I caught a chill going out to see a friend last night. I�d be obliged if you�ll bring me up a cup of tea and put it outside my door, Mrs. Bunting.�
�Very well, sir.�
Mrs. Bunting went downstairs and made her lodger a cup of tea over the gas-ring, Bunting watching her the while in heavy silence.
During their midday dinner the husband and wife had a little discussion as to where Daisy should sleep. It had already been settled that a bed should be made up for her in the sitting-room, but Bunting saw reason to change this plan. As the two women were clearing away the dishes, he looked up and said shortly: �I think �twould be better if Daisy were to sleep with you, Ellen, and I were to sleep in the sitting-room.�
Ellen acquiesced quietly.
Daisy was a good-natured girl; she liked London, and wanted to make herself useful to her stepmother. �I�ll wash up; don�t you bother to come downstairs,� she said.
Bunting began to walk up and down the room. His wife gave him a furtive glance; she wondered what he was thinking about.
�Didn�t you get a paper?� she said at last.
�There�s the paper,� he said crossly, �the paper we always do take in, the Telegraph.� His look challenged her to a further question.
�I thought they was shouting something in the street � I mean just before I was took bad.�
But he made no answer; instead, he went to the top of the staircase and called out sharply: �Daisy! Daisy, child, are you there?�
�Yes, father,� she answered from below.
�Better come upstairs out of that cold kitchen.�
He came back into the sitting-room again.
�Ellen, is the lodger in? I haven�t heard him moving about. I don�t want Daisy to be mixed up with him.�
�Mr. Sleuth is not well today,� his wife answered; �he is remaining in bed a bit. Daisy needn�t have anything to do with him. She�ll have her work cut out looking after things down here. That�s where I want her to help me.�
�Agreed,� he said.
When it grew dark, Bunting went out and bought an evening paper. He read it out of doors in the biting cold, standing beneath a street lamp. He wanted to see what was the clue to the murderer.
The clue proved to be a very slender one � merely the imprint in the snowy slush of a half-worn rubber sole; and it was, of course, by no means certain that the sole belonged to the boot or shoe of the murderer of the two doomed women who had met so swift and awful a death in the arch near King�s Cross station. The paper�s special investigator pointed out that there were thousands of such soles being worn in London. Bunting found comfort in that obvious fact. He felt grateful to the special investigator for having stated it so clearly.
As he approached his house, he heard curious sounds coming from the inner side of the low wall that shut off the courtyard from the pavement. Under ordinary circumstances Bunting would have gone at once to drive whoever was there out into the roadway. Now he stayed outside, sick with suspense and anxiety. Was it possible that their place was being watched � already?
But it was only Mr. Sleuth. To Bunting�s astonishment, the lodger suddenly stepped forward from behind the wall on to the flagged path. He was carrying a brown-paper parcel, and, as he walked along, the new boots he was wearing creaked and the tap-tap of wooden heels rang out on the stones.
Bunting, still hidden outside the gate, suddenly understood what his lodger had been doing on the other side of the wall. Mr. Sleuth had been out to buy himself a pair of boots, and had gone inside the gate to put them on, placing his old footgear in the paper in which the new boots had been wrapped.
Bunting waited until Mr. Sleuth had let himself into the house; then he also walked up the flagged pathway, and put his latch-key in the door.
In the next three days each of Bunting�s waking hours held its meed of aching fear and suspense. From his point of view, almost any alternative would be preferable to that which to most people would have seemed the only one open to him. He told himself that it would be ruin for him and for his Ellen to be mixed up publicly in such a terrible affair. It would track them to their dying day.
Bunting was also always debating within himself as to whether he should tell Ellen of his frightful suspicion. He could not believe that what had become so plain to himself could long be concealed from all the world, and yet he did not credit his wife with the same intelligence. He did not even notice that, although she waited on Mr. Sleuth as assiduously as ever, Mrs. Bunting never mentioned the lodger.
Mr. Sleuth, meanwhile, kept upstairs; he had given up going out altogether. He still felt, so he assured his landlady, far from well.
Daisy was another complication, the more so that the girl, whom her father longed to send away and whom he would hardly let out of his sight, showed herself inconveniently inquisitive concerning the lodger.
�Whatever does he do with himself all day?� she asked her stepmother.
�Well, just now he�s reading the Bible,� Mrs. Bunting had answered, very shortly and dryly.
�Well, I never! That�s a funny thing for a gentleman to do!� Such had been Daisy�s pert remark, and her stepmother had snubbed her well for it.

Daisy�s eighteenth birthday dawned uneventfully. Her father gave her what he had always promised she should have on her eighteenth birthday � a watch. It was a pretty little silver watch, which Bunting had bought second-hand on the last day he had been happy; it seemed a long time ago now.
Mrs. Bunting thought a silver watch a very extravagant present, but she had always had the good sense not to interfere between her husband and his child. Besides, her mind was now full of other things. She was beginning to fear that Bunting suspected something, and she was filled with watchful anxiety and unease. What if he were to do anything silly � mix them up with the police, for instance? It certainly would be ruination to them both. But there � one never knew, with men! Her husband, however, kept his own counsel absolutely.
Daisy�s birthday was on Saturday. In the middle of the morning Ellen and Daisy went down into the kitchen. Bunting didn�t like the feeling that there was only one flight of stairs between Mr. Sleuth and himself, so he quietly slipped out of the house and went to buy himself an ounce of tobacco.
In the last four days Bunting had avoided his usual haunts. But today the unfortunate man had a curious longing for human companionship � companionship, that is, other than that of Ellen and Daisy. This feeling led him into a small, populous thoroughfare hard by the Edgeware Road. There were more people there than usual, for the housewives of the neighborhood were doing their marketing for Sunday.
Bunting passed the time of day with the tobacconist, and the two fell into desultory talk. To the ex-butler�s surprise, the man said nothing at all to him on the subject of which all the neighborhood must still be talking.
And then, quite suddenly, while still standing by the counter, and before he had paid for the packet of tobacco he held in his hand, Bunting, through the open door, saw, with horrified surprise, that his wife was standing outside a green-grocer�s shop just opposite. Muttering a word of apology, he rushed out of the shop and across the road.
�Ellen!� he gasped hoarsely. �You�ve never gone and left my little girl alone in the house?�
Mrs. Bunting�s face went chalky white. �I thought you were indoors,� she said. �You were indoors. Whatever made you come out for, without first making sure I was there?�
Bunting made no answer; but, as they stared at each other in exasperated silence, each knew that the other knew.
They turned and scurried down the street.
�Don�t run,� he said suddenly; �we shall get there just as quickly if we walk fast. People are noticing you, Ellen. Don�t run.�
He spoke breathlessly, but it was breathlessness induced by fear and excitement, not by the quick pace at which they were walking.
At last they reached their own gate. Bunting pushed past in front of his wife. After all, Daisy was his child � Ellen couldn�t know how he was feeling. He made the path almost in one leap, and fumbled for a moment with his latch-key. The door opened.
�Daisy!� he called out in a wailing voice. �Daisy, my dear, where are you?�
�Here I am, father; what is it?�
�She�s all right!� Bunting turned his gray face to his wife. �She�s all right, Ellen!� Then he waited a moment, leaning against the wall of the passage. �It did give me a turn,� he said; and then, warningly, �Don�t frighten the girl, Ellen.�
Daisy was standing before the fire in the sitting-room, admiring herself in the glass. �Oh, father,� she said, without turning round, �I�ve seen the lodger! He�s quite a nice gentleman � though, to be sure, he does look a cure! He came down to ask Ellen for something, and we had quite a nice little chat. I told him it was my birthday, and he asked me to go to Madame Tussaud�s with him this afternoon.� She laughed a little self-consciously. �Of course I could see he was �centric, and then at first he spoke so funnily. �And who be you?� he says, threatening-like. And I says to him, �I�m Mr. Bunting�s daughter, sir.� �Then you�re a very fortunate girl� � that�s what he said, Ellen � �to �ave such a nice stepmother as you�ve got. That�s why,� he says, �you look such a good innocent girl.� And then he quoted a bit of the prayer-book at me. �Keep innocency,� he says, wagging his head at me. Lor�! It made me feel as if I was with aunt again.�
�I won�t have you going out with the lodger � that�s flat.� He was wiping his forehead with one hand, while with the other he mechanically squeezed the little packet of tobacco, for which, as he now remembered, he had forgotten to pay.
Daisy pouted. �Oh, father, I think you might let me have a treat on my birthday! I told him Saturday wasn�t a very good day � at least, so I�d heard � for Madame Tussaud�s. Then he said we could go early, while the fine folk are still having their dinners. He wants you to come, too.� She turned to her stepmother, then giggled happily. �The lodger has a wonderful fancy for you, Ellen; if I was father, I�d feel quite jealous!�
Her last words were cut across by a loud knock on the door. Bunting and his wife looked at each other apprehensively.
Both felt a curious thrill of relief when they saw that it was only Mr. Sleuth � Mr. Sleuth dressed to go out: the tall hat he had worn when he first came to them was in his hand, and he was wearing a heavy overcoat.
�I saw you had come in,� � he addressed Mrs. Bunting in his high, whistling, hesitating voice � �and so I�ve come down to ask if you and Miss Bunting will come to Madame Tussaud�s now. I have never seen these famous waxworks, though I�ve heard of the place all my life.�
As Bunting forced himself to look fixedly at his lodger, a sudden doubt, bringing with it a sense of immeasurable relief, came to him. Surely it was inconceivable that this gentle, mild-mannered gentleman could be the monster of cruelty and cunning that Bunting had but a moment ago believed him to be!
�You�re very kind, sir, I�m sure.� He tried to catch his wife�s eye, but Mrs. Bunting was looking away, staring into vacancy. She still, of course, wore the bonnet and cloak in which she had just been out to do her marketing. Daisy was already putting on her hat and coat.

Madame Tussaud�s had hitherto held pleasant memories for Mrs. Bunting. In the days when she and Bunting were courting they often spent part of their �afternoon out� there. The butler had an acquaintance, a man named Hopkins, who was one of the waxworks� staff, and this man had sometimes given him passes for �self and lady.� But this was the first time Mrs. Bunting had been inside the place since she had come to live almost next door, as it were, to the big building.
The ill-sorted trio walked up the great staircase and into the first gallery; and there Mr. Sleuth suddenly stopped short. The presence of those curious, still figures, suggesting death in life, seemed to surprise and affright him.
Daisy took quick advantage of the lodger�s hesitation and unease.
�Oh, Ellen,� she cried, �do let us begin by going into the Chamber of Horrors! I�ve never been in there. Aunt made father promise he wouldn�t take me, the only time I�ve ever been here. But now that I�m eighteen I can do just as I like; besides, aunt will never know!�
Mr. Sleuth looked down at her.
�Yes,� he said, �let us go into the Chamber of Horrors; that�s a good idea, Miss Bunting.�
They turned into the great room in which the Napoleonic relics are kept, and which leads into the curious, vaultlike chamber where waxen effigies of dead criminals stand grouped in wooden docks. Mrs. Bunting was at once disturbed and relieved to see her husband�s old acquaintance, Mr. Hopkins, in charge of the turnstile admitting the public to the Chamber of Horrors.
�Well, you are a stranger,� the man observed genially. �I do believe this is the very first time I�ve seen you in here, Mrs. Bunting, since you married!�
�Yes,� she said; �that is so. And this is my husband�s daughter, Daisy; I expect you�ve heard of her, Mr. Hopkins. And this� � she hesitated a moment � �is our lodger, Mr. Sleuth.�
But Mr. Sleuth frowned and shuffled away. Daisy, leaving her stepmother�s side, joined him.
Mrs. Bunting put down three sixpences.
�Wait a minute,� said Hopkins; �you can�t go into the Chamber of Horrors just yet. But you won�t have to wait more than four or five minutes, Mrs. Bunting. It�s this way, you see; our boss is in there, showing a party round.� He lowered his voice. �It�s Sir John Burney � I suppose you know who Sir John Burney is?�
�No,� she answered indifferently; �I don�t know that I ever heard of him.� She felt slightly � oh, very slightly � uneasy about Daisy. She would like her stepdaughter to keep well within sight and sound. Mr. Sleuth was taking the girl to the other end of the room.
�Well, I hope you never will know him � not in any personal sense, Mrs. Bunting.� The man chuckled. �He�s the Head Commissioner of Police � that�s what Sir John Burney is. One of the gentlemen he�s showing round our place is the Paris Prefect of Police, whose job is on all fours, so to speak, with Sir John�s. The Frenchy has brought his daughter with him, and there are several other ladies. Ladies always like �orrors, Mrs. Bunting; that�s our experience here. �Oh, take me to the Chamber of �Orrors!� � that�s what they say the minute they gets into the building.�
A group of people, all talking and laughing together, were advancing from within toward the turnstile.
Mrs. Bunting stared at them nervously. She wondered which of them was the gentleman with whom Mr. Hopkins had hoped she would never be brought into personal contact. She quickly picked him out. He was a tall, powerful, nice-looking gentleman with a commanding manner. Just now he was smiling down into the face of a young lady. �Monsieur Barberoux is quite right,� he was saying; �the English law is too kind to the criminal, especially to the murderer. If we conducted our trials in the French fashion, the place we have just left would be very much fuller than it is today! A man of whose guilt we are absolutely assured is oftener than not acquitted, and then the public taunt us with �another undiscovered crime�!�
�D�you mean, Sir John, that murderers sometimes escape scot-free? Take the man who has been committing all those awful murders this last month. Of course, I don�t know much about it, for father won�t let me read about it, but I can�t help being interested!� Her girlish voice rang out, and Mrs. Bunting heard every word distinctly.
The party gathered round, listening eagerly to hear what the Head Commissioner would say next.
�Yes.� He spoke very deliberately. �I think we may say � now, don�t give me away to a newspaper fellow, Miss Rose � that we do know perfectly well who the murderer in question is��
Several of those standing near by uttered expressions of surprise and incredulity.
�Then why don�t you catch him?� cried the girl indignantly.
�I didn�t say we know where he is; I only said we know who he is; or, rather, perhaps I ought to say that we have a very strong suspicion of his identity.�
Sir John�s French colleague looked up quickly. �The Hamburg and Liverpool man?� he said interrogatively.
The other nodded. �Yes; I suppose you�ve had the case turned up?�
Then, speaking very quickly, as if he wished to dismiss the subject from his own mind and from that of his auditors, he went on:
�Two murders of the kind were committed eight years ago � one in Hamburg, the other just afterward in Liverpool, and there were certain peculiarities connected with the crimes which made it clear they were committed by the same hand. The perpetrator was caught, fortunately for us red-handed, just as he was leaving the house of his victim, for in Liverpool the murder was committed in a house. I myself saw the unhappy man � I say unhappy, for there is no doubt at all that he was mad,� � he hesitated, and added in a lower tone � �suffering from an acute form of religious mania. I myself saw him, at some length. But now comes the really interesting point. Just a month ago this criminal lunatic, as we must regard him, made his escape from the asylum where he was confined. He arranged the whole thing with extraordinary cunning and intelligence, and we should probably have caught him long ago were it not that he managed, when on his way out of the place, to annex a considerable sum of money in gold with which the wages of the staff were about to be paid.�
The Frenchman again spoke. �Why have you not circulated a description?� he asked.
�We did that at once,� � Sir John Burney smiled a little grimly � �but only among our own people. We dare not circulate the man�s description among the general public. You see, we may be mistaken, after all.�
�That is not very probable!� The Frenchman smiled a satirical little smile.
A moment later the party were walking in Indian file through the turnstile, Sir John Burney leading the way.
Mrs. Bunting looked straight before her. Even had she wished to do so, she had neither time nor power to warn her lodger of his danger.
Daisy and her companion were now coming down the room, bearing straight for the Head Commissioner of Police. In another moment Mr. Sleuth and Sir John Burney would be face to face.
Suddenly Mr. Sleuth swerved to one side. A terrible change came over his pale, narrow face; it became discomposed, livid with rage and terror.
But, to Mrs. Bunting�s relief � yes, to her inexpressible relief � Sir John Burney and his friends swept on. They passed by Mr. Sleuth unconcernedly, unaware, or so it seemed to her, that there was anyone else in the room but themselves.
�Hurry up, Mrs. Bunting,� said the turnstile-keeper; �you and your friends will have the place all to yourselves.� From an official he had become a man, and it was the man in Mr. Hopkins that gallantly addressed pretty Daisy Bunting. �It seems strange that a young lady like you should want to go in and see all those �orrible frights,� he said jestingly.
�Mrs. Bunting, may I trouble you to come over here for a moment?� The words were hissed rather than spoken by Mr. Sleuth�s lips.
His landlady took a doubtful step forward.
�A last word with you, Mrs. Bunting.� The lodger�s face was still distorted with fear and passion. �Do you think to escape the consequences of your hideous treachery? I trusted you, Mrs. Bunting, and you betrayed me! But I am protected by a higher power, for I still have work to do. Your end will be bitter as wormwood and sharp as a two-edged sword. Your feet shall go down to death, and your steps take hold on hell.� Even while Mr. Sleuth was uttering these strange, dreadful words, he was looking around, his eyes glancing this way and that, seeking a way of escape.
At last his eyes became fixed on a small placard placed about a curtain. �Emergency Exit� was written there. Leaving his landlady�s side, he walked over to the turnstile. He fumbled in his pocket for a moment, and then touched the man on the arm. �I feel ill,� he said, speaking very rapidly; �very ill indeed! It�s the atmosphere of this place. I want you to let me out by the quickest way. It would be a pity for me to faint here � especially with ladies about.� His left hand shot out and placed what he had been fumbling for in his pocket on the other�s bare palm. �I see there�s an emergency exit over there. Would it be possible for me to get out that way?�
�Well, yes, sir; I think so.� The man hesitated; he felt a slight, a very slight, feeling of misgiving. He looked at Daisy, flushed and smiling, happy and unconcerned, and then at Mrs. Bunting. She was very pale; but surely her lodger�s sudden seizure was enough to make her feel worried. Hopkins felt the half sovereign pleasantly tickling his palm. The Prefect of Police had given him only half a crown � mean, shabby foreigner!
�Yes, I can let you out that way,� he said at last, �and perhaps when you�re standing out in the air on the iron balcony you�ll feel better. But then, you know, sir, you�ll have to come round to the front if you want to come in again, for those emergency doors only open outward.�
�Yes, yes,� said Mr. Sleuth hurriedly; �I quite understand! If I feel better I�ll come in by the front way, and pay another shilling � that�s only fair.�
�You needn�t do that if you�ll just explain what happened here.�
The man went and pulled the curtain aside, and put his shoulder against the door. It burst open, and the light for a moment blinded Mr. Sleuth. He passed his hand over his eyes.
�Thank you,� he said; �thank you. I shall get all right here.�

Five days later Bunting identified the body of a man found drowned in the Regent�s Canal as that of his late lodger; and, the morning following, a gardener working in the Regent�s Park found a newspaper in which were wrapped, together with a half-worn pair of rubber-soled shoes, two surgical knives. This fact was not chronicled in any newspaper; but a very pretty and picturesque paragraph went the round of the press, about the same time, concerning a small box filled with sovereigns which had been forwarded anonymously to the Governor of the Foundling Hospital.
Mr. and Mrs. Bunting are now in the service of an old lady, by whom they are feared as well as respected, and whom they make very comfortable.

Where Are You Going, Where Have You Been?
JOYCE CAROL OATES

THE STORY
Original publication:Epoch, Fall 1966; first collected in Where Are You Going, Where Have You Been? Stories of Young America by Joyce Carol Oates (Greenwich, CT, Fawcett, 1974)

Arguably the greatest living writer in the world to have not yet been awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature (she has been regarded as a favorite by readers, critics, and bookies for more than three decades), Joyce Carol Oates (1938�) has enjoyed a career known for its excellence, popularity, and prolificacy.
Born in Lockport, New York, in the northwestern part of the state, she began to write as a young child, attended Syracuse University on scholarship, and won a Mademoiselle magazine short story award at nineteen. Her first novel, With Shuddering Fall (1964), has been followed by more than a hundred books, including novels, short story collections, children�s books, young adult novels, volumes of poetry, collections of essays and criticism, and volumes of plays; eleven of her novels of suspense were released under the pseudonyms Rosamond Smith and Laura Kelly. An overwhelming number of her novels and short stories feature such subjects as violence, sexual abuse, murder, racial tensions, and class conflicts. Many of her fictional works have been based on real-life incidents, including violent crimes.
As prolific as her writing career has been, so, too, has been the extraordinary number of major literary prizes and honors awarded to her, including a National Book Award for them (1969), as well as five other nominations, five Pulitzer Prize nominations, two O. Henry Awards for short stories (twenty-nine nominations), and a National Humanities Medal. Among her bestselling books are We Were the Mulvaneys (1996; released on film in 2002 with Beau Bridges and Blythe Danner), and Blonde (2000�2001 miniseries with Poppy Montgomery), a novel based on the life of Marilyn Monroe. The 1996 film Foxfire (starring Cathy Moriarty, Hedy Burress, and Angelina Jolie) was an adaptation of Oates�s 1993 novel Foxfire: Confessions of a Girl Gang.
�Where Are You Going, Where Have You Been?� is a coming-of-age story that in the hands of Oates adds a layer of difficulty and complexity to an already confusing time for young adults.
Bestselling writer Gillian Flynn, the author of Gone Girl, described �Where Are You Going, Where Have You Been?� as the story that most influenced her writing. �I�d never had that experience where my blood changed temperature in my veins. I�ve probably reread it a hundred times since then and still can�t figure out how it�s done.�
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Title: Smooth Talk, 1985
Studio: American Playhouse, Goldcrest Films
Director: Joyce Chopra
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Producer: Martin Rosen

THE CAST
��Treat Williams (Arnold Friend)
��Laura Dern (Connie)
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Few authors can create suspense as effectively as Joyce Carol Oates, and this is true in her original story, just as it is in the film inspired by it, which closely follows the story except for a very different ending, which was probably needed for the cinematic version. It should be noted that in much of Oates�s fiction, the terror comes slowly, not suddenly, as events slowly gyre out of control.
�Where Are You Going, Where Have You Been?� was loosely based on the real-life murders committed by Charles Schmid in Tucson in 1964 and 1965. Known as �The Pied Piper of Tucson� because his charm and charisma were attractive to so many friends and young women, he was a smooth talker who had several girlfriends. He decided to kill a high school student just to know how it felt to kill someone. He later confessed the crime to a girlfriend but, when he broke up with her, she threatened to tell on him, so he killed her, too, as well as her sister.
Schmid inspired the creation of Arnold Friend � remove the letter r from his names for a definition of the character.
In the story and in the film, a teenager is experiencing a burgeoning sexuality and flirts with boys until she ambiguously rejects in a flirty manner an older man who is not so easily put off.
Smooth Talk won the Grand Jury Prize Dramatic at the 1986 Sundance Film Festival.

WHERE ARE YOU GOING, WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN?
Joyce Carol Oates

Her name was Connie. She was fifteen and she had a quick, nervous, giggling habit of craning her neck to glance into mirrors or checking other people�s faces to make sure her own was all right. Her mother, who noticed everything and knew everything and who hadn�t much reason any longer to look at her own face, always scolded Connie about it. �Stop gawking at yourself. Who are you? You think you�re so pretty?� she would say. Connie would raise her eyebrows at these familiar old complaints and look right through her mother, into a shadowy vision of herself as she was right at that moment: she knew she was pretty and that was everything. Her mother had been pretty once too, if you could believe those old snapshots in the album, but now her looks were gone and that was why she was always after Connie.
�Why don�t you keep your room clean like your sister? How�ve you got your hair fixed � what the hell stinks? Hair spray? You don�t see your sister using that junk.�
Her sister June was twenty-four and still lived at home. She was a secretary in the high school Connie attended, and if that wasn�t bad enough � with her in the same building � she was so plain and chunky and steady that Connie had to hear her praised all the time by her mother and her mother�s sisters. June did this, June did that, she saved money and helped clean the house and cooked and Connie couldn�t do a thing, her mind was all filled with trashy daydreams. Their father was away at work most of the time and when he came home he wanted supper and he read the newspaper at supper and after supper he went to bed. He didn�t bother talking much to them, but around his bent head Connie�s mother kept picking at her until Connie wished her mother was dead and she herself was dead and it was all over. �She makes me want to throw up sometimes,� she complained to her friends. She had a high, breathless, amused voice that made everything she said sound a little forced, whether it was sincere or not.
There was one good thing: June went places with girlfriends of hers, girls who were just as plain and steady as she, and so when Connie wanted to do that her mother had no objections. The father of Connie�s best girlfriend drove the girls the three miles to town and left them at a shopping plaza so they could walk through the stores or go to a movie, and when he came to pick them up again at eleven he never bothered to ask what they had done.
They must have been familiar sights, walking around the shopping plaza in their shorts and flat ballerina slippers that always scuffed the sidewalk, with charm bracelets jingling on their thin wrists; they would lean together to whisper and laugh secretly if someone passed who amused or interested them. Connie had long dark blond hair that drew anyone�s eye to it, and she wore part of it pulled up on her head and puffed out and the rest of it she let fall down her back. She wore a pull-over jersey blouse that looked one way when she was at home and another way when she was away from home. Everything about her had two sides to it, one for home and one for anywhere that was not home: her walk, which could be childlike and bobbing, or languid enough to make anyone think she was hearing music in her head; her mouth, which was pale and smirking most of the time, but bright and pink on these evenings out; her laugh, which was cynical and drawling at home � �Ha, ha, very funny� � but highpitched and nervous anywhere else, like the jingling of the charms on her bracelet.
Sometimes they did go shopping or to a movie, but sometimes they went across the highway, ducking fast across the busy road, to a drive-in restaurant where older kids hung out. The restaurant was shaped like a big bottle, though squatter than a real bottle, and on its cap was a revolving figure of a grinning boy holding a hamburger aloft. One night in midsummer they ran across, breathless with daring, and right away someone leaned out a car window and invited them over, but it was just a boy from high school they didn�t like. It made them feel good to be able to ignore him. They went up through the maze of parked and cruising cars to the bright-lit, fly-infested restaurant, their faces pleased and expectant as if they were entering a sacred building that loomed up out of the night to give them what haven and blessing they yearned for. They sat at the counter and crossed their legs at the ankles, their thin shoulders rigid with excitement, and listened to the music that made everything so good: the music was always in the background, like music at a church service; it was something to depend upon.
A boy named Eddie came in to talk with them. He sat backwards on his stool, turning himself jerkily around in semicircles and then stopping and turning back again, and after a while he asked Connie if she would like something to eat. She said she would and so she tapped her friend�s arm on her way out � her friend pulled her face up into a brave, droll look � and Connie said she would meet her at eleven, across the way. �I just hate to leave her like that,� Connie said earnestly, but the boy said that she wouldn�t be alone for long. So they went out to his car, and on the way Connie couldn�t help but let her eyes wander over the windshields and faces all around her, her face gleaming with a joy that had nothing to do with Eddie or even this place; it might have been the music. She drew her shoulders up and sucked in her breath with the pure pleasure of being alive, and just at that moment she happened to glance at a face just a few feet from hers. It was a boy with shaggy black hair, in a convertible jalopy painted gold. He stared at her and then his lips widened into a grin. Connie slit her eyes at him and turned away, but she couldn�t help glancing back and there he was, still watching her. He wagged a finger and laughed and said, �Gonna get you, baby,� and Connie turned away again without Eddie noticing anything.
She spent three hours with him, at the restaurant where they ate hamburgers and drank Cokes in wax cups that were always sweating, and then down an alley a mile or so away, and when he left her off at five to eleven only the movie house was still open at the plaza. Her girlfriend was there, talking with a boy. When Connie came up, the two girls smiled at each other and Connie said, �How was the movie?� and the girl said, �You should know.� They rode off with the girl�s father, sleepy and pleased, and Connie couldn�t help but look back at the darkened shopping plaza with its big empty parking lot and its signs that were faded and ghostly now, and over at the drive-in restaurant where cars were still circling tirelessly. She couldn�t hear the music at this distance.
Next morning June asked her how the movie was and Connie said, �So-so.�
She and that girl and occasionally another girl went out several times a week, and the rest of the time Connie spent around the house � it was summer vacation � getting in her mother�s way and thinking, dreaming about the boys she met. But all the boys fell back and dissolved into a single face that was not even a face but an idea, a feeling, mixed up with the urgent insistent pounding of the music and the humid night air of July. Connie�s mother kept dragging her back to the daylight by finding things for her to do or saying suddenly, �What�s this about the Pettinger girl?�
And Connie would say nervously, �Oh, her. That dope.� She always drew thick clear lines between herself and such girls, and her mother was simple and kind enough to believe it. Her mother was so simple, Connie thought, that it was maybe cruel to fool her so much. Her mother went scuffling around the house in old bedroom slippers and complained over the telephone to one sister about the other, then the other called up and the two of them complained about the third one. If June�s name was mentioned her mother�s tone was approving, and if Connie�s name was mentioned it was disapproving. This did not really mean she disliked Connie, and actually Connie thought that her mother preferred her to June just because she was prettier, but the two of them kept up a pretense of exasperation, a sense that they were tugging and struggling over something of little value to either of them. Sometimes, over coffee, they were almost friends, but something would come up � some vexation that was like a fly buzzing suddenly around their heads � and their faces went hard with contempt.
One Sunday Connie got up at eleven � none of them bothered with church � and washed her hair so that it could dry all day long in the sun. Her parents and sister were going to a barbecue at an aunt�s house and Connie said no, she wasn�t interested, rolling her eyes to let her mother know just what she thought of it. �Stay home alone then,� her mother said sharply. Connie sat out back in a lawn chair and watched them drive away, her father quiet and bald, hunched around so that he could back the car out, her mother with a look that was still angry and not at all softened through the windshield, and in the back seat poor old June, all dressed up as if she didn�t know what a barbecue was, with all the running yelling kids and the flies. Connie sat with her eyes closed in the sun, dreaming and dazed with the warmth about her as if this were a kind of love, the caresses of love, and her mind slipped over onto thoughts of the boy she had been with the night before and how nice he had been, how sweet it always was, not the way someone like June would suppose but sweet, gentle, the way it was in movies and promised in songs; and when she opened her eyes she hardly knew where she was, the backyard ran off into weeds and a fence-like line of trees and behind it the sky was perfectly blue and still. The asbestos �ranch house� that was now three years old startled her � it looked small. She shook her head as if to get awake.
It was too hot. She went inside the house and turned on the radio to drown out the quiet. She sat on the edge of her bed, barefoot, and listened for an hour and a half to a program called XYZ Sunday Jamboree, record after record of hard, fast, shrieking songs she sang along with, interspersed by exclamations from �Bobby King�: �An� look here, you girls at Napoleon�s � Son and Charley want you to pay real close attention to this song coming up!�
And Connie paid close attention herself, bathed in a glow of slow-pulsed joy that seemed to rise mysteriously out of the music itself and lay languidly about the airless little room, breathed in and breathed out with each gentle rise and fall of her chest.
After a while she heard a car coming up the drive. She sat up at once, startled, because it couldn�t be her father so soon. The gravel kept crunching all the way in from the road � the driveway was long � and Connie ran to the window. It was a car she didn�t know. It was an open jalopy, painted a bright gold that caught the sunlight opaquely. Her heart began to pound and her fingers snatched at her hair, checking it, and she whispered, �Christ, Christ,� wondering how bad she looked. The car came to a stop at the side door and the horn sounded four short taps, as if this were a signal Connie knew.
She went into the kitchen and approached the door slowly, then hung out the screen door, her bare toes curling down off the step. There were two boys in the car and now she recognized the driver: he had shaggy, shabby black hair that looked crazy as a wig and he was grinning at her.
�I ain�t late, am I?� he said.
�Who the hell do you think you are?� Connie said.
�Toldja I�d be out, didn�t I?�
�I don�t even know who you are.�
She spoke sullenly, careful to show no interest or pleasure, and he spoke in a fast, bright monotone. Connie looked past him to the other boy, taking her time. He had fair brown hair, with a lock that fell onto his forehead. His sideburns gave him a fierce, embarrassed look, but so far he hadn�t even bothered to glance at her. Both boys wore sunglasses. The driver�s glasses were metallic and mirrored everything in miniature.
�You wanta come for a ride?� he said.
Connie smirked and let her hair fall loose over one shoulder.
�Don�tcha like my car? New paint job,� he said. �Hey.�
�What?�
�You�re cute.�
She pretended to fidget, chasing flies away from the door.
�Don�tcha believe me, or what?� he said.
�Look, I don�t even know who you are,� Connie said in disgust.
�Hey, Ellie�s got a radio, see. Mine broke down.� He lifted his friend�s arm and showed her the little transistor radio the boy was holding, and now Connie began to hear the music. It was the same program that was playing inside the house.
�Bobby King?� she said.
�I listen to him all the time. I think he�s great.�
�He�s kind of great,� Connie said reluctantly.
�Listen, that guy�s great. He knows where the action is.�
Connie blushed a little, because the glasses made it impossible for her to see just what this boy was looking at. She couldn�t decide if she liked him or if he was just a jerk, and so she dawdled in the doorway and wouldn�t come down or go back inside. She said, �What�s all that stuff painted on your car?�
�Can�tcha read it?� He opened the door very carefully, as if he were afraid it might fall off. He slid out just as carefully, planting his feet firmly on the ground, the tiny metallic world in his glasses slowing down like gelatin hardening, and in the midst of it Connie�s bright green blouse. �This here is my name, to begin with,� he said. ARNOLD FRIEND was written in tarlike black letters on the side, with a drawing of a round, grinning face that reminded Connie of a pumpkin, except it wore sunglasses. �I wanta introduce myself, I�m Arnold Friend and that�s my real name and I�m gonna be your friend, honey, and inside the car�s Ellie Oscar, he�s kinda shy.� Ellie brought his transistor radio up to his shoulder and balanced it there. �Now, these numbers are a secret code, honey,� Arnold Friend explained. He read off the numbers 33, 19, 17 and raised his eyebrows at her to see what she thought of that, but she didn�t think much of it. The left rear fender had been smashed and around it was written, on the gleaming gold background: DONE BY CRAZY WOMAN DRIVER. Connie had to laugh at that. Arnold Friend was pleased at her laughter and looked up at her. �Around the other side�s a lot more � you wanta come and see them?�
�No.�
�Why not?�
�Why should I?�
�Don�tcha wanta see what�s on the car? Don�tcha wanta go for a ride?�
�I don�t know.�
�Why not?�
�I got things to do.�
�Like what?�
�Things.�
He laughed as if she had said something funny. He slapped his thighs. He was standing in a strange way, leaning back against the car as if he were balancing himself. He wasn�t tall, only an inch or so taller than she would be if she came down to him. Connie liked the way he was dressed, which was the way all of them dressed: tight faded jeans stuffed into black, scuffed boots, a belt that pulled his waist in and showed how lean he was, and a white pull-over shirt that was a little soiled and showed the hard small muscles of his arms and shoulders. He looked as if he probably did hard work, lifting and carrying things. Even his neck looked muscular. And his face was a familiar face, somehow: the jaw and chin and cheeks slightly darkened because he hadn�t shaved for a day or two, and the nose long and hawklike, sniffing as if she were a treat he was going to gobble up and it was all a joke.
�Connie, you ain�t telling the truth. This is your day set aside for a ride with me and you know it,� he said, still laughing. The way he straightened and recovered from his fit of laughing showed that it had been all fake.
�How do you know what my name is?� she said suspiciously.
�It�s Connie.�
�Maybe and maybe not.�
�I know my Connie,� he said, wagging his finger. Now she remembered him even better, back at the restaurant, and her cheeks warmed at the thought of how she had sucked in her breath just at the moment she passed him � how she must have looked to him. And he had remembered her. �Ellie and I come out here especially for you,� he said. �Ellie can sit in back. How about it?�
�Where?�
�Where what?�
�Where�re we going?�
He looked at her. He took off the sunglasses and she saw how pale the skin around his eyes was, like holes that were not in shadow but instead in light. His eyes were like chips of broken glass that catch the light in an amiable way. He smiled. It was as if the idea of going for a ride somewhere, to someplace, was a new idea to him.
�Just for a ride, Connie sweetheart.�
�I never said my name was Connie,� she said.
�But I know what it is. I know your name and all about you, lots of things,� Arnold Friend said. He had not moved yet but stood still leaning back against the side of his jalopy. �I took a special interest in you, such a pretty girl, and found out all about you � like I know your parents and sister are gone somewheres and I know where and how long they�re going to be gone, and I know who you were with last night, and your best girl friend�s name is Betty. Right?�
He spoke in a simple lilting voice, exactly as if he were reciting the words to a song. His smile assured her that everything was fine. In the car Ellie turned up the volume on his radio and did not bother to look around at them.
�Ellie can sit in the back seat,� Arnold Friend said. He indicated his friend with a casual jerk of his chin, as if Ellie did not count and she should not bother with him.
�How�d you find out all that stuff?� Connie said.
�Listen: Betty Schultz and Tony Fitch and Jimmy Pettinger and Nancy Pettinger,� he said in a chant. �Raymond Stanley and Bob Hutter��
�Do you know all those kids?�
�I know everybody.�
�Look, you�re kidding. You�re not from around here.�
�Sure.�
�But � how come we never saw you before?�
�Sure you saw me before,� he said. He looked down at his boots, as if he were a little offended. �You just don�t remember.�
�I guess I�d remember you,� Connie said.
�Yeah?� He looked up at this, beaming. He was pleased. He began to mark time with the music from Ellie�s radio, tapping his fists lightly together. Connie looked away from his smile to the car, which was painted so bright it almost hurt her eyes to look at it. She looked at that name, ARNOLD FRIEND. And up at the front fender was an expression that was familiar � MAN THE FLYING SAUCERS. It was an expression kids had used the year before but didn�t use this year. She looked at it for a while as if the words meant something to her that she did not yet know.
�What�re you thinking about? Huh?� Arnold Friend demanded. �Not worried about your hair blowing around in the car, are you?�
�No.�
�Think I maybe can�t drive good?�
�How do I know?�
�You�re a hard girl to handle. How come?� he said. �Don�t you know I�m your friend? Didn�t you see me put my sign in the air when you walked by?�
�What sign?�
�My sign.� And he drew an X in the air, leaning out toward her. They were maybe ten feet apart. After his hand fell back to his side the X was still in the air, almost visible. Connie let the screen door close and stood perfectly still inside it, listening to the music from her radio and the boy�s blend together. She stared at Arnold Friend. He stood there so stiffly relaxed, pretending to be relaxed, with one hand idly on the door handle as if he were keeping himself up that way and had no intention of ever moving again. She recognized most things about him, the tight jeans that showed his thighs and buttocks and the greasy leather boots and the tight shirt, and even that slippery friendly smile of his, that sleepy dreamy smile that all the boys used to get across ideas they didn�t want to put into words. She recognized all this and also the singsong way he talked, slightly mocking, kidding, but serious and a little melancholy, and she recognized the way he tapped one fist against the other in homage to the perpetual music behind him. But all these things did not come together.
She said suddenly, �Hey, how old are you?�
His smile faded. She could see then that he wasn�t a kid, he was much older � thirty, maybe more. At this knowledge her heart began to pound faster.
�That�s a crazy thing to ask. Can�tcha see I�m your own age?�
�Like hell you are.�
�Or maybe a coupla years older. I�m eighteen.�
�Eighteen?� she said doubtfully.
He grinned to reassure her and lines appeared at the corners of his mouth. His teeth were big and white. He grinned so broadly his eyes became slits and she saw how thick the lashes were, thick and black as if painted with a black tarlike material. Then, abruptly, he seemed to become embarrassed and looked over his shoulder at Ellie. �Him, he�s crazy,� he said. �Ain�t he a riot? He�s a nut, a real character.� Ellie was still listening to the music. His sunglasses told nothing about what he was thinking. He wore a bright orange shirt unbuttoned halfway to show his chest, which was a pale, bluish chest and not muscular like Arnold Friend�s. His shirt collar was turned up all around and the very tips of the collar pointed out past his chin as if they were protecting him. He was pressing the transistor radio up against his ear and sat there in a kind of daze, right in the sun.
�He�s kinda strange,� Connie said.
�Hey, she says you�re kinda strange! Kinda strange!� Arnold Friend cried. He pounded on the car to get Ellie�s attention. Ellie turned for the first time and Connie saw with shock that he wasn�t a kid either � he had a fair, hairless face, cheeks reddened slightly as if the veins grew too close to the surface of his skin, the face of a forty-year-old baby. Connie felt a wave of dizziness rise in her at this sight and she stared at him as if waiting for something to change the shock of the moment, make it all right again. Ellie�s lips kept shaping words, mumbling along with the words blasting in his ear.
�Maybe you two better go away,� Connie said faintly.
�What? How come?� Arnold Friend cried. �We come out here to take you for a ride. It�s Sunday.� He had the voice of the man on the radio now. It was the same voice, Connie thought. �Don�tcha know it�s Sunday all day? And honey, no matter who you were with last night, today you�re with Arnold Friend and don�t you forget it! Maybe you better step out here,� he said, and this last was in a different voice. It was a little flatter, as if the heat was finally getting to him.
�No. I got things to do.�
�Hey.�
�You two better leave.�
�We ain�t leaving until you come with us.�
�Like hell I am��
�Connie, don�t fool around with me. I mean � I mean, don�t fool around,� he said, shaking his head. He laughed incredulously. He placed his sunglasses on top of his head, carefully, as if he were indeed wearing a wig, and brought the stems down behind his ears. Connie stared at him, another wave of dizziness and fear rising in her so that for a moment he wasn�t even in focus but was just a blur standing there against his gold car, and she had the idea that he had driven up the driveway all right but had come from nowhere before that and belonged nowhere and that everything about him and even about the music that was so familiar to her was only half real.
�If my father comes and sees you��
�He ain�t coming. He�s at a barbecue.�
�How do you know that?�
�Aunt Tillie�s. Right now they�re � uh � they�re drinking. Sitting around,� he said vaguely, squinting as if he were staring all the way to town and over to Aunt Tillie�s backyard. Then the vision seemed to get clear and he nodded energetically. �Yeah. Sitting around. There�s your sister in a blue dress, huh? And high heels, the poor sad bitch � nothing like you, sweetheart! And your mother�s helping some fat woman with the corn, they�re cleaning the corn � husking the corn��
�What fat woman?� Connie cried.
�How do I know what fat woman, I don�t know every goddamn fat woman in the world!� Arnold Friend laughed.
�Oh, that�s Mrs. Hornsby... Who invited her?� Connie said. She felt a little lightheaded. Her breath was coming quickly.
�She�s too fat. I don�t like them fat. I like them the way you are, honey,� he said, smiling sleepily at her. They stared at each other for a while through the screen door. He said softly, �Now, what you�re going to do is this: you�re going to come out that door. You�re going to sit up front with me and Ellie�s going to sit in the back, the hell with Ellie, right? This isn�t Ellie�s date. You�re my date. I�m your lover, honey.�
�What? You�re crazy��
�Yes, I�m your lover. You don�t know what that is but you will,� he said. �I know that too. I know all about you. But look: it�s real nice and you couldn�t ask for nobody better than me, or more polite. I always keep my word. I�ll tell you how it is, I�m always nice at first, the first time. I�ll hold you so tight you won�t think you have to try to get away or pretend anything because you�ll know you can�t. And I�ll come inside you where it�s all secret and you�ll give in to me and you�ll love me��
�Shut up! You�re crazy!� Connie said. She backed away from the door. She put her hands up against her ears as if she�d heard something terrible, something not meant for her. �People don�t talk like that, you�re crazy,� she muttered. Her heart was almost too big now for her chest and its pumping made sweat break out all over her. She looked out to see Arnold Friend pause and then take a step toward the porch, lurching. He almost fell. But, like a clever drunken man, he managed to catch his balance. He wobbled in his high boots and grabbed hold of one of the porch posts.
�Honey?� he said. �You still listening?�
�Get the hell out of here!�
�Be nice, honey. Listen.�
�I�m going to call the police��
He wobbled again and out of the side of his mouth came a fast spat curse, an aside not meant for her to hear. But even this �Christ!� sounded forced. Then he began to smile again. She watched this smile come, awkward as if he were smiling from inside a mask. His whole face was a mask, she thought wildly, tanned down to his throat but then running out as if he had plastered make-up on his face but had forgotten about his throat.
�Honey�? Listen, here�s how it is. I always tell the truth and I promise you this: I ain�t coming in that house after you.�
�You better not! I�m going to call the police if you � if you don�t��
�Honey,� he said, talking right through her voice, �honey, I�m not coming in there but you are coming out here. You know why?�
She was panting. The kitchen looked like a place she had never seen before, some room she had run inside but that wasn�t good enough, wasn�t going to help her. The kitchen window had never had a curtain, after three years, and there were dishes in the sink for her to do � probably � and if you ran your hand across the table you�d probably feel something sticky there.
�You listening, honey? Hey?�
��going to call the police��
�Soon as you touch the phone I don�t need to keep my promise and can come inside. You won�t want that.�
She rushed forward and tried to lock the door. Her fingers were shaking. �But why lock it,� Arnold Friend said gently, talking right into her face. �It�s just a screen door. It�s just nothing.� One of his boots was at a strange angle, as if his foot wasn�t in it. It pointed out to the left, bent at the ankle. �I mean, anybody can break through a screen door and glass and wood and iron or anything else if he needs to, anybody at all, and specially Arnold Friend. If the place got lit up with a fire, honey, you�d come runnin� out into my arms, right into my arms an� safe at home � like you knew I was your lover and�d stopped fooling around. I don�t mind a nice shy girl but I don�t like no fooling around.� Part of those words were spoken with a slight rhythmic lilt, and Connie somehow recognized them � the echo of a song from last year, about a girl rushing into her boyfriend�s arms and coming home again�
Connie stood barefoot on the linoleum floor, staring at him. �What do you want?� she whispered.
�I want you,� he said.
�What?�
�Seen you that night and thought, that�s the one, yes sir. I never needed to look anymore.�
�But my father�s coming back. He�s coming to get me. I had to wash my hair first�� She spoke in a dry, rapid voice, hardly raising it for him to hear.
�No, your daddy is not coming and yes, you had to wash your hair and you washed it for me. It�s nice and shining and all for me. I thank you sweetheart,� he said with a mock bow, but again he almost lost his balance. He had to bend and adjust his boots. Evidently his feet did not go all the way down; the boots must have been stuffed with something so that he would seem taller. Connie stared out at him and behind him at Ellie in the car, who seemed to be looking off toward Connie�s right, into nothing. This Ellie said, pulling the words out of the air one after another as if he were just discovering them, �You want me to pull out the phone?�
�Shut your mouth and keep it shut,� Arnold Friend said, his face red from bending over or maybe from embarrassment because Connie had seen his boots. �This ain�t none of your business.�
�What � what are you doing? What do you want?� Connie said. �If I call the police they�ll get you, they�ll arrest you��
�Promise was not to come in unless you touch that phone, and I�ll keep that promise,� he said. He resumed his erect position and tried to force his shoulders back. He sounded like a hero in a movie, declaring something important. But he spoke too loudly and it was as if he were speaking to someone behind Connie. �I ain�t made plans for coming in that house where I don�t belong but just for you to come out to me, the way you should. Don�t you know who I am?�
�You�re crazy,� she whispered. She backed away from the door but did not want to go into another part of the house, as if this would give him permission to come through the door. �What do you... you�re crazy, you...�
�Huh? What�re you saying, honey?�
Her eyes darted everywhere in the kitchen. She could not remember what it was, this room.
�This is how it is, honey: you come out and we�ll drive away, have a nice ride. But if you don�t come out we�re gonna wait till your people come home and then they�re all going to get it.�
�You want that telephone pulled out?� Ellie said. He held the radio away from his ear and grimaced, as if without the radio the air was too much for him.
�I toldja shut up, Ellie,� Arnold Friend said, �you�re deaf, get a hearing aid, right? Fix yourself up. This little girl�s no trouble and�s gonna be nice to me, so Ellie keep to yourself, this ain�t your date � right? Don�t hem in on me, don�t hog, don�t crush, don�t bird dog, don�t trail me,� he said in a rapid, meaningless voice, as if he were running through all the expressions he�d learned but was no longer sure which of them was in style, then rushing on to new ones, making them up with his eyes closed. �Don�t crawl under my fence, don�t squeeze in my chipmunk hole, don�t sniff my glue, suck my popsicle, keep your own greasy fingers on yourself!� He shaded his eyes and peered in at Connie, who was backed against the kitchen table. �Don�t mind him, honey, he�s just a creep. He�s a dope. Right? I�m the boy for you and like I said, you come out here nice like a lady and give me your hand, and nobody else gets hurt, I mean, your nice old bald-headed daddy and your mummy and your sister in her high heels. Because listen: why bring them in this?�
�Leave me alone,� Connie whispered.
�Hey, you know that old woman down the road, the one with the chickens and stuff � you know her?�
�She�s dead!�
�Dead? What? You know her?� Arnold Friend said.
�She�s dead��
�Don�t you like her?�
�She�s dead � she�s � she isn�t here anymore��
�But don�t you like her, I mean, you got something against her? Some grudge or something?� Then his voice dipped as if he were conscious of a rudeness. He touched the sunglasses perched up on top of his head as if to make sure they were still there. �Now, you be a good girl.�
�What are you going to do?�
�Just two things, or maybe three,� Arnold Friend said. �But I promise it won�t last long and you�ll like me the way you get to like people you�re close to. You will. It�s all over for you here, so come on out. You don�t want your people in any trouble, do you?�
She turned and bumped against a chair or something, hurting her leg, but she ran into the back room and picked up the telephone. Something roared in her ear, a tiny roaring, and she was so sick with fear that she could do nothing but listen to it � the telephone was clammy and very heavy and her fingers groped down to the dial but were too weak to touch it. She began to scream into the phone, into the roaring. She cried out, she cried for her mother, she felt her breath start jerking back and forth in her lungs as if it were something Arnold Friend was stabbing her with again and again with no tenderness. A noisy sorrowful wailing rose all about her and she was locked inside it the way she was locked inside this house.
After a while she could hear again. She was sitting on the floor with her wet back against the wall.
Arnold Friend was saying from the door, �That�s a good girl. Put the phone back.�
She kicked the phone away from her.
�No, honey. Pick it up. Put it back right.�
She picked it up and put it back. The dial tone stopped.
�That�s a good girl. Now, you come outside.�
She was hollow with what had been fear but what was now just an emptiness. All that screaming had blasted it out of her. She sat, one leg cramped under her, and deep inside her brain was something like a pinpoint of light that kept going and would not let her relax. She thought, I�m not going to see my mother again. She thought, I�m not going to sleep in my bed again. Her bright green blouse was all wet.
Arnold Friend said, in a gentle-loud voice that was like a stage voice, �The place where you came from ain�t there anymore, and where you had in mind to go is cancelled out. This place you are now � inside your daddy�s house � is nothing but a cardboard box I can knock down any time. You know that and always did know it. You hear me?�
She thought, I have got to think. I have got to know what to do.
�We�ll go out to a nice field, out in the country here where it smells so nice and it�s sunny,� Arnold Friend said. �I�ll have my arms tight around you so you won�t need to try to get away and I�ll show you what love is like, what it does. The hell with this house! It looks solid all right,� he said. He ran a fingernail down the screen and the noise did not make Connie shiver, as it would have the day before. �Now, put your hand on your heart, honey. Feel that? That feels solid too but we know better. Be nice to me, be sweet like you can because what else is there for a girl like you but to be sweet and pretty and give in?�� and get away before her people come back?�
She felt her pounding heart. Her hand seemed to enclose it. She thought for the first time in her life that it was nothing that was hers, that belonged to her, but just a pounding, living thing inside this body that wasn�t really hers either.
�You don�t want them to get hurt,� Arnold Friend went on. �Now, get up, honey. Get up all by yourself.�
She stood.
�Now, turn this way. That�s right. Come over here to me � Ellie, put that away, didn�t I tell you? You dope. You miserable creepy dope,� Arnold Friend said. His words were not angry but only part of an incantation. The incantation was kindly. �Now, come out through the kitchen to me, honey, and let�s see a smile, try it, you�re a brave, sweet little girl and now they�re eating corn and hot dogs cooked to bursting over an outdoor fire, and they don�t know one thing about you and never did and honey, you�re better than them because not a one of them would have done this for you.�
Connie felt the linoleum under her feet; it was cool. She brushed her hair back out of her eyes. Arnold Friend let go of the post tentatively and opened his arms for her, his elbows pointing in toward each other and his wrists limp, to show that this was an embarrassed embrace and a little mocking, he didn�t want to make her self-conscious.
She put out her hand against the screen. She watched herself push the door slowly open as if she were back safe somewhere in the other doorway, watching this body and this head of long hair moving out into the sunlight where Arnold Friend waited.
�My sweet little blue-eyed girl,� he said in a half-sung sigh that had nothing to do with her brown eyes but was taken up just the same by the vast sunlit reaches of the land behind him and on all sides of him � so much land that Connie had never seen before and did not recognize except to know that she was going to it.
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A common theme for Woolrich�s work is that its characters are enduring a living nightmare and �C-Jag� is among those tales. Tommy Cochrane, jobless and desperate, attempts to alleviate his hopelessness by taking cocaine. After passing out, he awakens from a nightmare convinced that he killed someone during his blackout. He�s living with his sister and Denny, her cop husband, and Tommy confesses to him. They begin to investigate, retracing Tommy�s steps from the previous night, when they discover a body in a closet, apparently sealing his fate. The true killers turn out to be some thuggish gangsters, who are tacked on at the end of the story and are dealt with in a shoot-out.
�C-Jag� was the first Woolrich story ever to appear in an anthology, undergoing a title change to the more familiar �Cocaine� in order to prevent confusion on the part of readers who may not have known the underworld argot. The editor of the anthology was Lee Wright, who was Woolrich�s editor at Simon & Schuster. The story was also reprinted with the titles �Dream of Death� and �Just Enough to Cover a Thumbnail.�

THE FILM
Title: Fall Guy, 1947
Studio: Monogram Pictures
Director: Reginald Le Borg
Screenwriters: Jerry Warner, John O�Dea
Producer: Walter Mirisch

THE CAST
��Clifford Penn (Leo Penn) (Tom Cochrane)
��Robert Armstrong (�Mac� McLaine)
��Teala Loring (Lois Walter)
��Elisha Cook Jr. (Joe)

The bones of the opening of the Woolrich story remain in place, with Tom waking from a cocaine-induced blackout, covered in blood, with no memory of the previous night. After that familiar (to Woolrich readers) premise, the story develops quite differently. In the film version, Tom is arrested but escapes and tries to learn the truth. He gets help from his girlfriend, who doesn�t think he could have hurt anyone, and his sister�s husband, a cop. They find Joe, the man who took Tom to a party the night before, and, when they go to the apartment where the party took place, they find a corpse in a closet in the apartment a flight up. Joe is murdered but Tom is cleared when they learn that he had been set up. No gangsters suddenly appear in the film version, their murderous presence replaced by an elaborate frame-up designed to eliminate a blackmailer.
Since the film was made by the �Poverty Row� studio Monogram Pictures, it is not surprising to find largely unknown actors with varying talent levels being directed by the Vienna-born Reginald Le Borg, who specialized in low-budget B movies for virtually his entire career.
An exception to the parade of second-rate actors in the film is Robert Armstrong, who became a star in King Kong (1933) and remained a working actor into the 1960s. He died of cancer in 1973 � curiously, within sixteen hours of the death of Merian Cooper, the coproducer and codirector of King Kong.
Another exception is Elisha Cook Jr., who may not have appeared in every B noir picture of the 1940s and 1950s (and some major films, too) but it would probably be easier to mention those in which he did not appear than to list his credits. He plays exactly the same sleazy, unctuous character every time and does it exceedingly well. There seems to have been a tacit agreement between him and every director and screenwriter in Hollywood that his character would never make it out of a movie alive.
After a short film and a trivial, uncredited role in The Best Years of Our Lives (1946), this essentially was the screen debut of Leo Penn, credited here as Clifford Penn, who went on to a successful career as a television actor and, more significantly, as a director of such series as I Spy; Kojak; Columbo; Magnum, P.I.; and Star Trek. His refusal to cooperate with the House Un-American Activities Committee in its investigation into the suspected infiltration of Communists in the film industry resulted in his being blacklisted and effectively ending his acting career in motion pictures. He was the father of actors Chris and Sean Penn.
The working title of the movie during production was One Way Street.

C-JAG
Cornell Woolrich

I knew what it was like to wake up after being drunk the night before � everyone does, I guess � but that wasn�t in it compared to what this was like. This had all the same symptoms of the other, and then some new ones of its own. My mouth felt just as dry and my head felt just as heavy and my stomach felt just as bad. And then in addition, my eyes wouldn�t focus right; everything I looked at seemed to have rings around it; and my hands were cold and clammy, and my teeth were on edge, as though I�d been chewing lemons. But worse than anything else was the mental conditioning it had left behind it; I was afraid. I was as afraid as a seven-year-old kid in an old dark house. And when you�re afraid at one o�clock of a blazing bright afternoon, mister, you�re afraid.
And at that, the after-effects were nothing compared to what the symptoms had been like the night before, while I was still under it. I grabbed my eyes tight to shut out the recollection, and if I�d had an extra pair of hands I�d have stopped up my ears with them at the same time. But the images were inside, in my memory, where I couldn�t get at them. Blurred, but there.
He was a fellow I�d known slightly � so slightly that I didn�t even know his last name; just Joe. Joe said, �Aw, you need cheering up. Come on with me, I�m going somewhere that�ll cheer you up.� And then, probably an hour later, the parting hand on my shoulder. �Take it easy, be seeing you around, I�m blowing now.�
I remembered saying, �Well, just a sec, I�ll go with you; I came here with you after all.�
I remember the knowing wink he�d given me. �Naw, you better hang around awhile; I�m taking that girl in green home. You know how it is, two�s company�� Exit Joe, whoever he was.
So I stayed on there, like a fool, in a strange place with strangers.
The rest of it came crowding back on me, all mixed up like what they call montage in the movies. The man with the white scar on his jaw. I kept seeing that white scar, hearing disconnected things he�d said. �Just enough to cover your thumbnail. Always remember that and you can never go wrong; just enough to cover your thumbnail. Then you bring it up the long way, like you were going to wipe your nose.�... �Nice-looking place, isn�t it? You want it, you can have it. Listen, I�d give away anything tonight. Make yourself at home, I�ll be right back.�... �What�d you do, have some trouble in here while I was gone? Look at that, look at the blood all over your shirt!�... �No, you can�t get out that way! That�s a dead window, you fool! Can�t you see by looking at it? It�s nailed-down fast, it�s painted over. They built a house right up next to this, and the brick work sealed it up.�... �Aw, that�s nothing; you want that to go away? I�ll show you how to make that go away. Now hold steady. Just enough to cover your thumbnail. Watch and see how that makes it go away.�... �Don�t get excited, I�m not going anywhere. Just wait here for me, I�ll be right back��...
And then it got worse and worse. At the end it was almost a frenzy, a delirium. Of fear and flight and pursuit. The very walls had seemed to whisper. �Look at him, sitting there waiting! They�ll get him, they�ll get him!� They seemed to sing, too. Music kept oozing out of them. Ghost-music. I could hear it so plain, I could even recognize some of the tunes, I could even remember them now! Alice Blue Gown, Out on a Limb, Oh, Johnny, Woodpecker Song. Those were some of the things my crazed, inflamed brain had distinctly heard those moaning, sobbing walls emit. And then the climactic madness, the straining, tugging trip to the closet along the floor; the frantic closing of the door; the locking of it, on what it held; the secreting of the key in my pocket; the piling-up and barricading of it with a table, a chair, anything and everything I could lay my hands on. Then flight, through the labyrinth of the city, hiding in doorways, sidling around corners, hugging the shadows. Flight that went on forever. From � where? To � where? Then kindly oblivion at last.
All of it a junk-dream, of course. But needles of cold sweat came out on my forehead even now, it was still so vivid, so haunting.
I didn�t know what to do for a hangover of this kind. But I figured water, lots of cold water inside and out, was good for almost anything under the sun, so it ought to be good for this too. At least it couldn�t hurt it any.
I staggered rubber-kneed into the bathroom and filled the washbowl up, and sloshed it into my eyes, and ducked my whole face in it, and strewed it across the back of my neck. After I got through doing that I felt a little better. Not a lot, though.
I went back to my room and combed my soaked hair and started to get dressed. If I�d had a job I would have been out of it by now, I�d overslept so long. But I didn�t have one anyway, so it didn�t make any difference.
Just after I�d got my shoes and trousers on, Mildred knocked on the door. She�d heard me moving around, I guess. I told her to come in. I was ashamed to look at her, but only I knew the real reason why, she didn�t. She looked in and said, �Hello, Tommy. I guess you had a drink or two too many last night.�
I thought, �I only wish it was that!� I was sorrier than ever the thing had happened.
�I understand how it is, it helps to take your mind off your troubles once in awhile.� Then she rested a hand on my arm for a minute, to show she didn�t mean it for criticism. �But don�t do too much of it, Tommy. It doesn�t make it any easier to get a job. I�ll fix you some coffee, that�ll brace you up.�
She was my older sister. She was swell. I was not only living with her, but she�d even been keeping me in pocket money since I�d been out of a job. She went out again, and I went ahead with my dressing.
First I was going to put on a clean shirt, but I thought I better not be too extravagant while I was out of work, so I decided I�d stick to the old one a day more. The way it was folded or rumpled must have hidden the stain. I only saw it after I had the shirt on, and tucked into my belt, and was buttoning it down in front of the glass. It was brown, a sort of splashy stain in front.
I stared at it in a sort of paralyzed horror. I don�t think I moved for about two minutes flat. Finally I touched it, and where it was brown it was stiff. Good and stiff. �What�d you do, have some trouble in here? Look at the blood all over your shirt!� It rang in my ears again. So that part of it was real at least, it hadn�t been just a snow-mirage.
All right, it was real. But it had to come from somewhere. It didn�t just appear from nowhere, like a miraculous stigmata. I pulled it up out of my belt, and hoisted my undershirt, and scanned my body, all around the lower ribs. There wasn�t a scratch on me anywhere. I looked higher up, on my chest. I even rolled up my sleeves and looked at both arms. There wasn�t a nick anywhere on my skin. And whatever had bled that much must have been a pretty good-sized gash.
So it had come from someone else.
I finished dressing. I kept talking it into myself that it meant nothing. �Somebody you were with cut himself on something. You don�t remember it, that�s all. How�d it get on me, then? Well, maybe you were lurching around. You leaned up against someone, or someone did against you. You better quit thinking about it. You want to hang onto your self-control, don�t you? Then quit thinking about it.�
Which was a lot easier said than done, but I finished up my dressing, put on my coat. The last stage of all was what everyone�s last stage usually is. To put my change, matches, keys, whatever loose accessories there were, back into my pockets where they belonged. Even in last night�s befogged condition, habit had been strong enough to assert itself. The stuff was dumped out on top of the bureau, the way I always found it every morning. I started collecting it item by item, dropping each category into the particular pocket where it belonged. Three nickels and a dime. (I�d started out with thirty-five cents last night, I distinctly remembered that, so I must have spent a dime sometime during the course of the night; I couldn�t remember doing it.) A withered package that contained one last cigarette � broken into two sections from pocket-pressure. I put one into my mouth, threw the other away. And last of all, my keys; one that Mildred and Denny had given me to the apartment here, and the other a little jigger that opened my valise.
This time I didn�t stand staring in frozen horror. The half-cigarette fell from my relaxed lips to the floor, and I lurched forward, steadied myself by gripping the front edge of the bureau. I stayed that way, sort of hunched-over, goggling down at it. There was one key too many there. There were three keys staring me in the face, and up to last night I had only had two. There was a strange key there mixed-up with my own two now, a key that didn�t belong to me, a key I�d never seen before. Or at least, only in a � snow-flurry.
It wasn�t one of these modern, brass, safety lock keys, it was an old-fashioned iron thing, dun-colored, with an elongated stem and two teeth at the end of it shaped like a buzzsaw. The kind of a key used in an old-fashioned house, that has old-fashioned rooms with old-fashioned doors.
It was an interior key. I mean, you could see it wasn�t for an outside door, a street door, but for some door on the inside of a house � a room door or a closet door.
That gave me a shot in the arm, that last word. I straightened up from my leap-frog position and did things around the room fast. First I gave it the benefit of the doubt � although I knew already as sure as I was born I�d never seen it before in my life, it didn�t belong around here. I went over to my own closet with it, to try it on that. It wouldn�t go in, because the closet�s own key was sticking out, blocking the keyhole. Then I went to my room-door with it, but there wasn�t anywhere on that to try it. It had no lock at all, it closed on a little horizontal bolt run into a hole. There wasn�t anyplace else for me to match it up with. That brass safety-lock key there was the one to the outside door.
It came from somewhere outside. Somewhere in a dope-dream.
Then the panic came on again from last night, only now it was worse, because this was broad daylight and now I was in my right senses. I swung out my valise and kicked the lid up. I didn�t have much to pack, so it didn�t take long. But everything there was to pack, I packed.
I�d gotten halfway down the short little hall with my bag in my hand when Mildred looked out at the back and saw me. She gave a little moaning protest, ran after me. �No, Tommy � what�re you doing?�
�I�ve got to go. Don�t stop me, I�ve got to get out of here.�
�No, Tommy � what is it?� She took the valise and set it down. I let her. I didn�t want to go myself, that was why I stood there undecided. But yet, I knew I couldn�t stay � now.
�I�ve got to, I tell you!�
�But why? Where? You have no money.� She took me by the arm and coaxed me into the kitchen. �At least drink a cup of coffee before you go, don�t leave like this; I just made it fresh.�
It was just a stall, she only wanted to gain time. I knew that, but I slumped into a chair anyway, and cradled my head, and leaned way over my own lap, staring down at the floor.
I heard her slip out to the phone when she thought I wasn�t noticing, but I didn�t try to interfere. I heard her saying in a guarded voice, �Denny, will you come home right away? See if you can get relieved from duty and come home right away � it�s very important.�
He was a detective. In one way, I wanted to talk to him very much. In another way, I didn�t.
I guess I must have wanted to more than I didn�t want to, because I was still sitting there when he showed up. He got there very quickly, not more than ten or fifteen minutes after she�d phoned him.
He came striding in looking worried, and shied his hat offside at the seat of a chair. He was a slow moving, even tempered guy as a rule, misleadingly genial on the surface, hard as nails inside. Mildred and I, of course, only saw him when he was off duty, we hadn�t had much chance to see the latter quality in him. I only suspected it was there, without being sure. I had him sized up for the kind of man would give you a break if you deserved one, crack down on you like granite if you didn�t.
He addressed himself to her first. �What�s the matter?�
�It�s Tommy,� she said. �He packed his things and wants to leave. You better talk to him, Denny. I�ll leave the two of you alone if you want me to.�
�No,� he said. �Come on, we�ll go in your room, Tom.� He brought the bag in with him, and he closed the door after the two of us.
He sat down on the edge of my bed and looked at me, waiting. I stayed up. Nothing came, so finally he said patiently, �What�s the matter, kid?�
I gave it to him right away. What was the good of paying it out slow? I said, �Last night I think I killed a man.�
He churned that around in his mind for a minute, without taking his eyes off me. Then he said, �You think? Listen, that�s a thing you usually can be pretty certain of. You either did or didn�t. Now which is it?�
�I was kind of fuzzy at the time.�
�Well who was he?�
�I don�t know.�
�Where did it happen?�
�I don�t know that either.�
�You don�t know where or who or if�� He gave me a half-rebuking, half-whimsical look. �I don�t get it, Tom. You don�t look yourself today. You look a little funny. And you sure sound a whole lot that way.�
�Yes, that�s it,� I said bitterly. �I better start from the first and try to tell you as much as I can.�
�You better,� he agreed drily.
�There won�t be very much. At 11:30 last night I was standing on a corner waiting to cross with the light, when a guy I knew by sight happened along. I don�t know who he is or where I knew him from; just that I�d seen his face someplace before, fellow named Joe. I told him I was down in the dumps and he said I needed cheering up. He asked me to come with him and like a sap I went.
�I can remember that much clearly. He took me to some apartment where there was a big party going on. I don�t even know just where that was � down on one of the side streets off Kent Boulevard somewhere. I didn�t know anyone there, and I can�t remember that he bothered introducing me. They seemed a sort of free-and-easy bunch, no questions asked; it was almost like open house, new people kept showing up all the time and old ones leaving. He left, and when I tried to go with him, he gave me some excuse and shoved off alone, leaving me there.
�From then on it gets all woozy. It was late and there were fewer people left. The lights got dimmer and the place got quieter, people talking in whispers. There was some guy with a white scar along his jaw. I remember he seemed to be watching me for a long while. Finally he came over and offered me something��
This was the part that was hardest to tell him, but I had to if he was to make any sense out of it.
�Offered you what?� he said when I stopped.
�I thought it was a headache powder first. He told me to stick my thumb out, and he sifted it onto the nail, from a little paper.�
He just asked the question with his eyes this time. I looked down at the floor. �Coke,� I murmured half-audibly.
�You damn fool,� he said bitterly. �You ought to have your head examined!�
�I was feeling low; I thought if it would make me forget my troubles for even half an hour it would be worth it. You don�t know what it�s like to be without a job for weeks and months, to mooch off your relatives��
�Well, get drunk then, if you have to,� he said scathingly. �Get so pie-eyed you fall down flat on your face; I�ll pay your liquor bill myself! But if you ever go for that stuff again, I�ll break your jaw!�
Again was good. There didn�t have to be a next time, all the damage had been done the first time. I finished up the rest of it. It came easier once I�d gotten past that point. ��and I piled stuff up in front of it, and I beat it out of there, and I don�t remember getting home.�
He hinged his palm up and down on his knee once or twice before he said anything. �Well, whaddya expect if you go monkeying around like that,� he growled finally, �to dream of honeysuckle and roses? It�s a wonder you didn�t imagine you stuffed six dead guys into a closet instead of just one.�
�But do you think that�s what got me rattled?� I expostulated. I held my head tight between both hands. �I found the key on the bureau when I got dressed a little while ago! And his blood on my shirt!� I hauled it out and waved it at him. I pitched the key down and it went clunk! and bounced once and then lay still.
And his face showed me I�d made my point. He picked the key up first and turned it over and over. You could tell he wasn�t so much looking at it as thinking the whole thing over. Then he traced a fingernail back and forth across the stain once or twice. Also absent-mindedly. �A knife,� he murmured. �A bullet-wound wouldn�t have bled that much � not on you. Can you remember a knife? Can you remember holding one? Have you looked � around here?�
I shuddered. �Don�t tell me I brought that back here with me too!�
He flipped up both thumbs out of his entwined hands. �After all, you brought the key, didn�t you?�
He got up from the bed, I suppose to look for it around the room. And then he didn�t have to, it was there. His getting up unearthed it. The bedsprings he�d been pressing down twanged out, settled into place again. Something fell through to the floor with a small, soft thud as they did so. Something that had evidently been sheathed between them and the mattress all night. He picked up a scabbard of tightly folded newspaper, with a brown spot or two on it. He opened it and there it was. With one of those trick blades that spring out of the hilt. Not even cleaned off.
All he said was, �This don�t look so good, does it, Tom?�
I stared at it. �I don�t even remember slipping it under there. It isn�t mine, I never owned it, carried it�� I took a couple of crazy half-turns around the room without getting anywhere. �You haven�t told me yet what I�m going to do.�
�I�ll tell you what you�re not going to do; you�re not going to lam out. You�re going to stay right here until we find out just what this thing is.� He rewrapped the knife, this time in a large handkerchief of his own. �Here�s how it goes. There�s a possibility, and a damn good one, that there�s some guy stuffed in a closet, in some room of some house, somewhere in this city at this very minute � and that you killed him last night under the influence of cocaine. Now he�s going to be found sooner or later. From one hour to the next he�s going to be found. And we�ve got to find him first, do you get that? We�ve got to know ahead of time, before it breaks, whether you did kill him or not.� He stepped up and grabbed me hard by the shoulder. �Now if you did, you�re going to take the knock for it, I�m telling you that here and now. That�s the way I play. But if you didn�t�� he opened his hand and let my shoulder go; �we�ve got to get to him first, otherwise I�ll never be able to clear you.�
�I think I did, Denny,� I breathed low. �I think I did � but I�m not sure.�
�That�s a chance we�ll have to take. And I�m pulling for you; for Mildred�s sake, and yours � and even my own. I don�t exactly hate you, you know.�
�Thanks, Denny.� I gripped hands with him for a minute. �If it turns out it was me, I�m game, I�m willing to��
But he had no more time for loving-cups. He was on a case now. He took out an envelope and a pencil stub so worn down that the lead-point practically started right out of the eraser. He sat down, turned over one foot, and began to use the side of his shoe for a writing-board. He used the back of the envelope to jot on.
�What are you doing?� I asked, half-terrified in spite of myself by these preliminaries to police activity, even though they were still confined to my own bedroom.
�I always plot out my line of investigation ahead of time.� He showed me what he�d written.
1. �Joe.�
2.�Whereabouts of party-flat.
3.�Man with white scar.
4.�Location of room with singing walls.

�See the idea? One leads into the other consecutively. Interlocking steps. It�ll save a lot of time and energy. �Joe� gives us the party-flat, the party-flat gives us the man with the scar, the man with the scar gives us the room with the singing walls. That gives us a closet with a dead man in it you either did or did not kill. A lot of dicks I know would try to jump straight from the starting point to the closet with the body in it. And land exactly in the middle of nowhere. My way may seem more roundabout, but it�s really the surer and quicker way.�
He put the envelope away. �Now we disregard everything else and concentrate on �Joe� first. Until we�ve isolated �Joe,� none of the other factors exist for us. Now sit down a minute and just think about �Joe,� to the exclusion of everything else. His whole connection with it occurred before you were stupefied by that damnable stuff, so it shouldn�t be as hard as what comes later.�
It shouldn�t, but it was.
�You absolutely can�t place him, don�t know where you had seen him before?�
�Absolutely not.�
�Let me see if I can�t build him up for myself, then. What�d he talk about on the way over to this place? You didn�t just walk side by side in stony silence.�
�No.�
�Well gimme some of that. Maybe I can get a line on him from that.�
I dredged my mind futilely. Disconnected snatches were all that would come back, it hadn�t been an important conversation.
�He said, �Aw, don�t think you�re the only one has troubles. Look at me, I�m working but I might just as well not be. A lot I get out of it! Caged up all day, for a lousy fifteen a week.� �
�And didn�t you ask him what his job was?�
�No. He seemed to take it for granted I knew all about him, and I didn�t want to hurt his feelings by letting him see I hardly remembered him from Adam. Besides, I didn�t particularly care anyway, I had my own worries on my mind.�
�Well is that all he said the whole way over?�
�That�s all that amounted to anything. The rest were just irrelevant remarks that people make to one another strolling along the street, like �Did you see that blonde just passed?� and �Boy, there�s a car I�d like to own!� �
�Let me decide whether they were irrelevant or not,� he said impatiently. �I never throw anything away.�
�I�ve given you about all there were. Then when we got to this place, I heard him say, �Well here we are,� and he turned in. So I went in after him without particularly noticing where it was. The flat turned out to be on the second floor; it was an elevator building, but the car was in use or something. I remember him saying, �Come on, let�s take the stairs for a change,� and he headed for them without waiting, like he was in a hurry to get up there, so I followed him.�
Denny drove fingernails into his hair. �Not much there, is there? Fifteen a week. Caged up all day. We�ll have to try to figure him out from those two chance remarks. Caged up all day. Bank-teller? They get more than that.�
�I�ve never had enough money on me at one time to go near a bank.�
�Cashier maybe, in some cafeteria or lunch-wagon where you�ve been going?� He answered that himself before I had a chance to. �No, you�ve been taking your meals home with us since you�re out of work. Not a ticket seller in a movie house, they use girls for that. And you never go to stage shows, where they use men in the box office.�
�No,� I agreed.
�Caged up all day.� He kept saying it over to himself, trying to make it click. �Change booth on the transportation system maybe, on the station you used to use going to work every day?�
�No, I know both the guys on shift there, Callahan and O�Donnell.�
�Pawnbroker�s clerk, maybe. You�ve been patronizing them pretty frequently of late, haven�t you?�
�Yes, but that�s Benny, I know him real well � by now.�
�I can see where this Joe�s going to be a tough nut to crack.� He mangled the pin-feathers at the back of his head, where the part ended. �It might have been just an idle expression, it don�t have to mean he�s actually in a cage, literally behind some sort of bars or wicket. But it�s the only lead you�ve given me on him so far, and I�m blamed if I�m going to pass it up! Are you sure you can�t dog me up something else, Tommy?�
I couldn�t have if my life depended on it. Well, it did in a way, and even so I couldn�t. I just eyed him helplessly.
He got tough. Tough with himself, I mean. I guess he always did, when something showed signs of getting the better of him. �Well, I�m gonna get it if I sit here in this room until cobwebs form all over me!� he snarled.
He raised his head alertly after a moment. �How�d they act at the door? What�d they say to him at the door?�
�Nothing. He thumped it, and I guess it was opened by whoever happened to be standing closest to it, a visitor there himself, just like we were. He didn�t say a word to us, and we didn�t say a word to him, just made our way in.�
�Pretty free and easy,� he grunted. He gnawed at it some more, like a dog with a bone. �You say he was kind of in a hurry to get up there?�
�No, not on the street he didn�t seem to be. We just ambled along, the two of us. He took plenty of time. He stopped and looked at some shirts in a window. Then another time he went in a minute and bought a pack of cigarettes.�
�But you said��
�That was after we got in the entrance. Like I said, the elevator was in use, or at least on its way down to us. I remember the little red light over the shaft was lit up, and the indicator showed it was already down past the second floor. It would only have taken a minute more for it to reach us. But he didn�t seem to want to bother waiting, he said, �Come on, we�ll take the stairs for a change�� �
�That don�t make sense. On the street he�s not in a hurry, once in the building he�s in too much of a sweat to wait. Either a person�s in a hurry to get someplace the whole time, or not at all.�
Suddenly he uncoiled so suddenly I got kind of a fright myself and jumped back from him. �I�ve got it!� he said. �I got something out of that! See, I told you it never pays to throw away anything.� He stabbed his finger at me accusingly. �Your unknown friend �Joe� is an elevator operator! I�m sure of it. Fifteen a week would be right for that. And he wasn�t in a hurry when he took the stairs inside that building! He was just sick of riding in elevators, glad for an excuse to walk up for a change.�
He looked at me hopefully, waiting for my reaction. �Well, does it do anything to you, does it mean anything to you, does it click? Now do you place him?� He could tell by my face. �Still don�t, eh?� He took a deep breath, settled down for some more digging. �Well, you�ve evidently ridden up and down in his car with him more than a few times, and he took that to be sufficient basis for an acquaintanceship. Some fellows are that way, without meaning any harm. Then again, some could be that way � meaning plenty of harm. Now: where have you gone more than once or twice where you�ve had occasion to use an elevator?�
I palmed my forehead hopelessly. �Gosh, I�ve been in so many office buildings all over town looking for a job, I don�t think I�ve missed being in one!�
Right away he made it seem less hopeless, at least trimmed it down. �But it would have to be a place where you were called back at least a second time, probably talked to him about it riding up to the interview. Were there any such?�
�Plenty,� I told him grimly.
�Well, here�s your part of the assignment � and take it fast, we haven�t got a hell of a lot of time, you know. You revisit every such place you can recall being at within the past few months, where you nearly got a job, had to go back two or three times. Meanwhile, I�m going to get to work on this knife, slip it in at Fingerprints as a personal, off the record favor, and see just what comes off it, how heavily it counts against you�� He took out a fountain pen, spattered a couple of drops of ink onto a piece of paper, and made an improvised ink-pad by having me stroke it with my fingertips. �Now press down hard on this clean piece, keep them steady. Homemade but effective. I�ll make the comparison myself while I�m down there, without letting anyone in on it � for the present. I�ll probably be back here before you are � I�m going to get sick-leave until we�ve broken this thing down. You call me back here at the house the minute you have any luck with this Joe. And don�t take too long, Tom; it�s almost mid-afternoon already. Any minute somebody�s liable to step up to a certain closet in a certain house, and try to open it, and do something about it when they find it�s locked��
I flitted out, on that parting warning, with a face the color of a sheet that�s had too much blueing used on it. He stopped me a minute just as I got the door open, added: �Mildred�s out of this, get that straight.�
�I should hope so,� I said almost resentfully. What did he think I was?
I could remember most of the places I�d been around to fairly recently looking for openings. I mean the ones where I�d been told to come back, and then when I had, somebody else had walked off with the job anyway. I revisited them one by one. Some of them were old-fashioned buildings with just one rickety elevator; they were easy to cover. Others were tall modern structures serviced by triple and quadruple tiers of them, and a starter posted out front to give them the buzzer. In places like that I had to stand there where I could command all the car-doors and wait until they�d all opened to reveal the operators� faces. And even then I wasn�t satisfied, I�d ask each starter: �Is there anyone named Joe working the cars here?� He might be home sick or he might be on another, later shift.
I always got: �Joe who?�
�Just Joe,� I�d have to say. �Joe Anybody.�
Once I got a Joe Marsala that way, but he turned out to be an under-sized, Latin-looking youth, not what I wanted. No sign of the vague, phantom Joe who had, voluntarily or involuntarily, led me into murder. At five to four, or nearly an hour after I�d left Denny, I finally ran out of places where I could remember having been job hunting. I knew there must have been others, so to make sure of getting them all I went back to the employment agency where I�d been registered for a time to see if a look at their files wouldn�t help my memory out. I figured they must keep a record of where they sent their applicants, even the unsuccessful ones.
I phoned Denny from there, from a little soft-drink parlor on the ground floor, all winded from excitement. �I got him! I got him! I came back here to the employment agency to get a record of more places where I was sent to � and he was here the whole time! He runs the car right in this building!�
�Has he seen you yet?� he asked briskly.
�No, I got a look at him first, and I figured I better tell you before I��
�Wait there where you are,� he ordered. �Don�t let him see you until I get down there.� I gave him the address and he hung up.
I kept walking back and forth on the sidewalk in front of the entrance, to make sure he didn�t give me the slip before Denny got there. He couldn�t see me from where he was, the elevator was set pretty far back in the lobby. I was plenty steamed up. Kind of frightened too. We were a step nearer to murder. A murder it looked like I�d done. A murder I was pledged to take the rap for, if it turned out I had.
Denny came fast. �In here?� he said briefly.
�Y-yeah,� I stammered. �There�s only one car and he�s running it right now.�
�Stay out here,� he said curtly, �I�ll go in and get him.� I guess he wanted to catch Joe off guard, not tip his hand by letting him see me with him right at the beginning. Then with a comprehending look at my twitching face muscles, he threw at me: �Buck up, don�t go all to pieces, too early in the game for that yet.� And went in.
They came out together in about five minutes, after he�d asked the first few preliminary questions.
It was him all right. He was in livery now, and he looked pretty white and shaky. I guess the shock of the badge hadn�t worn off yet. Denny said: �This your acquaintance?�
�Yeah,� I said. I waited to see if he�d deny it. He didn�t deny it. He turned and said to me querulously, �What�d you do, get me in wrong? I didn�t mean nothing by taking you there with me last night. What happened after I left, was there something swiped from the place?�
Which was a pretty good out for himself, I didn�t have to be a detective to recognize that. In other words, he was just an innocent link in the chain of circumstances leading to murder.
If Denny felt that way about it, he didn�t show it. He gave him a shake that started at the shoulder and went rippling down him like a shimmy. �Cut out the baby-stuff, Fraser,� he said. �Now are you going to talk while we�re waiting for the van?� Which was just to throw a scare into him; I hadn�t seen him put in a call for any van since he�d gotten here; they only used that for a group of prisoners anyway, I�d always thought.
Denny took out an envelope with his free hand and showed me the back of it. �Sorrell � 795 � Alcazar, Ap�t 2-B,� he�d pencilled on it. He�d gotten the name and location of the party-flat out of Joe. I didn�t know what more he wanted with him. It seemed he just wanted to find out whether Joe�d been in on anything or not. �How many times had you been up there before last night?�
�Only once before.�
�How�d you happen to go up there in the first place?�
�My job before this, I was deliveryman for a liquor store near there. I was sent over with a caseful one night, and they were having a big blow-out, and they invited me in. They�re that kind of people, they�re sort of goofy. They used to be in vaudeville. Now they follow the races around from track to track. Half the time they�re broke, but every once in awhile they make a big killing on some long shot, and then they go on a spree, hold sort of open house. People take advantage of them, word gets around, don�t ask me how, and before they�re through they�ve got people they don�t even know crashing in on them.�
�But how�d you happen to know there was going to be a party just last night, when you took this fellow up there with you?�
�I didn�t for sure, I just took a chance on it. If there hadn�t been anything doing, I would have gone away again. But it turned out they had a bigger mob than ever in. They didn�t even remember me from the time before, but that didn�t make no difference, they told me to make myself at home anyway. They were both kind of stewed by that time.�
�You make fifteen a week chauffering that cracker-box in there, right? How much did they charge you up there?�
�I don�t get you,� Fraser faltered. �They didn�t charge me anything, it isn�t a place where you pay admission��
Denny gave him a twist of the arm. �Come on, you knew what they were passing around up there. How were you able to afford it? Did you get yours free for steering newcomers?�
�I don�t know what you�re talking about, mister, honest I don�t,� he quavered.
�You didn�t know that was a dope-flat?� Denny slashed at him mercilessly.
Joe�s consternation was too evident to be anything but genuine. I think even Denny felt that. I thought he was going to cave in for a minute. I never saw a guy get so frightened in my life before. �Holy smoke�!� he exhaled. �I never noticed nothing like that � I saw this girl in green and I took a shine to her, and the two of us blew the place after about fifteen minutes��
Denny only asked him one more question. �Who was the guy with the white scar?�
�What guy with what white scar? I didn�t see no guy with a scar. He musta come in after I left.�
Denny took his hand off Joe�s shoulder for the first time. He tapped his notebook meaningfully. �You may be telling the truth and you may not. You better pray you were. I know where you work and I�ve got your home address, and if you�ve been stringing me along, I�ll know where to find you. Now get back in there and keep your mouth shut!�
He turned and slunk back into the building, looking back mesmerized over his shoulder at Denny the whole way.
Exit Joe.
We got in a cab. Denny said, �I think he�s telling the truth, as far as you can be sure about those things. If he isn�t, I can always pick him up fast enough. If I did now, I�d have to book him, and that would bring the whole thing out down at Headquarters.�
�How�d � how�d the knife come out?� I asked apprehensively.
�Not good for you,� he let me know grimly. �Your mitts are all over it. And there�s not a sign of anyone else on it. It must have been cleaned off good before it was handed to you. It�s going to crack down on the back of your neck like a crowbar when I finally got to turn it in.�
The cab stopped and we were around the corner from the party-flat. We got out and headed straight for the entrance, without any preliminary casing or inquiring around. We had to. It was 4:30 by now, and the deadline was still on us � only it was shortening up all the time. It was a kind of flashy looking place, the kind that people who lived by horse betting would pick to live in.
I couldn�t help shuddering as we went in the entrance. We were now only two steps away from murder. There remained the man with the scar and the room with the musical walls. Getting closer all the time.
We didn�t have any trouble getting in. They seemed to expect anyone at any time of the day, and made no bones about opening up. An overripe blonde in a fluffy negligee, eyes still slitted from sleep and last night�s rouge still on her face, was standing waiting for us at the door when we got out of the self-service car. She was shoddy and cheap, yes, but there was something good natured and likeable about her at that, even at first sight.
�I never know who to expect any more,� she greeted us cheerfully. �Somebody parked their gum on the announcer a few weeks ago, and you can�t hear anything through it ever since, so I just take pot-luck��
Denny flashed her the badge. She showed a peculiar sort of dismay at sight of it. It was dismay all right, but a resigned, fatalistic kind. She let her hands hang limply down like empty gloves. �Oh, I knew something like this was going to happen sooner or later!� she lamented. �I been telling Ed over and over we gotta cut out giving those parties and letting just anyone at all in. I already lost a valuable fur-piece that way last year��
�Okay if we come in and talk to you?� He had to ask that, I guess, because he had no search warrant.
She stood back readily enough to let us through. The place was a wreck, they hadn�t gotten around to cleaning it up yet after the night before. �Is it pretty serious?� she asked nervously. �Who told you about us?�
Denny was trying to trap her, I could see. �Your friend with the scar on his jaw, know who I mean?�
She didn�t know, and she seemed on the level about it, just as on the level as Joe Fraser had been about not knowing there was dope peddled up here. �I can�t place anyone with a scar on his jaw�� She poised a finged at the corner of her mouth and looked around at various angles in search of inspiration.
�Are you denying there was a guy with a scar on his jaw up here last night?� Denny said truculently. He had my word for that, and I was sure of that part of it, if nothing else.
�No, there could have been ten guys with scars. All I�m saying is if there was I didn�t see him. The excitement was a little too much for me, and I retired about midnight.� She meant she�d passed out, I guess. �He may have come in after that. You�d better ask my husband.�
She went through the next room and spoke into the one beyond, we could hear her plainly where we were. He was asleep, I guess, and she had to talk loud; at least no attempt was made at off-stage prompting. �Ed, we�re in trouble. You better come out here and answer this man�s questions.�
Ed came out after her looking like a scarecrow in a dressing-gown. Interest in the races had kept him thin around the middle, if it hadn�t prevented his hair from falling out. Denny woke him up with the same question he�d just given her.
�No, I didn�t notice anyone with a scar here last night. He might have been here and just happened to have that side of his face turned away from me each time I got a look at him. But even so, he wasn�t anyone I know personally. I don�t know anyone with a scar.�
�Some guy got in here, and you not only didn�t know him but didn�t even see him the whole time he was in your place. What kind of people are you anyway?�
�Well, that�s the way we live, mister. We may be careless but we have a helluva good time.�
Denny scanned him for several uncomfortable minutes. Suddenly he said, �Mind if I look around?�
�N-no, go ahead.� They were both frightened, but in the vague way of people that don�t know what to expect next. It wasn�t a fear that had a definite focus.
I didn�t get what he was after for a minute. I trailed after him, and they trailed after me. In each room he went into, he only had eyes for the closet � when there was one. Or rather, the keyhole in the closet.
There was only one that didn�t have a key sticking out of it. We got to it finally. It was painted white. It was in a little room at the back, a sort of spare room. My heart started to pick up speed. It seemed to stand out from the walls, as if it was coated with luminous paint. My eyes almost seemed to be able to pierce it, as though they were X-rays, and make out, huddled on the inside � I looked around in cold, sick fear in the split second that we all stood there grouped in the doorway. That mission type table over there, didn�t it look like the very one I had upended against the locked closet? That window, with the dark shade drawn all the way down to the bottom � �No, you can�t get out that way, that�s a dead window, blocked with bricks.� I didn�t have the nerve to step over to it and raise the shade.
Denny had tightened up too, I could see. He didn�t take out the key I�d found on my bureau. Instead he said, �D�you mind unlocking that?�
Right away they both got flustered. They both looked at each other helplessly. She said to him, �Where�d we put it this time?�
He said, �I dunno, you were the one put it away. I told you to pick the same place each time; you keep changing the place, and then we can�t find it ourselves!�
They both started looking high and low. She explained to Denny, �We call that closet The Safe. When we feel one of these parties coming on, we gather up everything valuable and shove it all in there, and lock it up till it�s over.�
Denny didn�t look convinced or relenting. I was leaning against the door-frame, I needed support.
�It�s all our own stuff,� she added placatingly.
He gave her the stony eye.
The harder they looked, the more flustered they got. I kept wondering why he didn�t take out the key he had and fit it in, why did he have to torture me this way? My chest was pounding like a dynamo. Was he in there, whoever he was? Would he topple out on us when it was opened finally? But if they�d known about it, they would have smuggled him out long ago, wouldn�t they? Or else beat it away from here themselves, not lain asleep until evening. Or suppose they hadn�t known about it themselves, still didn�t? That wouldn�t make my guilt any the less flagrant.
The Sorrell woman suddenly gave a yelp of triumph, from the direction of the bedroom, where the ever-widening search had led her. She came running in with it, holding it up between her fingers. You could hardly distinguish what it was, it was all clotted with some white substance. �I hid it in my cold-cream tin, I remember now!� she exulted. �Luckily I stopped a minute to rub a little on��
Denny wouldn�t let her get over to the keyhole with it; he took it over, inserted it himself, gave it a twist, and the door swung out. Furs, silverware, hand-luggage, everything that predatory guests might have made off with was piled up in it. But no dead bodies.
I had to sit down for a minute, I felt weak all over.
�It�s all our own stuff,� the woman said for the third or fourth time. �Did somebody tell you we had something in there didn�t belong to us?�
�No, just an idea of mine,� Denny said quietly. He handed the key back and turned away.
It was dusk when we left the Sorrell apartment. All day someone had lain murdered in a closet, and we were no nearer to knowing where. And now it was night again, the second night since it had happened. We stood down there on the street outside the place. Because we didn�t know where to go now. There was a gap. The first step had led into the second, but the second had led into a vacuum.
�Well, my way didn�t pay off,� he said glumly. �The thing�s broken in two.� He turned and looked up at the lighted windows behind us. �And I�m inclined to give the Sorrells the benefit of the doubt. I don�t think they really knew this man with the scar. I don�t think they really noticed him up there in their place last night. I don�t think they realized anyone had cocaine on him and passed some to you. I have to give them the benefit of the doubt � for the present. I can�t go after it the way I would ordinarily, have them watched, check their movements, track down as many people as I can who were at the party, in hopes of finally getting a line on him. We haven�t time. We�ll have to jump the gap blindfolded and try for the third foothold � the room with the singing walls.�
We passed a cigar store and Denny went in, stepped inside the phone booth. I figured it was to Headquarters, without his telling me so. It was. He came back, said: �Well our margin of safety still holds, they haven�t found him yet. I checked on all reported homicides, and there�s no one been turned up stabbed in a closet � as of 6:45 this evening.� He gave me a look. �But that don�t mean there�s no one in a closet still waiting to be turned up. We�ve got to hustle.�
Sure we did � but where?
�Can you remember leaving here at all?�
�No, there�s a complete blank. The next I knew was the room with the singing walls. Scarface reappeared in that sequence, so I must have left with him, he must have taken me there from here.�
�Obviously. But that don�t tell us where it is.� It was strangely topsy-turvy, this thing. Ordinarily they get the murdered remains first, have to go out and look for the murderer. In this case he had the murderer at hand from the beginning, and couldn�t find out where the remains were. Even the murderer couldn�t help him. �About those so-called singing walls. Was it a radio you heard through them? That�s the first thing occurs to me, of course.�
�No, I�m pretty sure it wasn�t. There wasn�t a scrap of human voice, of station announcement in between. If I was able to distinguish the tunes clearly enough to recognize them, I would have been able to hear the announcer too, wouldn�t I? And there�s at least a title given between numbers on any radio program.�
�You can�t remember how you got there? Not even the vaguest recollection? Whether it was on foot, or in a cab, or in a car with him, or by bus, or trolley?�
�No. Any more than I can remember how I got away afterw� Wait!� I broke off suddenly.
�What is it?� he pounced.
�I just remembered a little detail I didn�t tell you before; I wonder if it�s any good to you or not.�
�I told you I never throw anything away. Let me have it.�
�I either spent or lost ten cents sometime during the course of the night. When I met Fraser on the street, I had thirty-five cents in my pocket. I can remember standing there jingling it just before he came up to me. This morning there was only twenty-five cents on my bureau. I was out a dime. D�you think I spent it making my way home � from wherever this was?�
He liked that right away, I could see; he liked that a lot. �It could be a yardstick, to measure just how far out this place was, if nothing else. It don�t give us the direction, but it might give us the approximate distance. Can you remember making your way back at all?�
�Yeah, partly; only the opening stages, though. I remember slinking along, hugging walls and doorways, scared stiff. I don�t remember what part of town I was in, though. And then the curtain came down again, I don�t remember how I got back finally��
�What kind of coins was this thirty-five cents in, when you had it last night, can you remember that?�
�Easily, I counted it over enough times. Three nickels and two dimes. And this morning there were only the three nickels and a dime left.�
�That�s important,� he said. �The fact that the three nickels were carried over eliminates the possibility that you paid a nickel fare or a fifteen cent fare. If you paid any fare at all, you paid an exact ten cents. It�s still possible you lost the dime, of course, but we can�t let that stop us. If you spent a dime fare, that eliminates trolleys � and of course taxis. Now the bus system here runs on a mileage basis, you know that. Five cents for a certain distance, then ten, then fifteen from there on, for as far as they carry you. This missing dime seems to show you boarded an inbound bus at some point within the ten cent zone and rode in toward our place.
�D�you see what I�m driving at, so far? We�re looking for someplace, in that ten cent bus ride zone, where there�s music playing late at night, until two or three in the morning. And not a radio, either a real band or a phonograph that changes its own records by automatic control. Some roadhouse or resort or pavilion, or even just a hole-in-the-wall taproom. And then we�re looking for a room right upstairs over it, or right next door to it, with a partition wall so thin it lets this music come whispering through. There�s our problem.�
�But it seemed to me I did a lot of this running away on foot first; my starting point might have been quite a distance off from this ten cent bus zone.�
�It seemed that way. I doubt you did in your condition. Narcotics distort your time sense, for one thing. Just down the block and around a couple of corners, to you, might have seemed like an endless flight that went on for hours. Then again, of course, you may be right about it; I wasn�t on your feet. The only way we�ll find out is to put it to the proof.�
There were two bus lines that passed the immediate neighborhood our own flat was in, the Fairview line and one that went out to the municipal beach at Duck Island. The routes were parallel this far in, they only diverged further out. The double route was two blocks over from our place.
�We�ll take whichever one comes along first,� he said while we stood waiting by the stop. �It�s a toss up between the two.�
A Fairview one hove into sight first, outward-bound of course. We got on and he said, �Two ten cent fares.� Then he stood there behind the driver�s back and, company regulations to the contrary, asked, �How many stops do you make in the ten cent zone?� They ran on fixed stops.
�Only three.� He gave us the intersection names. �After that, it jumps to fifteen.�
�Well, offhand, could you mention any inns or dance joints out that way, where the music plays late?�
�Try Dixie Trixie�s, that�s just outside the city limits��
Denny cut him short. �No, I�m asking you about the ten cent zone, between Continental and Empire Road.�
�Naw, that�s a sweatshop district, I don�t think you�ll find many around there, one or two honkytonks maybe.�
�We�ll have to do our own scouting then,� Denny said to me. He led the way back to a seat. He swore bitterly under his breath, �We�ll be at it all night.�
We got out at Continental, the first ten cent stop, and he did a little surveying before we moved off the bus right-of-way. The task before us wasn�t as bad as it had threatened to be at first sight. It was no cinch by any means, but at least he was able to put physical limits to the terrain we had to finecomb. The bus stops were an even eight blocks apart. A railroad embankment walled us off six blocks to the left, and a large park with a lake in it dead-ended the streets four blocks over the other way. He divided the difference between the two bus stops, multiplied it by ten crosswise blocks, and that gave us forty square blocks to canvass for each bus stop.
Naturally, it wasn�t a question of going into every doorway of every building along those forty blocks, that would have still been pretty much of a physical impossibility. A cop on the beat here, a storekeeper there, was able to speed us through by listing the places in his immediate vicinity that provided music late at night. That way we sometimes only had to make one stop in five or six blocks. We investigated several bars which had coin phonographs, but none had all four of the selections that I�d remembered hearing in their repertoire.
We went back and boarded the bus, rode one stop ahead, and started the whole thing over. Same lack of results. The closest we got to anything in this sector was when the harness cop told us there had been a lot of complaints about a Polish family playing their phonograph late at nights with all the stops out. But they didn�t own any of the records we were looking for.
We went back, caught another bus, got out at the third and last ten cent stop, and finished the chore out. That fizzled too. We limped aboard an in-bound bus and rode back to where the Duck Island line diverged from this one. The thought of going through the same routine all over again, on a new bus route, was more than we could face without a breathing spell. We dragged ourselves into the nearest resting place we could find, which happened to be a lunch wagon, when we left the bus and just sat there slumped over the counter, too tired even to hold our backs up straight, chins nearly dunked in our coffee cups, talking it over in low voices so the counterman wouldn�t overhear us.
�Even if I wanted to take you down with me and report it � and I don�t, God knows � I couldn�t until we�ve found out where it happened. They�d have to have that. And the longer it takes and the colder it gets, the harder it�s going to be to clear you.� He looked down at the wax-white, trembling hand I�d suddenly braked on his arm. �What is it?�
�Did you hear that, just then?�
He turned and looked over at the wire-mesh loudspeaker that looked like a framed fly swatter, set on a low shelf near the coffee boiler.
�They just got through playing Alice Blue Gown and now��
He didn�t get me for a minute. �But this wagon�s in the middle of a vacant plot, you saw that when we came in. There aren�t any adjoining��
�No, no, you haven�t been paying attention to the program, I have. They got through Blue Gown a minute or two ago; now they�ve gone into Out on a Limb. Listen, hear it? That�s the same order I heard them in last night � there.�
�That�s just a coincidence. There must be six thousand bands all over the country playing those two pieces day and night the last few weeks��
�The third one�ll tell. The third one was Oh Johnny.� I could hardly wait for it to end; it never seemed to, it seemed to go on forever. I balled a fist and beat it into the hollow of my hand to hurry it up. He sat there straining his ears too; his back was held a little straighter now.
It wound up finally, there was a short pause. Then a nondescript introduction. Then the tune itself. I grabbed him with both hands this time, nearly toppled him off the tall stool he was perched on. �Oh Johnny! That�s not a coincidence any more. That�s the same sequence I heard them in last night. That�s the same band.�
�But I thought you said it wasn�t a broadcast, you heard no station announcements. This is.�
�But there are no station announcements on this either, it�s evidently a program that only makes one every five or six numbers. I still don�t think it was a broadcast; this isn�t the same hour I heard them, and they wouldn�t broadcast twice in one night. But I think it was the same band, I�m sure of it. Maybe they broadcast first, and then play in person somewhere later on��
The Woodpecker Song had started in. I turned around to tell him that, not sure if he knew tunes by ear as well as I did. But he�d had enough; the stool next to me was empty and he was already over at the pay phone on the wall. His nickel chimed in along with the opening notes. �What station you tuned at?� he called out. The counterman read the dial, gave him some hick station I�d never heard of before. He got its studio number from Information. �Who�s that you got going out over the air now?� I heard him ask them. Then, �Bobby Leonard�s Band? Find out where they work from about one to three or four every night. Hurry it up, it�s important. No, I can�t wait until they�re through broadcasting, this is police business. Write the question on a slip of paper and hand it in right where they are now.� He had to wait a minute until the answer was relayed back, evidently scribbled on the same piece of paper. �The Silver Slipper, eh, out on Brandon Drive.� He hung up, bounced a coin on the counter, and ran out. We�d both stopped being tired, like magic.
�It�s all the way over on the other side of town,� he said to me in the cab. �God only knows how you found your way back to our place. It shows you what a wonderful thing the subconscious is, even under the influence of a drug.�
We got to it in about twenty minutes, paid off the cab, and stood there sizing it up. It was mostly glass, you could look in on three sides; it had a glass roof that could be pushed back in fine weather so they could dance under the open sky. The fourth wall was solid masonry. Only a scattered couple or two were dancing. They evidently used a radio to provide the incidental music, until this Leonard and his band came over and did a lick later on.
He snapped his head around to me. �Familiar?�
I shook mine. �Not a flicker of it comes back to me.�
On the fourth side it backed against two buildings, which in turn were set back to back, each one facing a different street. We cased them both, from their respective corners. One was a trim, two story cement garage, that looked as if it had only recently been put up. The other was a sort of run-down lodging-house, with a milky lighted globe pallidly shining down over its doorway. It was the obvious choice of the two; garages don�t have closets. Nor furniture to pile up in front of them either.
We went in.
It couldn�t have been dignified by the name hotel. The �desk� was just a hinged flap across an alcove, within which sat a man in shirt-sleeves reading a paper under a light.
One good thing, there was no question of a bell-boy showing you up and looking on. You paid your fifty cents, you got a key, and you found your own way up. We didn�t want any witnesses � if it was in here.
He didn�t even bother looking up at us, just heard the double tread come in, asked: �Two-in-one or two singles?�
Denny said, �How many rooms you got here that back up against that place next door? We like to fall asleep to music.�
Even that didn�t get a rise out of him; he expected anything and everything. �One on a floor, three floors, that makes three altogether. I�ve got someone in the one on the second, though.�
So that was the one. My stomach gave a sort of half-turn to the right, and then back again.
Denny said, �D�you have to sign when you get in here?�
�You got to put down something when you pick up your key, you can�t just walk in.� Meaning a place like this didn�t expect right names and didn�t care if it got them.
�Let�s see what was signed for that one you got taken on the second.�
�What�s all this to you?� But he was still too indifferent to be properly resentful about it.
�We might know the guy.�
We did. One of them anyway. It was a double entry. The cocaine had vibrated my handwriting like an earthquake but I could still recognize it. �Tom Cochrane, 22�28 Foster Street.� For once they�d gotten a right name and a right address. It was probably the only one in the whole ledger � and it had signed for murder! The second name, also in my handwriting, was �Ben Doyle.� No address given, just a wavy line. So I�d signed on for someone else too.
We just looked at each other. Then at him. Or rather, Denny did. I was afraid to.
�Were you here when this was signed?�
This time he did get annoyed, because the question touched him personally. �Naw, I go off at twelve, don�tcha think I gotta sleep sometime too?� That explained, at least, why he didn�t recognize me. But not why it hadn�t been found out yet.
�D�you give any kind of service here? Don�t you send someone in to clean these rooms in the daytime?�
He got more annoyed than ever. �What d�ya think this is, the Ritz? When a room�s vacated, the handyman goes in and straightens up the bed. Until it is we leave it alone, for as long as it�s been paid for.� I must have paid for this one for two days in advance, double occupancy; there was the entry �$2� after the two names. But I hadn�t had two dollars on me, I�d only had thirty-five cents.
�What�s all this talk about? Do you two guys want a room or don�t you?� We did, but we wanted that second-floor room that already had �someone� in it. Denny obviously didn�t want to use his badge to force him to open it up for us, that would have meant a witness to the revelation that was bound to follow immediately afterward, and automatic police notification before he had a chance to do anything for me � if there was anything he could do.
�Give us the third-floor one,� he said, and put down a dollar bill. The mentor of the establishment hitched down a key with a ponderous enamel tag from the rows where they hung. The one immediately below was missing. The �occupant� still had it. If I�d taken it away with me, I must have lost it in the course of that mad flight through the shadows; only the closet key had turned up at our place this morning.
Denny, with unconscious humor, scrawled �Smith Bros.� in the registry (he told me later he wasn�t trying to be funny), and we started up the narrow squeaky staircase. He turned aside when we got to the second floor, motioned me to keep on climbing. �Scuffle your feet heavy to cover me, I�m going to try to force the door open with something.�
I shuffled my way up step by step, trying to sound like two of us, while I heard him faintly tinkering at the lock with some implement. I unlocked the one we�d hired on the floor above, put on the light, looked in. Yes, there was something vaguely familiar about it; this was the end of the trail, all right. The closet in this one had a key in it, had been left slightly ajar by the last occupant.
I crept back to the stairs, listened. The tinkering had stopped, he must have forced the door. A curt �Sst!� sounded, meant for me. I eased down one flight, to where I�d left him. You could make them fairly soundless if you tried hard enough.
The light from inside was shining out across the grubby passage. A half-section of his face showed past the door-frame, waiting for me; then withdrew. I made my way down there, moving slow, breathing fast.
It was the room all right. He�d already taken down the stuff that I�d barricaded the closet door with, but it was still strewn around nearby. A table, a chair, even a mattress.
He signed to me and I closed the door behind me. He gave the closet key I�d turned over to him at our flat a fatalistic flip-up in the hollow of his hand. �Here goes,� he said. I got a grip on the back of a chair and hung on tight.
He turned and fitted it into the lock. It went in like silk, it turned the lock without a hitch. It couldn�t have worked easier. It belonged here. I said a fast prayer, that was all there was time for. �Make it turn out it was somebody else did it!�
Denny�s body gave a hitch and there was no more time for praying. He�d caught it against him as it swayed out with the closet door. It must have been semi-upright behind it the whole time. I hadn�t done a good job of propping, it must have shifted over against the door instead of staying against the wall behind it; and the way the knees were buckled kept it from toppling over sideways.
He let it down to the floor, out in the room. It stayed in a cockeyed position from the way it had been jammed in. It was stiff as tree-bark. He turned it over on its back, made me come over. �Remember him? Take a good look now. Remember him?�
�Yeah,� I said dry-lipped.
�Remember him alive, that�s what I mean.�
�No, no, I only remember him lying there, only not so shrivelled�� I backed away, nearly fell over a chair.
�Pull yourself together, kid,� he said. �This is something they would have put you through anyway. It�s a lot easier just with me alone in the room with you.�
He disarranged the clothing, peered down. �Sure, a knife did it,� he nodded. �Three bad gashes; one in the stomach, one between the ribs, and one that looks like it must have grazed the heart.� He looked at the belt-buckle. �B. D.,� he murmured. �What was that name down there � Ben Doyle?� He started going through pockets. �No, he�s been cleaned out; but the name checks with those initials, all right.� He drew back a little. I saw him scanning the corpse�s upturned soles. �He did a lot of walking, didn�t he?� The bottom layer of each was worn through in a round spot the size of a silver dollar. �But the heels are new, not worn down at all. What�d he do, walk around on tiptoes?� He took something from his pocket and started to reverse a small screw that protruded like a nail-head. Then he pulled and the whole heel came off. It was hollow. Three or four folded paper packets lay within it in an orderly row. He opened one into the shape of a little paper boat. I didn�t have to be told. I�d seen that white stuff before.
�He was a peddler,� he said. �But he wasn�t the guy that contacted you at the party. Where does he come in it? I wonder if the Narcotic Squad would have heard of this guy before, can give me anything on him. I�m going to check with Headquarters, ask them.� Before he went out, he crossed to the window, raised the dark shade that shrouded it. The pane behind it was also painted dark, a dark green. You could see the heads of heavy six inch nails studded all along the frame, riveting it down. Even so, he took that same screwdriver from his pocket and scraped away a tiny gash on the dried paint-surface. Then he held a lighted match close up to it. �Solid brick backed up to it,� he commented. He started for the door. �You�re down on their blotter for this room � and in your own handwriting � along with this dead guy. I want to find out if he was seen coming here with you. Or if it was the guy with the scar. Or both. Or neither. I gotta dig up that other slouch that was in charge of the key rack here from midnight to morning; he�s the only one can answer all those things.�
I started out after him. I couldn�t help it. I couldn�t have stayed in there alone for a million dollars. �All right, go back and wait in the one over this, if it gets you,� he consented. He closed the door on the grisly sight within. �But keep your eyes and ears open, make sure no one gets in here until we�re ready to break it ourselves.� He went down and I went up.
I didn�t know how long to give him, but pretty soon it seemed to be taking longer than it should have. Pretty soon the room up here started to get me, just as bad as though I�d stayed down there. Try hanging around when you know there�s a dead body under your feet in the room below, a body you�re to blame for, and you�ll know what I mean. The band showed up for work next door while I was in there, and instead of making it better, that only made it worse. It nearly drove me nuts, that whispered music coming through the walls, it brought last night back too vividly again.
Finally I couldn�t stand it in there another minute, I had to get out, wait for him down below by the street entrance. I almost lunged for the door, a damn good cold panic on me. I got it open, poked the bilious light out. Then I saw something in the darkness behind me. Something that made me hold the door at half-closing point and stand there on the threshold.
It should have been pitch black behind me in there now. The place only had a dead window. It wasn�t. A late moon must have come up since we�d been in here. Three phantom silvery lines stood out around the drawn shade, like a faint tracing of phosphorus. There was moonlight backing it, only visible now that the room light was out.
My panic evaporated. I went back in again, leaving it dark. I crossed to the shade, shot it up. Moonlight flashed at me through the dust-filmed glass. There was no brickwork, no dark paint, blanking out the windows on this floor. Denny hadn�t been up here at all, or we might have found that out sooner. The garage was only two stories high, the rooming-house three, that was a detail that had escaped our attention until now.
The frame wasn�t nailed. I hitched it and it went up. The garage roof was a bare four feet below me, plenty accessible enough to� But the fact remained the body hadn�t been in this room, but in the one below, where the window was blocked. I scanned the roof; it looked like an expanse of gray sand under me. In the middle of it, though, there was dim light peering up through some sort of a skylight or ventilator.
I didn�t have any theory, I didn�t know what I thought I�d find out or what I hoped I�d find out, I just went ahead on instinct alone. I sidled across the sill and planted my legs on the graveled roof. I started to pick my way carefully over toward that skylight, trying not to sound the gravel.
I got to the perimeter of it, crouched down on hands and knees, peered over the edge and down. Nothing. Just the cement garage floor two stories below, and a mechanic in greasy overalls down there wiping off a car with a handful of waste. No way to get up, no way to get down � except head first.
I straightened up, skirted it; eased on. I took a look down over the front edge of the roof. Just the unbroken cement front of the garage, a fly couldn�t have managed it. I went around to the side, the one away from the Silver Slipper. There was a narrow chasm there, left between the garage and some taller warehouse next door. And midway down that there was something. A pale, watery, yellow reflection cast on the warehouse wall by some opening in the garage wall directly under me, at second-floor level. And more to the point still, a sort of rickety iron Jacob�s ladder leading down to it. I could only see this at its starting point, up where I was; the darkness swallowed the rest of it.
I swung out on it, tested it with one foot. Narrow rungs. It seemed firm enough. I started down very slow. It was like going down into a bottle of ink. The reflection of the lighted square came up and bathed my feet. The ladder didn�t go any lower, it ended in a level �stage� of iron slats, no wider than the window. I tucked my feet in under the last downward rung so they wouldn�t show in the light, leaned out above them, gripping a rung higher up backhand. It was a grotesque position. I slanted my head forward and peered into the lighted square.
It was an office connected with the garage. There were filing cabinets against the wall, a large flat-topped desk with a cone light over it. There was a man sitting there at it, talking to two others. Or rather going over some accounts with them. He was checking some sort of a list on a sheet of paper he held. There was money on the desk, lots of it; more money than any garage like this would take in in a month. It was separated into several stacks. As he finished checking one list, he�d riff through one stack, rapidly and deftly thumb-counting it; snap an elastic around it, and move it over from one side of him to the other. Then he�d begin on a second list.
There was something vaguely familiar about the shape of his head, even seen from the back, and the cut of his shoulders. The other two I�d never seen before, I was sure of that. One was sitting negligently on an outside corner of the desk, the other standing up against it, hands deep in pockets. They looked too well dressed to be hanging around the upstairs room of a garage.
I must have taken too much time to size them up. After all, a paring of a face is just as conspicuous against a blacked-out window as a full-face would be. I didn�t even see the signal passed, nor which of the two gave it. Suddenly the checkmaster had twirled around on his swivel-chair and was staring out at me eye-to-eye. That white cicatrice along the underside of his jaw stood out as visibly as a strip of tape or courtplaster. So there he was at last, the diabolus ex machina.
My position on the ladder was too complicated to make for a streamlined getaway, I had too many things to do simultaneously. I had to extricate my tucked-in feet, make a complete body turn to face the ladder, before I could start up. Even then, I missed a rung in my hurry, jolted down half a foot and hit my chin on one of the upper ones. By that time the window had flashed up and a powerful grip had me around the ankle. A second one cleaved to its mate.
I was torn off the ladder, dragged in feet first, and the only thing that saved my skull from cracking in the bounce from window-sill to floor was that it bedded against one of their bodies. I lay flat for a minute and their three faces glowered down at me, ringing me around. One of them backed a foot and found my ribs. The pain seemed to shoot all the way through to the other side.
Then I was dragged up again and stood on my own feet. One of them had a gun bared, brief as the onslaught had been.
The man with the scarred jaw rasped: �He�s the patsy I used last night, I toldje about!�
�There goes your whole set-up, Graz!� the third one spat disgustedly.
The man with the scar they called Graz looked at me vengefully. His whole face was so livid with rage it now matched the weal. �What the hell, it still holds good! He was one of Doyle�s customers, Doyle cut off his supply, so he knifed him!�
�Yeah, but he ain�t up there in the room with him any more.�
�All right, he come to, lammed out through a third-floor window � like he did. He�ll be found dead by his own hand in Woodside Park when morning comes. What�s the difference? It changes it a little, but not much. It�s still him all the way through. Him and Doyle took the room together to make a deal. He was seen going in where Doyle�ll be found. And you know how snowbirds act when they�ve got the crave on and are cut off. There�s a lake there in Woodside. We�re gonna dunk his head in it and hold it there until his troubles are over. Then throw the rest of him in. How they gonna tell the difference afterwards?�
�Suppose Doyle had already sang a note or two to the police, mentioning names, before you��
�He didn�t sing nothing, I stopped him before he had a chance to; the minute I seen that narcotics dick beginning to cultivate him, I cut out his tonsils! An operation like that in time saves nine. Come on, let�s get started.� He gathered up the money and lists from the desk. �And another thing,� he added, �we�re giving this joint up, it�s no good to us any more, let the jaloppies have it all to themselves from now on. We�re coming back as soon as we ditch this punk and move out all them filing cabinets, right tonight!�
His two subordinates wedged me up between them, he put out the light behind us, and the four of us started down a cement inner stair to the main floor of the garage. �Run out the big black one, Joe,� one of them said to the grease-monkey I�d seen through the skylight, �we�re going out for a little air.�
He brought out a big, beetling sedan, climbed down and turned it over to them. He must have been one of them, used for a front on the main floor; they didn�t try to conceal my captivity from him.
They shoved me into it. It was like getting into a hearse. That�s what it was intended for, only it was taking me to the cemetery before death instead of after. I didn�t say a word. �Denny�ll come back to that room back there too late. He won�t know what happened to me; he�ll start looking for me all over town, and I�ll be lying at the bottom of the lake��
Graz got in back with me and one of his two underlings, the other one took the wheel. We glided down the cement ramp toward the open street beyond. Just as our fenders cleared the garage entrance, a taxi came to a dead stop out at the curb directly before us, effectively walling us in. The way it had crept forward it seemed to have come from only a few yards away, as though it had been poised waiting there. I saw the driver jump down on the outside and run for his life, across the street and around the corner. The sedan�s furious horn-tattoo failed to halt his flight.
The big car they had me in was awkwardly stuck there for a minute, on the slant, just short of the entrance. It couldn�t go forward on account of the abandoned cab, it couldn�t detour around it on account of its own length of chassis, and the mechanic had sent down a sort of fireproof inner portcullis behind us, without waiting, keeping us from backing up.
They weren�t given much time for the implications of the predicament to dawn on them. Denny suddenly straightened up just outside the rear window on one side and balanced a gun over its rim. The district harness-cop did the same on the opposite side. They had them between a threat of cross-fire. It was a strategic gem. They must have sidled around the opposite sides of the garage entrance, bent over below window level and then suddenly straightened up in the narrow channel left between the car and the walls of the ramp.
Denny said, �Touch the ceiling with them and swing out, one on each side.�
But he and the cop couldn�t control the man at the wheel, he was a little too far forward and they were wedged in too close. I saw his shoulder give a slight warning dip against the dashboard-glow as he reached for something. I buckled one leg, knee to chin, and shot the flat of my shoe square against the back of his head. His face slammed down into the wheel. He didn�t want to reach for any more guns after that. He just wanted to reach for the loosened front teeth in his mouth.
It took a little while to marshal them back upstairs, and send in word to Headquarters, and clean out the files and all the other evidence around the garage. They found traces of blood on the cement inner stairs, showing where Doyle had been knifed as he was trying to escape from the death interview with Scarjaw, right name Graziani, kingpin of this particular little dope-ring, small but lucrative.
Denny said to me while we were waiting around up there: �A guy on the Narcotics Squad recognized this Doyle right away, even from the little I was able to give them over the phone. They�d picked him up several times already, and they were trying to dicker with him to get the names of the higher-ups he worked for. When I got back to the room that open window on the third tipped me off which way you�d gone. From what Officer Kelly here had just finished telling me a little while before, I figured there was something fishy about this garage. He�d seen people drive up at certain hours to try to have their cars serviced, and they�d be turned away. And yet it was never particularly full of cars on the inside. I figured the smart thing to do was arrange a little reception committee at the street entrance, where they weren�t expecting it.�
The final word, however, wasn�t said until several hours later. He came out of the back room at Headquarters, near daylight, came over to where I�d been waiting. �You didn�t do it, Tom. It�s official now, if that�ll make you feel any better. We�ve been questioning them in relays ever since we brought them in, and we just finished getting it all down on here.� He waved a set of typed sheets at me. �Here�s how it goes. Graziani and his two lieutenants killed Doyle in the garage about midnight last night, just around the time you were arriving at the Sorrells� party with Fraser. That rooming-house had already come in handy to them once or twice � it�s got a vicious name on the police records � so they used it again, for a sort of dumping ground. Graziani sent one of his stooges around and had him put down fifty cents and take a room on the third floor, within easy access of the garage roof. That was just to obtain a convenient back way in. They smuggled the body across the roof and passed it in to the stooge through the window. But this stooge wasn�t supposed to take a murder rap, he was just acting as middleman. Graziani went out looking for the real stooge, the stooge for murder � that turned out to be you. He�d been to those dizzy parties of the Sorrells before, so he knew all about them. He went there last night, picked you out, got you higher than a kite, brought you over to the rooming-house in his car. He saw to it you were given a room on the second floor, directly under the one where the body lay waiting for transfer, where all the windows were walled up tight. Not only that, he had you sign for it for yourself and for Doyle, who was already dead. Doyle was supposed to be along in a minute or two. He got rid of the fellow in charge of the keys for that minute or two by sending him next door to the Silver Slipper for some coffee to �sober� you up. By the time he got back with it, Doyle was already supposed to have shown up. The original stooge on the third floor spoke loudly to you to show there was somebody up there in the room with you. Graziani said, �His friend�s up there with him now, he�ll be all right, I�ll shove off.� Doyle had shown up, but in a different way. They�d carried him down the stairs from the third-floor room to your room with the bricked-up window. They wiped off the knife handle and planted it on you; they smeared your shirt front with Doyle�s not yet quite congealed blood. You were dazed, in no condition to notice anything that went on around you. Graziani was careful to carry the coffee up only to the door, pass it in to you, come right down again, and leave. Doyle�s �voice� still sounded up there with you in the room, for the fellow at the key-rack to hear.
�You were given another whiff of coke to hold you steady for awhile. Then the original stooge came down, presumably from the third floor, handed in his key and checked out as if he were dissatisfied, complaining about the vermin.
�You were left there drugged, with a murdered man in your room, his blood on your shirt, the knife that had been used concealed on your person in newspaper. You even helped the scheme out up to a point; you got the horrors, hid the body in the closet, locked it, piled everything movable you could lay your hands on up against the door. Then you fled for your life. You got a small break, that wouldn�t have helped out any in the end. The guy at the key-rack must have been either dozing or out of his alcove again. I spoke to him just now, and he never saw you leave. That postponed discovery, but wouldn�t have altered its emphasis any when it finally came.
�As I said, the subconscious is a great thing. In all your terror, and stupefied as you were, you somehow found your way back to where you lived. You didn�t wake up in the same room with the dead man, like they were counting on your doing, and raise an outcry, and thereby sew yourself up fast then and there. You had a chance to talk it over with me first; we had a chance to put our heads together on the outside, without you being in the middle of it.�
It was getting light when we got back to our own place together. The last thing I said to him, outside the door, was: �Tell the truth, Denny, up to the time it broke, did you really figure I did it?�
His answer surprised me more than anything else about the whole thing. �Hell, yes!� he said vigorously. �I could have eaten my hat you did!�
�I did too,� I had to admit. �In fact, I was sure of it!�

All at Once, No Alice
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Although Cornell George Hopley-Woolrich (1903�1968) was a prolific writer, mainly for the pulps, he helped ramp up his output by stealing from his own work, cannibalizing one short story to produce another, and then pulling essential material from his short fiction to produce novels.
He was not alone in this practice, of course, and one of the best at it was his fellow pulp writer Raymond Chandler, who gathered storylines, parts of characters, settings, and more from his magazine stories to construct his novels.
�All at Once, No Alice,� one of Woolrich�s best-known and most suspenseful stories, pulled many elements from �You�ll Never See Me Again,� published only four months earlier. Readers of both stories also will be reminded of Phantom Lady (1942), his most famous novel, which employs the central element of a person who has seemingly vanished from the planet � if she ever existed at all.
A familiar tale, �All at Once, No Alice� is a masterful retelling of an urban legend about a man who leaves his bride in a hotel room for a short time on his wedding night but, when he returns, there is no guest in the room, the hotel clerk and staff claim never to have seen her, her name is not on the register, and everyone with whom they had come in contact that day denies ever having seen her.
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The Return of the Whistler, the eighth and final film in the series about the shadowy figure who introduces the story, is a good adaptation of Woolrich�s tale. Whistling a haunting tune, his shadow looms in the night while he tells the audience, �I am the whistler, I know many strange tales.�
The Whistler, the popular radio series that had been modeled after the enormously successful The Shadow, lasted for nearly seven hundred episodes from 1942 to 1954. The Shadow, meanwhile, ran from 1930 to 1954 and at its peak had an audience of more than fifteen million.
Created by J. Donald Wilson, the Whistler radio series told mainly dark stories, just as the movies did � providing an ideal market for Woolrich. After introducing the story, the titular character disappears until the end when his voice, filled with irony, describes what happens to the protagonist, chuckling with glee at the villain�s fate, just as the Shadow did. Wilson was hired to write the first Whistler film and established the template for those that followed.
Certain elements of Woolrich�s story were changed in The Return of the Whistler, most notably the ending (hint: the story is better) but the disappearance of the woman, the crux of the plot, remains intact, and the suspense, especially in the first half of the film, is intense.
A television series titled The Whistler aired on CBS in 1954�1955 and ran for thirty-nine episodes. The voice of the titular character was William Forman, who also provided narration.

ALL AT ONCE, NO ALICE
Cornell Woolrich

It was over so quickly I almost thought something had been left out, but I guess he�d been doing it long enough to know his business. The only way I could tell for sure it was over was when I heard him say: �You may kiss the bride.� But then, I�d never gone through it before.
We turned and pecked at each other, a little bashful because they were watching us.
He and the motherly-looking woman who had been a witness � I guess she was his housekeeper � stood there smiling benevolently, and also a little tiredly. The clock said one fifteen. Then he shook hands with the two of us and said, �Good luck to both of you,� and she shook with us too and said, �I wish you a lot of happiness.�
We shifted from the living room, where it had taken place, out into the front hall, a little awkwardly. Then he held the screen door open and we moved from there out onto the porch.
On the porch step Alice nudged me and whispered, �You forgot something.�
I didn�t even know how much I was supposed to give him. I took out two singles and held them in one hand, then I took out a five and held that in the other. Then I went back toward him all flustered and said, �I... I guess you thought I was going to leave without remembering this.�
I reached my hand down to his and brought it back empty. He kept right on smiling, as if this happened nearly every time too, the bridegroom forgetting like that. It was only after I turned away and rejoined her that I glanced down at my other hand and saw which it was I�d given him. It was the five. That was all right; five thousand of them couldn�t have paid him for what he�d done for me, the way I felt about it.
We went down their front walk and got into the car. The lighted doorway outlined them both for a minute. They raised their arms and said, �Good night.�
�Good night, and much obliged,� I called back. �Wait�ll they go in,� I said in an undertone to Alice, without starting the engine right away.
As soon as the doorway had blacked out, we turned and melted together on the front seat, and this time we made it a real kiss. �Any regrets?� I whispered to her very softly.
�It must have been awful before I was married to you,� she whispered back. �How did I ever stand it so long?�
I don�t think we said a word all the way in to Michianopolis. We were both too happy. Just the wind and the stars and us. And a couple of cigarettes.
We got to the outskirts around two thirty, and by three were all the way in downtown. We shopped around for a block or two. �This looks like a nice hotel,� I said finally. I parked outside and we went in.
I think the first hotel was called the Commander. I noticed that the bellhops let us strictly alone; didn�t bustle out to bring in our bags or anything.
I said to the desk man, �We�d like one of your best rooms and bath.�
He gave me a sort of rueful smile, as if to say, �You should know better than that.�... �I only wish I had something to give you,� was the way he put it.
�All filled up?� I turned to her and murmured, �Well, we�ll have to try someplace else.�
He overheard me. �Excuse me, but did you come in without making reservations ahead?�
�Yes, we just drove in now. Why?�
He shook his head compassionately at my ignorance. �I�m afraid you�re going to have a hard time finding a room in any of the hotels tonight.�
�Why? They can�t all be filled up.�
�There�s a three-day convention of the Knights of Balboa being held here. All the others started sending their overflow to us as far back as Monday evening, and our own last vacancy went yesterday noon.�
The second one was called the Stuyvesant, I think. �There must be something in a city this size,� I said when we came out of there. �We�ll keep looking until we find it.�
I didn�t bother noticing the names of the third and fourth. We couldn�t turn around and go all the way back to our original point of departure � it would have been midmorning before we reached it � and there was nothing that offered suitable accommodations between; just filling stations, roadside lunch-rooms, and detached farmsteads.
Besides she was beginning to tire. She refused to admit it, but it was easy to tell. It worried me.
The fifth place was called the Royal. It was already slightly less first-class than the previous ones had been; we were running out of them now. Nothing wrong with it, but just a little seedier and older.
I got the same answer at the desk, but this time I wouldn�t take it. The way her face drooped when she heard it was enough to make me persist. I took the night clerk aside out of her hearing.
�Listen, you�ve got to do something for me, I don�t care what it is,� I whispered fiercely. �We�ve just driven all the way from Lake City and my wife�s all in. I�m not going to drag her around to another place tonight.�
Then as his face continued impassive, �If you can�t accommodate both of us, find some way of putting her up at least. I�m willing to take my own chances, go out and sleep in the car or walk around the streets for the night.�
�Wait a minute,� he said, hooking his chin, �I think I could work out something like that for you. I just thought of something. There�s a little bit of a dinky room on the top floor. Ordinarily it�s not used as a guest room at all, just as a sort of storeroom. You couldn�t possibly both use it, because there�s only a single cot in it; but if you don�t think your wife would object, I�d be glad to let her have it, and I think you might still be able to find a room for yourself at the Y. They don�t admit women, and most of these Knights have brought their wives with them.�
I took a look at her pretty, drawn face. �Anything, anything,� I said gratefully.
He still had his doubts. �You�d better take her up and let her see it first.�
A colored boy came with us, with a passkey. On the way up I explained it to her. She gave me a rueful look, but I could see she was too tired even to object as much as she felt she should have. �Ah, that�s mean,� she murmured. �Our first night by ourselves.�
�It�s just for tonight. We�ll drive on right after breakfast. It�s important that you get some rest, hon. You can�t fool me, you can hardly keep your eyes open any more.�
She tucked her hand consolingly under my arm. �I don�t mind if you don�t. It�ll give me something to look forward to, seeing you in the morning.�
The bellboy led us along a quiet, green-carpeted hall, and around a turn, scanning numbers on the doors. He stopped three down from the turn, on the right-hand side, put his key in. �This is it here, sir.� The number was 1006.
The man at the desk hadn�t exaggerated. The room itself was little better than an alcove, long and narrow. I suppose two could have gotten into it; but it would have been a physical impossibility for two to sleep in it the way it was fitted up. It had a cot that was little wider than a shelf.
To give you an idea how narrow the room was, the window was narrower than average, and yet not more than a foot of wall-strip showed on either side of its frame. In other words it took up nearly the width of one entire side of the room.
I suppose I could have sat up in the single armchair all night and slept, or tried to, that way; but as long as there was a chance of getting a horizontal bed at the Y, why not be sensible about it? She agreed with me in this.
�Think you can go this, just until the morning?� I asked her, and the longing way she was eying that miserable cot gave me the answer. She was so tired, anything would have looked good to her right then.
We went down again and I told him I�d take it. I had the bellboy take her bag out of the car and bring it in, and the desk clerk turned the register around for her to sign.
She poised the inked pen and flashed me a tender look just as she was about to sign. �First time I�ve used it,� she breathed. I looked over her shoulder and watched her trace Mrs. James Cannon along the lined space. The last entry above hers was A. Krumbake, and wife. I noticed it because it was such a funny name.
The desk clerk had evidently decided by now that we were fairly desirable people. �I�m terribly sorry I couldn�t do more for you,� he said. �It�s just for this one night. By tomorrow morning a lot of them�ll be leaving.�
I went up with her a second time, to see that she was made as comfortable as she could be under the circumstances. But then there was nothing definitely wrong with the room except its tininess, and the only real hardship was our temporary separation.
I tipped the boy for bringing up her bag, and then I tipped him a second time for going and digging up a nice, fluffy quilt for her at my request � not to spread over her but to spread on top of the mattress and soften it up a little. Those cots aren�t as comfortable as regular beds by a darned sight. But she was so tired I was hoping she wouldn�t notice the difference.
Then after he�d thanked me for the double-header he�d gotten out of it, and left the room, I helped her off with her coat and hung it up for her, and even got down on my heels and undid the straps of her little sandals, so she wouldn�t have to bend over and go after them herself. Then we kissed a couple of times and told each other all about it, and I backed out the door.
The last I saw of her that night she was sitting on the edge of that cot in there, her shoeless feet partly tucked under her. She looked just like a little girl. She raised one hand, wriggled the fingers at me in good night as I reluctantly eased the door closed.
�Until tomorrow, sweetheart,� she called gently, when there was a crack of opening left.
�Until tomorrow.�
The night was as still around us as if it were holding its breath. The latch went cluck, and there we were on opposite sides of it.
The bellboy had taken the car down with him just now after he�d checked her in, and I had to wait out there a minute or two for him to bring it back up again at my ring. I stepped back to the turn in the hall while waiting, to look at the frosted glass transom over her door; and short as the time was, her light was already out. She must have just shrugged off her dress, fallen back flat, and pulled the coverings up over her.
Poor kid, I thought, with a commiserating shake of my head. The glass elevator panel flooded with light and I got in the car. The one bellhop doubled for liftman after twelve.
�I guess she�ll be comfortable,� he said.
�She was asleep before I left the floor,� I told him.
The desk man told me where the nearest branch of the Y was, and I took the car with me as the quickest way of getting over there at that hour. I had no trouble at all getting a room, and not a bad one at that for six bits.
I didn�t phone her before going up, to tell her I�d gotten something for myself, because I knew by the way I�d seen that light go out she was fast asleep already, and it would have been unnecessarily cruel to wake her again.

I woke up at eight and again I didn�t phone her, to find out how she was, because in the first place I was going right over there myself in a few more minutes, and in the second place I wanted her to get all the sleep she could before I got there.
I even took my time, showered and shaved, and drove over slowly, to make sure of not getting there any earlier than nine.
It was a beautiful day, with the sun as brand-new-looking as if it had never shone before; and I even stopped off and bought a gardenia for her to wear on the shoulder of her dress. I thought: I�ll check her out of that depressing dump. We�ll drive to the swellest restaurant in town, and she�ll sit having orange juice and toast while I sit looking at her face.
I braked in front of the Royal, got out, and went in, lighting up the whole lobby the way I was beaming.
A different man was at the desk now, on the day shift, but I knew the number of her room so I rode right up without stopping. I got out at the tenth, went down the hall the way we�d been led last night � still green-carpeted but a little less quiet now � and around the turn.
When I came to the third door down, on the right-hand side � the door that had 1006 on it � I stopped and listened a minute to see if I could tell whether she was up yet or not. If she wasn�t up yet, I was going back downstairs again, hang around in the lobby, and give her another half-hour of badly needed sleep.
But she was up already. I could hear a sound in there as if she were brushing out her dress or coat with a stiff-bristled brush � skish, skish, skish � so I knocked, easy and loving, on the door with just three knuckles.
The skish-skish-skish broke off a minute, but then went right on again. But the door hadn�t been tightly closed into the frame at all, and my knocking sent it drifting inward an inch or two. A whiff of turpentine or something like that nearly threw me over, but without stopping to distinguish what it was, I pushed the door the rest of the way in and walked in.
Then I pulled up short. I saw I had the wrong room.
There wasn�t anything in it � no furniture, that is. Just bare floorboards, walls and ceiling. Even the light fixture had been taken down, and two black wires stuck out of a hole, like insect feelers, where it had been.
A man in spotted white overalls and peaked cap was standing on a stepladder slapping a paint brush up and down the walls. Skish-skish-splop!
I grunted, �Guess I�ve got the wrong number,� and backed out.
�Guess you must have, bud,� he agreed, equally laconic, without even turning his head to see who I was.
I looked up at the door from the outside. Number 1006. But that was the number they�d given her, sure it was. I looked in a second time. Long and narrow, like an alcove. Not more than a foot of wall space on either side of the window frame.
Sure, this was the room, all right. They must have found out they had something better available after all, and changed her after I left last night. I said, �Where�d they put the lady that was in here, you got any idea?�
Skish-skish-skish. �I dunno, bud, you�ll have to find out at the desk. It was empty when I come here to work at seven.� Skish-skish-splop!
I went downstairs to the desk again, and I said, �Excuse me. What room have you got Mrs. Cannon in now?�
He looked up some chart or other they use, behind the scenes, then he came back and said, �We have no Mrs. Cannon here.�

I pulled my face back. Then I thrust it forward again. �What�s the matter with you?� I said curtly. �I came here with her myself last night. Better take another look.�
He did. A longer one. Then he came back and said, �I�m sorry, there�s no Mrs. Cannon registered here.�
I knew there was nothing to get excited about; it would probably be straightened out in a minute or two; but it was a pain in the neck. I was very patient. After all, this was the first morning of my honeymoon. �Your night man was on duty at the time. It was about three this morning. He gave her 1006.�
He looked that up too. �That�s not in use,� he said. �That�s down for redecorating. It�s been empty for��
�I don�t care what it is. I tell you they checked my wife in there at three this morning, I went up with her myself! Will you quit arguing and find out what room she�s in, for me? I don�t want to stand here talking to you all day; I want to be with her.�
�But I�m telling you, mister, the chart shows no one by that name.�
�Then look in the register if you don�t believe me. I watched her sign it myself.�
People were standing around the lobby looking at me now, but I didn�t care.
�It would be on the chart,� he insisted. �It would have been transferred�� He ran the pad of his finger up the register page from bottom to top. Too fast, I couldn�t help noticing: without a hitch, as if there were nothing to impede it. Then he went back a page and ran it up that, in the same streamlined way.
�Give it to me,� I said impatiently. �I�ll find it for you in a minute.� I flung it around my way.
A. Krumbake, and wife stared at me. And then under that just a blank space all the way down to the bottom of the page. No more check-ins.
I could feel the pores of my face sort of closing up. That was what it felt like, anyway. Maybe it was just the process of getting pale. �She signed right under that name. It�s been rubbed out.�
�Oh, no, it hasn�t,� he told me firmly. �No one tampers with the register like that. People may leave, but their names stay on it.�
Dazedly, I traced the ball of my finger back and forth across the white paper under that name, Krumbake. Smooth and unrubbed, its semi-glossy finish unimpaired by erasure. I held the page up toward the light and tried to squint through it, to see whether it showed thinner there, either from rubbing or some other means of eradication. It was all of the same even opacity.
I spoke in a lower voice now; I wasn�t being impatient any more. �There�s something wrong. Something wrong about this. I can�t understand it. I saw her write it. I saw her sign it with my own eyes. I�ve known it was the right hotel all along, but even if I wasn�t sure, this other name, this name above, would prove it to me. Krumbake. I remember it from last night. Maybe they changed her without notifying you down here.�
�That wouldn�t be possible; it�s through me, down here, that all changes are made. It isn�t that I don�t know what room she�s in; it�s that there�s absolutely no record of any such person ever having been at the hotel, so you see you must be mis��
�Call the manager for me,� I said hoarsely.
I stood there waiting by the onyx-topped desk until he came. I stood there very straight, very impassive, not touching the edge of the counter with my hands in any way, about an inch clear of it.
People were bustling back and forth, casually, normally, cheerily, behind me; plinking their keys down on the onyx; saying, �Any mail for me?�; saying, �I�ll be in the coffee shop if I�m called.� And something was already trying to make me feel a little cut off from them, a little set apart. As if a shadowy finger had drawn a ring around me where I stood, and mystic vapors were already beginning to rise from it, walling me off from my fellow men.
I wouldn�t let the feeling take hold of me � yet � but it was already there, trying to. I�d give an imperceptible shake of my head every once in a while and say to myself, �Things like this don�t happen in broad daylight. It�s just some kind of misunderstanding; it�ll be cleared up presently.�
The entrance, the lobby, had seemed so bright when I first came in, but I�d been mistaken. There were shadows lengthening in the far corners that only I could see. The gardenia I had for her was wilting.
The manager was no help at all. He tried to be, listened attentively, but then the most he could do was have the clerk repeat what he�d already done for me, look on the chart and look in the register. After all, details like that were in the hands of the staff. I simply got the same thing as before, only relayed through him now instead of direct from the desk man. �No, there hasn�t been any Mrs. Cannon here at any time.�
�Your night man will tell you,� I finally said in despair, �he�ll tell you I brought her here. Get hold of him, ask him. He�ll remember us.�
�I�ll call him down; he rooms right here in the house,� he said. But then with his hand on the phone he stopped to ask again, �Are you quite sure it was this hotel, Mr. Cannon? He was on duty until six this morning, and I hate to wake him up unless you��
�Bring him down,� I said. �This is more important to me than his sleep. It�s got to be cleared up.� I wasn�t frightened yet, out-and-out scared; just baffled, highly worried, and with a peculiar lost feeling.
He came down inside of five minutes. I knew him right away, the minute he stepped out of the car, in spite of the fact that other passengers had come down with him. I was so sure he�d be able to straighten it out that I took a step toward him without waiting for him to join us. If they noticed that, which was a point in favor of my credibility � my knowing him at sight like that � they gave no sign.
I said, �You remember me, don�t you? You remember checking my wife into 1006 at three this morning, and telling me I�d have to go elsewhere?�
�No,� he said with polite regret. �I�m afraid I don�t.�
I could feel my face go white as if a soundless bombshell of flour or talcum had just burst all over it. I put one foot behind me and set the heel down and stayed that way.
The manager asked him, �Well, did the gentleman stop at the desk perhaps, just to inquire, and then go elsewhere? Do you remember him at all, Stevens?�
�No, I never saw him until now. It must have been some other hotel.�
�But look at me; look at my face,� I tried to say. But I guess I didn�t put any voice into it, it was just lip motion, because he didn�t seem to hear.
The manager shrugged amiably, as if to say, �Well, that�s all there is to it, as far as we�re concerned.�
I was breathing hard, fighting for self-control. �No. No, you can�t close this matter. I dem � I ask you to give me one more chance to prove that I... that I�Call the night porter, the night bellboy that carried up her bag for her.�
They were giving one another looks by now, as if I were some sort of crank.
�Listen, I�m in the full possession of my faculties, I�m not drunk, I wouldn�t come in here like this if I weren�t positive��
The manager was going to try to pacify me and ease me out. �But don�t you see you must be mistaken, old man? There�s absolutely no record of it. We�re very strict about those things. If any of my men checked a guest in without entering it on the chart of available rooms, and in the register, I�d fire him on the spot. Was it the Palace? Was it the Commander, maybe? Try to think now, you�ll get it.�
And with each soothing syllable, he led me a step nearer the entrance.
I looked up suddenly, saw that the desk had already receded a considerable distance behind us, and balked. �No, don�t do this. This is no way to� Will you get that night-to-morning bellhop? Will you do that one more thing for me?�
He sighed, as if I were trying his patience sorely. �He�s probably home sleeping. Just a minute; I�ll find out.�
It turned out he wasn�t. They were so overcrowded and undermanned at the moment that instead of being at home he was sleeping right down in the basement, to save time coming and going. He came up in a couple of minutes, still buttoning the collar of his uniform. I knew him right away. He didn�t look straight at me at first, but at the manager.
�Do you remember seeing this gentleman come here with a lady, at three this morning? Do you remember carrying her bag up to 1006 for her?�
Then he did look straight at me � and didn�t seem to know me. �No, sir, Mr. DeGrasse.�
The shock wasn�t as great as the first time; it couldn�t have been, twice in succession.
�Don�t you remember that quilt you got for her, to spread over the mattress, and I gave you a second quarter for bringing it? You must remember that � dark blue, with little white flowers all over it��
�No, sir, boss.�
�But I know your face! I remember that scar just over your eyebrow. And � part your lips a little � that gold cap in front that shows every time you grin.�
�No, sir, not me.�
My voice was curling up and dying inside my throat. �Then when you took me down alone with you, the last time, you even said, �I guess she�ll be comfortable��� I squeezed his upper arm pleadingly. �Don�t you remember? Don�t you remember?�
�No, sir.� This time he said it so low you could hardly hear it, as if his training wouldn�t let him contradict me too emphatically, but on the other hand he felt obliged to stick to the facts.
I grabbed at the hem of my coat, bunched it up to emphasize the pattern and the color of the material. �Don�t you know me by this?� Then I let my fingers trail helplessly down the line of my jaw. �Don�t you know my face?�
He didn�t answer any more, just shook his head each time.
�What�re you doing this for? What�re you trying to do to me? All of you?� The invisible fumes from that necromancer�s ring, that seemed to cut me off from all the world, came swirling up thicker and thicker about me. My voice was strident with a strange new kind of fear, a fear I hadn�t known since I was ten.
�You�ve got me rocky now! You�ve got me down! Cut it out, I say!�
They were starting to draw back little by little away from me, prudently widen the tight knot they had formed around me. I turned from one to the other, from bellhop to night clerk, night clerk to day clerk, day clerk to manager, and each one as I turned to him retreated slightly.
There was a pause, while I fought against this other, lesser kind of death that was creeping over me � this death called strangeness, this snapping of all the customary little threads of cause and effect that are our moorings at other times. Slowly they all drew back from me step by step, until I was left there alone, cut off.
Then the tension exploded. My voice blasted the quiet of the lobby. �I want my wife!� I yelled shatteringly. �Tell me what�s become of her. What�ve you done with her? I came in here with her last night; you can�t tell me I didn�t...�
They circled, maneuvered around me. I heard the manager say in a harried undertone, �I knew this was going to happen. I could have told you he was going to end up like this. George! Archer! Get him out of here fast!�
My arms were suddenly seized from behind and held. I threshed against the constriction, so violently both my legs flung up clear of the floor at one time, dropped back again, but I couldn�t break it. There must have been two of them behind me.
The manager had come in close again, now that I was safely pinioned, no doubt hoping that his nearness would succeed in soft-pedaling the disturbance. �Now will you leave here quietly, or do you want us to call the police and turn you over to them?�
�You�d better call them anyway, Mr. DeGrasse,� the day clerk put in. �I�ve run into this mental type before. He�ll only come back in again the very minute your back�s turned.�
�No, I�d rather not, unless he forces me to. It�s bad for the hotel. Look at the crowd collecting down here on the main floor already. Tchk! Tchk!�
He tried to reason with me. �Now listen, give me a break, will you? You don�t look like the kind of a man who� Won�t you please go quietly? If I have you turned loose outside, will you go away and promise not to come in here again?�
�Ali-i-i-i-ice!� I sent it baying harrowingly down the long vista of lobby, lounges, foyers. I�d been gathering it in me the last few seconds while he was speaking to me. I put my heart and soul into it. It should have shaken down the big old-fashioned chandeliers by the vibration it caused alone. My voice broke under the strain. A woman onlooker somewhere in the background bleated at the very intensity of it.
The manager hit himself between the eyes in consternation. �Oh, this is fierce! Hurry up, call an officer quick, get him out of here.�
�See, what did I tell you?� the clerk said knowingly.
I got another chestful of air in, tore loose with it. �Somebody help me! You people standing around looking, isn�t there one of you will help me? I brought my wife here last night; now she�s gone and they�re trying to tell me I never��
A brown hand suddenly sealed my mouth, was as quickly withdrawn again at the manager�s panic-stricken admonition. �George! Archer! Don�t lay a hand on him. No rough stuff. Make us liable for damages afterwards, y�know.�
Then I heard him and the desk man both give a deep breath of relief. �At last!� And I knew a cop must have come in behind me.

The grip on my arms behind my back changed, became single instead of double, one arm instead of two. But I didn�t fight against it.
Suddenly I was very passive, unresistant. Because suddenly I had a dread of arrest, confinement. I wanted to preserve my freedom of movement more than all else, to try to find her again. If they threw me in a cell, or put me in a straitjacket, how could I look for her, how could I ever hope to get at the bottom of this mystery?
The police would never believe me. If the very people who had seen her denied her existence, how could I expect those who hadn�t to believe in it?
Docile, I let him lead me out to the sidewalk in front of the hotel. The manager came out after us, mopping his forehead, and the desk clerk, and a few of the bolder among the guests who had been watching.
They held a three-cornered consultation in which I took no part. I even let the manager�s version of what the trouble was pass unchallenged. Not that he distorted what had actually happened just now, but he made it seem as if I were mistaken about having brought her there last night.
Finally the harness cop asked, �Well, do you want to press charges against him for creating a disturbance in your lobby?�
The manager held his hands palms out, horrified. �I should say not. We�re having our biggest rush of the year right now; I can�t take time off to run down there and go through all that tommyrot. Just see that he doesn�t come in again and create any more scenes.�
�I�ll see to that all right,� the cop promised truculently.
They went inside again, the manager and the clerk and the gallery that had watched us from the front steps. Inside to the hotel that had swallowed her alive.
The cop read me a lecture, to which I listened in stony silence. Then he gave me a shove that sent me floundering, said, �Keep moving now, hear me?�
I pointed, and said, �That�s my car standing there. May I get in it?� He checked first to make sure it was, then he opened the door, said, �Yeah, get in it and get out of here.�
He�d made no slightest attempt to find out what was behind the whole thing, whether there was some truth to my story or not, or whether it was drink, drugs, or mental aberration. But then he was only a harness cop. That�s why I hadn�t wanted to tangle with him.
This strangeness that had risen up around me was nothing to be fought by an ordinary patrolman. I was going to them � the police � but I was going of my own free will and in my own way, not to be dragged in by the scruff of the neck and then put under observation for the next twenty-four hours.
Ten minutes or so later I got out in front of the first precinct house I came upon, and went in, and said to the desk sergeant, �I want to talk to the lieutenant in charge.�
He stared at me coldly.
�What about?�
�About my wife.�

I didn�t talk to him alone. Three of his men were present. They were just shapes in the background as far as I was concerned, sitting there very quietly, listening.
I told it simply, hoping against hope I could get them to believe me, feeling somehow I couldn�t even before I had started.
�I�m Jimmy Cannon, I�m twenty-five years old, and I�m from Lake City. Last evening after dark my girl and I � her name was Alice Brown � we left there in my car, and at 1:15 this morning we were married by a justice of the peace.
�I think his name was Hulskamp � anyway it�s a white house with morning glories all over the porch, about fifty miles this side of Lake City.
�We got in here at three, and they gave her a little room at the Royal Hotel. They couldn�t put me up, but they put her up alone. The number was 1006. I know that as well as I know I�m sitting here. This morning when I went over there, they were painting the room and I haven�t been able to find a trace of her since.
�I saw her sign the register, but her name isn�t on it any more. The night clerk says he never saw her. The bellboy says he never saw her. Now they�ve got me so I�m scared and shaky, like a little kid is of the dark. I want you men to help me. Won�t you men help me?�
�We�ll help you� � said the lieutenant in charge. Slowly, awfully slowly; I didn�t like that slowness � �if we�re able to.� And I knew what he meant; if we find any evidence that your story is true.
He turned his head toward one of the three shadowy listeners in the background, at random. The one nearest him. Then he changed his mind, shifted his gaze further along, to the one in the middle. �Ainslie, suppose you take a whack at this. Go over to this hotel and see what you can find out. Take him with you.�
So, as he stood up, I separated him from the blurred background for the first time. I was disappointed. He was just another man like me, maybe five years older, maybe an inch or two shorter. He could feel cold and hungry and tired, just as I could. He could believe a lie, just as I could. He couldn�t see around corners or through walls, or into hearts, any more than I could. What good was he going to be?
He looked as if he�d seen every rotten thing there was in the world. He looked as if he�d once expected to see other things beside that, but didn�t any more. He said, �Yes, sir,� and you couldn�t tell whether he was bored or interested, or liked the detail or resented it, or gave a rap.
On the way over I said, �You�ve got to find out what became of her. You�ve got to make them��
�I�ll do what I can.� He couldn�t seem to get any emotion into his voice. After all, from his point of view, why should he?
�You�ll do what you can!� I gasped. �Didn�t you ever have a wife?�
He gave me a look, but you couldn�t tell what was in it.
We went straight back to the Royal. He was very businesslike, did a streamlined, competent job. Didn�t waste a question or a motion, but didn�t leave out a single relevant thing either.
I took back what I�d been worried about at first; he was good.
But he wasn�t good enough for this, whatever it was.
It went like this: �Let me see your register.� He took out a glass, went over the place I pointed out to him where she had signed. Evidently couldn�t find any marks of erasure any more than I had with my naked eye.
Then we went up to the room, 1006. The painter was working on the wood trim by now, had all four walls and the ceiling done. It was such a small cubbyhole it wasn�t even a half-day�s work. He said, �Where was the furniture when you came in here to work this morning? Still in the room, or had the room been cleared?�
�Still in the room; I cleared it myself. There wasn�t much; a chair, a scatter rug, a cot.�
�Was the cot made or unmade?�
�Made up.�
�Was the window opened or closed when you came in?�
�Closed tight.�
�Was the air in the room noticeably stale, as if it had been closed up that way all night, or not noticeably so, as if it had only been closed up shortly before?�
�Turrible, like it hadn�t been aired for a week. And believe me, when I notice a place is stuffy, you can bet it�s stuffy all right.�
�Were there any marks on the walls or floor or anywhere around the room that didn�t belong there?�
I knew he meant blood, and gnawed the lining of my cheek fearfully.
�Nothing except plain grime, that needed painting bad.�
We visited the housekeeper next. She took us to the linen room and showed us. �If there�re any dark blue quilts in use in this house, it�s the first I know about it. The bellboy could have come in here at that hour � but all he would have gotten are maroon ones. And here�s my supply list, every quilt accounted for. So it didn�t come from here.�
We visited the baggage room next. �Look around and see if there�s anything in here that resembles that bag of your wife�s.� I did, and there wasn�t. Wherever she had gone, whatever had become of her, her bag had gone with her.
About fifty minutes after we�d first gone in, we were back in my car outside the hotel again. He�d done a good, thorough job; and if I was willing to admit that, it must have been.
We sat there without moving a couple of minutes, me under the wheel. He kept looking at me steadily, sizing me up. I couldn�t tell what he was thinking. I threw my head back and started to look up the face of the building, story by story. I counted as my eyes rose, and when they�d come to the tenth floor I stopped them there, swung them around the corner of the building to the third window from the end, stopped them there for good. It was a skinnier window than the others. So small, so high up, to hold so much mystery. �Alice,� I whispered up to it, and it didn�t answer, didn�t hear.
His voice brought my gaze down from there again. �The burden of the proof has now fallen on you. It�s up to you to give me some evidence that she actually went in there. That she actually was with you. That she actually was. I wasn�t able to find a single person in that building who actually saw her.�
I just looked at him, the kind of a look you get from someone right after you stick a knife in his heart. Finally I said with quiet bitterness, �So now I have to prove I had a wife.�
The instant, remorseless way he answered that was brutal in itself. �Yes, you do. Can you?�
I pushed my hat off, raked my fingers through my hair, with one and the same gesture. �Could you, if someone asked you in the middle of the street? Could you?�
He peeled out a wallet, flipped it open. A tiny snapshot of a woman�s head and shoulders danced in front of my eyes for a split second. He folded it and put it away again. He briefly touched a gold band on his finger, token of that old custom that is starting to revive again, of husbands wearing marriage rings as well as wives.
�And a dozen other ways. You could call Tremont 4102. Or you could call the marriage clerk at the City Hall��
�But we were just beginning,� I said bleakly. �I have no pictures. She was wearing the only ring we had. The certificate was to be mailed to us at Lake City in a few days. You could call this justice of the peace, Hulskamp, out near U.S. 9; he�ll tell you��
�Okay, Cannon, I�ll do that. We�ll go back to headquarters, I�ll tell the lieutenant what I�ve gotten so far, and I�ll do it from there.�
Now at last it would be over, now at last it would be straightened out. He left me sitting in the room outside the lieutenant�s office, while he was in there reporting to him. He seemed to take a long time, so I knew he must be doing more than just reporting; they must be talking it over.
Finally Ainslie looked out at me, but only to say, �What was the name of that justice you say married you, again?�
�Hulskamp.�
He closed the door again. I had another long wait. Finally it opened a second time, he hitched his head at me to come in. The atmosphere, when I got in there, was one of hard, brittle curiosity, without any feeling to it. As when you look at somebody afflicted in a way you never heard of before, and wonder how he got that way.
I got that distinctly. Even from Ainslie, and it was fairly oozing from his lieutenant and the other men in the room. They looked and looked and looked at me.
The lieutenant did the talking. �You say a Justice Hulskamp married you. You still say that?�
�A white house sitting off the road, this side of Lake City, just before you get to U.S. 9��
�Well, there is a Justice Hulskamp, and he does live out there. We just had him on the phone. He says he never married anyone named James Cannon to anyone named Alice Brown, last night or any other night. He hasn�t married anyone who looks like you, recently, to anyone who looks as you say she did. He didn�t marry anyone at all at any time last night��
He was going off someplace while he talked to me, and his voice was going away after him. Ainslie filled a paper cup with water at the cooler in the corner, strewed it deftly across my face, once each way, as if I were some kind of a potted plant, and one of the other guys picked me up from the floor and put me back on the chair again.
The lieutenant�s voice came back again stronger, as if he hadn�t gone away after all. �Who were her people in Lake City?�
�She was an orphan.�
�Well, where did she work there?�
�At the house of a family named Beresford, at 20 New Hampshire Avenue. She was in service there, a maid; she lived with them��
�Give me long distance. Give me Lake City. This is Michianopolis police headquarters. I want to talk to a party named Beresford, 20 New Hampshire Avenue.�
The ring came back fast. �We�re holding a man here who claims he married a maid working for you. A girl by the name of Alice Brown.�
He�d hung up before I even knew it was over. �There�s no maid employed there. They don�t know anything about any Alice Brown, never heard of her.�

I stayed on the chair this time. I just didn�t hear so clearly for a while, everything sort of fuzzy.
�...Hallucinations... And he�s in a semi-hysterical condition right now. Notice how jerky his reflexes are?� Someone was chopping the edge of his hand at my kneecaps. �Seems harmless. Let him go. It�ll probably wear off. I�ll give him a sedative.� Someone snapped a bag shut, left the room.
The lieutenant�s voice was as flat as it was deadly, and it brooked no argument. �You never had a wife, Cannon!�
I could see only Ainslie�s face in the welter before me. �You have, though, haven�t you?� I said, so low none of the others could catch it.
The lieutenant was still talking to me. �Now get out of here before we change our minds and call an ambulance to take you away. And don�t go back into any more hotels raising a row.�
I hung around outside; I wouldn�t go away. Where was there to go? One of the others came out, looked at me fleetingly in passing, said with humorous tolerance, �You better get out of here before the lieutenant catches you,� and went on about his business.
I waited until I saw Ainslie come out. Then I went up to him. �I�ve got to talk to you; you�ve got to listen to me��
�Why? The matter�s closed. You heard the lieutenant.�
He went back to some sort of a locker room. I went after him.
�You�re not supposed to come back here. Now look, Cannon, I�m telling you for your own good, you�re looking for trouble if you keep this up.�
�Don�t turn me down,� I said hoarsely, tugging away at the seam of his sleeve. �Can�t you see the state I�m in? I�m like someone in a dark room, crying for a match. I�m like someone drowning, crying for a helping hand. I can�t make it alone anymore.�
There wasn�t anyone in the place but just the two of us. My pawing grip slipped down his sleeve to the hem of his coat, and I was looking up at him from my knees. What did I care? There was no such thing as pride or dignity anymore. I would have crawled flat along the floor on my belly, just to get a word of relief out of anyone.
�Forget you�re a detective, and I�m a case. I�m appealing to you as one human being to another. I�m appealing to you as one husband to another. Don�t turn your back on me like that, don�t pull my hands away from your coat. I don�t ask you to do anything for me any more; you don�t have to lift a finger. Just say, �Yes, you had a wife, Cannon.� Just give me that one glimmer of light in the dark. Say it even if you don�t mean it, even if you don�t believe it, say it anyway. Oh, say it, will you��
He drew the back of his hand slowly across his mouth, either in disgust at my abasement or in a sudden access of pity. Maybe a little of both. His voice was hoarse, as if he were sore at the spot I was putting him on.
�Give me anything,� he said, shaking me a little and jogging me to my feet, �the slightest thing, to show that she ever existed, to show that there ever was such a person outside of your own mind, and I�ll be with you to the bitter end. Give me a pin that she used to fasten her dress with. Give me a grain of powder, a stray hair; but prove that it was hers. But I can�t do it unless you do.�
�And I have nothing to show you. Not a pin, not a grain of powder.�
I took a few dragging steps toward the locker room door. �You�re doing something to me that I wouldn�t do to a dog,� I mumbled. �What you�re doing to me is worse than if you were to kill me. You�re locking me up in shadows for the rest of my life. You�re taking my mind away from me. You�re condemning me slowly but surely to madness, to being without a mind. It won�t happen right away, but sooner or later, in six months or in a year� Well, I guess that�s that.�
I fumbled my way out of the locker room and down the passageway outside, guiding myself with one arm along the wall, and past the sergeant�s desk and down the steps, and then I was out in the street.
I left my car there where it was. What did I want with it? I started to walk, without knowing where I was going. I walked a long time, and a good long distance.
Then all of a sudden I noticed a lighted drugstore � it was dark by now � across the way. I must have passed others before now, but this was the first one I noticed.
I crossed over and looked in the open doorway. It had telephone booths; I could see them at the back, to one side. I moved on a few steps, stopped, and felt in my pockets. I found a quill toothpick, and I dug the point of it good and hard down the back of my finger, ripped the skin open. Then I threw it away. I wrapped a handkerchief around the finger, and I turned around and went inside.
I said to the clerk, �Give me some iodine. My cat just scratched me and I don�t want to take any chances.�
He said, �Want me to put it on for you?�
I said, �No, gimme the whole bottle. I�ll take it home; we�re out of it.�
I paid him for it and moved over to one side and started to thumb through one of the directories in the rack. Just as he went back inside the prescription room, I found my number. I went into the end booth and pulled the slide closed. I took off my hat and hung it over the phone mouthpiece, sort of making myself at home.
Then I sat down and started to undo the paper he�d just wrapped around the bottle. When I had it off, I pulled the knot of my tie out a little further to give myself lots of room. Then I took the stopper out of the bottle and tilted my head back and braced myself.
Something that felt like a baseball bat came chopping down on the arm I was bringing up, and nearly broke it in two, and the iodine sprayed all over the side of the booth. Ainslie was standing there in the half-opened slide.
He said, �Come on outta there!� and gave me a pull by the collar of my coat that did it for me. He didn�t say anything more until we were out on the sidewalk in front of the place. Then he stopped and looked me over from head to foot as if I were some kind of a microbe. He said, �Well, it was worth coming all this way after you, at that!�
My car was standing there; I must have left the keys in it and he must have tailed me in that. He thumbed it, and I went over and climbed in and sat there limply. He stayed outside.
I said, �I can�t live with shadows, Ainslie. I�m frightened, too frightened to go on. You don�t know what the nights�ll be like from now on. And the days won�t be much better. I�d rather go now, fast. Show her to me on a slab at the morgue and I won�t whimper. Show her to me all cut up in small pieces and I won�t bat an eyelash. But don�t say she never was.�
�I guessed what was coming from the minute I saw you jab yourself with that toothpick.� He watched sardonically while I slowly unwound the handkerchief, that had stayed around my finger all this time. The scratch had hardly bled at all. Just a single hairline of red was on the handkerchief.
We both looked at that.
Then more of the handkerchief came open. We both looked at the initials in the corner. A.B. We both, most likely, smelled the faint sweetness that still came from it at the same time. Very faint, for it was such a small handkerchief.
We both looked at each other, and both our minds made the same discovery at the same time. I was the one who spoke it aloud. �It�s hers,� I said grimly; �the wife that didn�t exist.�
�This is a fine time to come out with it,� he said quietly. �Move over, I�ll drive.� That was his way of saying, �I�m in.�
I said, �I remember now. I got a cinder in my eye, during the drive in, and she lent me her handkerchief to take it out with; I didn�t have one of my own on me. I guess I forgot to give it back to her. And this � is it.� I looked at him rebukingly. �What a difference a few square inches of linen can make. Without it, I was a madman. With it, I�m a rational being who enlists your co-operation.�
�No. You didn�t turn it up when it would have done you the most good, back at the station house. You only turned it up several minutes after you were already supposed to have gulped a bottle of iodine. I could tell by your face you�d forgotten about it until then yourself. I think that does make a difference. To me it does, anyway.� He meshed gears.
�And what�re you going to do about it?�
�Since we don�t believe in the supernatural, our only possible premise is that there�s been some human agency at work.�
I noticed the direction he was taking. �Aren�t you going back to the Royal?�
�There�s no use bothering with the hotel. D�you see what I mean?�
�No, I don�t,� I said bluntly. �That was where she disappeared.�
�The focus for this wholesale case of astigmatism is elsewhere, outside the hotel. It�s true we could try to break them down, there at the hotel. But what about the justice, what about the Beresford house in Lake City? I think it�ll be simpler to try to find out the reason rather than the mechanics of the disappearance.
�And the reason lies elsewhere. Because you brought her to the hotel from the justice�s. And to the justice�s from Lake City. The hotel was the last stage. Find out why the justice denies he married you, and we don�t have to find out why the hotel staff denies having seen her. Find out why the Beresford house denies she was a maid there, and we don�t have to find out why the justice denies he married you.
�Find out, maybe, something else, and we don�t have to find out why the Beresford house denies she was a maid there. The time element keeps moving backward through the whole thing. Now talk to me. How long did you know her? How well? How much did you know about her?�
�Not long. Not well. Practically nothing. It was one of those story-book things. I met her a week ago last night. She was sitting on a bench in the park, as if she were lonely, didn�t have a friend in the world. I don�t make a habit of accosting girls on park benches, but she looked so dejected it got to me.
�Well, that�s how we met. I walked her home afterwards to where she said she lived. But when we got there � holy smoke, it was a mansion! I got nervous, said: �Gee, this is a pretty swell place for a guy like me to be bringing anyone home to, just a clerk in a store.�
�She laughed and said, �I�m only the maid. Disappointed?� I said, �No, I would have been disappointed if you�d been anybody else, because then you wouldn�t be in my class.� She seemed relieved after I said that. She said, �Gee, I�ve waited so long to find someone who�d like me for myself.�
�Well, to make a long story short, we made an appointment to meet at that same bench the next night. I waited there for two hours and she never showed up. Luckily I went back there the next night again � and there she was. She explained she hadn�t been able to get out the night before; the people where she worked were having company or something.
�When I took her home that night I asked her name, which I didn�t know yet, and that seemed to scare her. She got sort of flustered, and I saw her look at her handbag. It had the initials A.B. on it; I�d already noticed that the first night I met her. She said, �Alice Brown.�
�By the third time we met we were already nuts about each other. I asked her whether she�d take a chance and marry me. She said, �Is it possible someone wants to marry little Alice Brown, who hasn�t a friend in the world?� I said yes, and that was all there was to it.
�Only, when I left her that night, she seemed kind of scared. First I thought she was scared I�d change my mind, back out, but it wasn�t that. She said, �Jimmy, let�s hurry up and do it, don�t let�s put it off. Let�s do it while � while we have the chance�; and she hung onto my sleeve tight with both hands.
�So the next day I asked for a week off, which I had coming to me from last summer anyway, and I waited for her with the car on the corner three blocks away from the house where she was in service. She came running as if the devil were behind her, but I thought that was because she didn�t want to keep me waiting. She just had that one little overnight bag with her.
�She jumped in, and her face looked kind of white, and she said, �Hurry, Jimmy, hurry!� And away we went. And until we were outside of Lake City, she kept looking back every once in a while, as if she were afraid someone was coming after us.�
Ainslie didn�t say much after all that rigmarole I�d given him. Just five words, after we�d driven on for about ten minutes or so. �She was afraid of something.� And then in another ten minutes, �And whatever it was, it�s what�s caught up with her now.�
We stopped at the filling station where Alice and I had stopped for gas the night before. I looked over the attendants, said: �There�s the one serviced us.� Ainslie called him over, played a pocket light on my face.
�Do you remember servicing this man last night? This man, and a girl with him?�
�Nope, not me. Maybe one of the oth��
Neither of us could see his hands at the moment; they were out of range below the car door. I said, �He�s got a white scar across the back of his right hand. I saw it last night.�
Ainslie said, �Hold it up.�
He did, and there was a white cicatrice across it, where stitches had been taken or something. Ainslie said, �Now whaddye say?�
It didn�t shake him in the least. �I still say no. Maybe he saw me at one time or another, but I�ve never seen him, to my knowledge, with or without a girl.� He waited a minute, then added: �Why should I deny it, if it was so?�
�We�ll be back, in a day or in a week or in a month,� Ainslie let him know grimly, �but we�ll be back � to find that out.�
We drove on. �Those few square inches of linen handkerchief will be wearing pretty thin, if this keeps up,� I muttered dejectedly after a while.
�Don�t let that worry you,� he said, looking straight ahead. �Once I�m sold, I don�t unsell easily.�
We crossed U.S. 9 a half-hour later. A little white house came skimming along out of the darkness. �This is where I was married to a ghost,� I said.
He braked, twisted the grip of the door latch. My hand shot down, stopped his arm.
�Wait; before you go in, listen to this. It may help out that handkerchief. There�ll be a round mirror in the hall, to the left of the door, with antlers over it for a hatrack. In their parlor, where he read the service, there�ll be an upright piano, with brass candle holders sticking out of the front of it, above the keyboard. It�s got a scarf on it that ends in a lot of little plush balls. And on the music rack, the top selection is a copy of Kiss Me Again. And on the wall there�s a painting of a lot of fruit rolling out of a basket. And this housekeeper, he calls her Dora.�
�That�s enough,� he said in that toneless voice of his. �I told you I was with you anyway, didn�t I?� He got out and went over and rang the bell. I went with him, of course.
They must have been asleep; they didn�t answer right away. Then the housekeeper opened the door and looked out at us. Before we could say anything, we heard the justice call down the stairs, �Who is it, Dora?�
Ainslie asked if we could come in and talk to him, and straightened his necktie in the round mirror to the left of the door, with antlers over it.
Hulskamp came down in a bathrobe, and Ainslie said: �You married this man to a girl named Alice Brown last night.� It wasn�t a question.
The justice said, �No. I�ve already been asked that once, over the phone, and I said I hadn�t. I�ve never seen this young man before.� He even put on his glasses to look at me better.
Ainslie didn�t argue the matter, almost seemed to take him at his word. �I won�t ask you to let me see your records,� he said drily, �because they�ll undoubtedly � bear out your word.�
He strolled as far as the parlor entrance, glanced in idly. I peered over his shoulder. There was an upright piano with brass candle sconces. A copy of Kiss Me Again was topmost on its rack. A painting of fruit rolling out of a basket daubed the wall.
�They certainly will!� snapped the justice resentfully.
The housekeeper put her oar in. �I�m a witness at all the marriages the justice performs, and I�m sure the young man�s mistaken. I don�t ever recall��
Ainslie steadied me with one hand clasping my arm, and led me out without another word. We got in the car again. Their door closed, somewhat forcefully.
I pounded the rim of the wheel helplessly with my fist. I said, �What is it? Some sort of wholesale conspiracy? But why? She�s not important; I�m not important.�
He threw in the clutch, the little white house ebbed away in the night darkness behind us.
�It�s some sort of a conspiracy, all right,� he said. �We�ve got to get the reason for it. That�s the quickest, shortest way to clear it up. To take any of the weaker links, the bellboy at the hotel or that filling station attendant, and break them down, would not only take days, but in the end would only get us some anonymous individual who�d either threatened them or paid them to forget having seen your wife, and we wouldn�t be much further than before. If we can get the reason behind it all, the source, we don�t have to bother with any of these small fry. That�s why we�re heading back to Lake City instead of just concentrating on that hotel in Michianopolis.�
We made Lake City by one A.M. and I showed him the way to New Hampshire Avenue. Number 20 was a massive corner house, and we glided up to it from the back, along the side street; braked across the way from the service entrance I�d always brought her back to. Not a light was showing.
�Don�t get out yet,� he said. �When you brought her home nights, you brought her to this back door, right?�
�Yes.�
�Tell me, did you ever actually see her open it and go in, or did you just leave her here by it and walk off without waiting to see where she went?�
I felt myself get a little frightened again. This was something that hadn�t occurred to me until now. �I didn�t once actually see the door open and her go inside, now that I come to think of it. She seemed to � to want me to walk off without waiting. She didn�t say so, but I could tell. I thought maybe it was because she didn�t want her employers to catch on she was going around with anyone. I�d walk off, down that way��
I pointed to the corner behind us, on the next avenue over. �Then when I got there, I�d look back from there each time. As anyone would. Each time I did, she wasn�t there anymore. I thought she�d gone in, but � it�s funny, I never saw her go in.�
He nodded gloomily. �Just about what I thought. For all you know, she didn�t even belong in that house, never went in there at all. A quick little dash, while your back was turned, would have taken her around the corner of the house and out of sight. And the city would have swallowed her up.�
�But why?� I said helplessly.
He didn�t answer that. We hadn�t had a good look at the front of the house yet. As I have said, we had approached from the rear, along the side street. He got out of the car now, and I followed suit. We walked down the few remaining yards to the corner, and turned and looked all up and down the front of it.
It was an expensive limestone building; it spelt real dough, even looking at it in the dark as we were. There was a light showing from the front, through one of the tall ground-floor windows � but a very dim one, almost like a night light. It didn�t send any shine outside; just peered wanly around the sides of the blind that had been drawn on the inside.
Something moved close up against the door-facing, stirred a little. If it hadn�t been white limestone, it wouldn�t have even been noticeable at all. We both saw it at once; I caught instinctively at Ainslie�s arm, and a cold knife of dull fear went through me � though why I couldn�t tell.
�Crepe on the front door,� he whispered. �Somebody�s dead in there. Whether she did go in here or didn�t, just the same I think we�d better have a look at the inside of this place.�
I took a step in the direction of the front door. He recalled me with a curt gesture. �And by that I don�t mean march up the front steps, ring the doorbell, and flash my badge.�
�Then how?�
Brakes ground somewhere along the side street behind us. We turned our heads and a lacquered sedan-truck had drawn up directly before the service door of 20 New Hampshire Avenue. �Just in time,� Ainslie said. �This is how.�
We started back toward it. The driver and a helper had gotten down, were unloading batches of camp chairs and stacking them up against the side of the truck, preparatory to taking them in.
�For the services tomorrow, I suppose,� Ainslie grunted. He said to the driver: �Who is it that died, bud?�
�Mean to say you ain�t heard? It�s in alla papers.�
�We�re from out of town.�
�Alma Beresford, the heiress. Richest gal in twenty-four states. She was an orphum, too. Pretty soft for her guardian; not another soul to get the cash but him.�
�What was it?� For the first time since I�d known him, you couldn�t have called Ainslie�s voice toneless; it was sort of springy like a rubber band that�s pulled too tight.
�Heart attack, I think.� The truckman snapped his fingers. �Like that. Shows you that rich or poor, when you gotta go, you gotta go.�
Ainslie asked only one more question. �Why you bringing these setups at an hour like this? They�re not going to hold the services in the middle of the night, are they?�
�Nah, but first thing in the morning; so early there wouldn�t be a chance to get �em over here unless we delivered �em ahead of time.� He was suddenly staring fascinatedly at the silvery lining of Ainslie�s hand.
Ainslie�s voice was toneless again. �Tell you what you fellows are going to do. You�re going to save yourselves the trouble of hauling all those camp chairs inside, and you�re going to get paid for it in the bargain. Lend us those work aprons y�got on.�
He slipped them something apiece; I couldn�t see whether it was two dollars or five. �Gimme your delivery ticket; I�ll get it receipted for you. You two get back in the truck and lie low.�
We both doffed our hats and coats, put them in our own car, rolled our shirt sleeves, put on the work aprons, and rang the service bell. There was a short wait and then a wire-sheathed bulb over the entry glimmered pallidly as an indication someone was coming. The door opened and a gaunt-faced sandy-haired man looked out at us. It was hard to tell just how old he was. He looked like a butler, but he was dressed in a business suit.
�Camp chairs from the Thebes Funerary Chapel,� Ainslie said, reading from the delivery ticket.
�Follow me and I�ll show you where they�re to go,� he said in a hushed voice. �Be as quiet as you can. We�ve only just succeeded in getting Mr. Hastings to lie down and try to rest a little.� The guardian, I supposed. In which case this anemic-looking customer would be the guardian�s Man Friday.
We each grabbed up a double armful of the camp chairs and went in after him. They were corded together in batches of half a dozen. We could have cleared up the whole consignment at once � they were lightweight � but Ainslie gave me the eye not to; I guess he wanted to have an excuse to prolong our presence as much as possible.
You went down a short delivery passageway, then up a few steps into a brightly lighted kitchen.
A hatchet-faced woman in maid�s livery was sitting by a table crying away under one eye-shading hand, a teacup and a tumbler of gin before her. Judging by the redness of her nose, she�d been at it for hours. �My baby,� she�d mew every once in a while.
We followed him out at the other side, through a pantry, a gloomy-looking dining room, and finally into a huge cavernous front room, eerily suffused with flickering candlelight that did no more than heighten the shadows in its far corners. It was this wavering pallor that we must have seen from outside of the house.
An open coffin rested on a flower-massed bier at the upper end of the place, a lighted taper glimmering at each corner of it. A violet velvet pall had been spread over the top of it, concealing what lay within.
But a tiny peaked outline, that could have been made by an uptilted nose, was visible in the plush at one extremity of its length. That knife of dread gave an excruciating little twist in me, and again I didn�t know why � or refused to admit I did. It was as if I instinctively sensed the nearness of something familiar.
The rest of the room, before this monument to mortality, had been left clear, its original furniture moved aside or taken out. The man who had admitted us gave us our instructions.
�Arrange them in four rows, here in front of the bier. Leave an aisle through them. And be sure and leave enough space up ahead for the divine who will deliver the oration.� Then he retreated to the door and stood watching us for a moment.
Ainslie produced a knife from the pocket of his borrowed apron, began severing the cording that bound the frames of the camp chairs together. I opened them one at a time as he freed them and began setting them up in quadruple rows, being as slow about it as I could.
There was a slight sound and the factotum had tiptoed back toward the kitchen for a moment, perhaps for a sip of the comforting gin. Ainslie raised his head, caught my eye, speared his thumb at the bier imperatively. I was the nearer of us to it at the moment. I knew what he meant: look and see who it was.
I went cold all over, but I put down the camp chair I was fiddling with and edged over toward it on arched feet. The taper flames bent down flat as I approached them, and sort of hissed. Sweat needled out under the roots of my hair. I went around by the head, where that tiny little peak was, reached out, and gingerly took hold of the corners of the velvet pall, which fell loosely over the two sides of the coffin without quite meeting the headboard.
Just as my wrists flexed to tip it back, Ainslie coughed warningly. There was a whispered returning tread from beyond the doorway. I let go, took a quick side-jump back toward where I�d been.
I glanced around and the secretary fellow had come back again, was standing there with his eyes fixed on me. I pretended to be measuring off the distance for the pulpit with my foot.
�You men are rather slow about it,� he said, thin-lipped.
�You want �em just so, don�t you?� Ainslie answered. He went out to get the second batch. I pretended one of the stools had jammed and I was having trouble getting it open, as an excuse to linger behind. The secretary was on his guard. He lingered too.
The dick took care of that. He waited until he was halfway back with his load of camp chairs, then dropped them all over the pantry floor with a clatter, to draw the watchdog off.
It worked. He gave a huff of annoyance, turned, and went in to bawl Ainslie out for the noise he had made. The minute the doorway cleared, I gave a cat-like spring back toward the velvet mound. This time I made it. I flung the pall back�
Then I let go of it, and the lighted candles started spinning around my head, faster and faster, until they made a comet-like track of fire. The still face staring up at me from the coffin was Alice�s.

I felt my knees hit something, and I was swaying back and forth on them there beside the bier. I could hear somebody coming back toward the room, but whether it was Ainslie or the other guy I didn�t know and didn�t care. Then an arm went around me and steadied me to my feet once more, so I knew it was Ainslie.
�It�s her,� I said brokenly. �Alice. I can�t understand it; she must � have � been this rich girl, Alma Beresford, all the time��
He let go of me, took a quick step over to the coffin, flung the pall even further back than I had. He dipped his head, as if he were staring nearsightedly. Then he turned and I never felt my shoulder grabbed so hard before, or since. His fingers felt like steel claws that went in, and met in the middle. For a minute I didn�t know whether he was attacking me or not; and I was too dazed to care.
He was pointing at the coffin. �Look at that!� he demanded. I didn�t know what he meant. He shook me brutally, either to get me to understand or because he was so excited himself. �She�s not dead. Watch her chest cavern.�
I fixed my eyes on it. You could tell only by watching the line where the white satin of her burial gown met the violet quilting of the coffin lining. The white was faintly, but unmistakably and rhythmically, rising and falling.
�They�ve got her either drugged or in a coma��
He broke off short, let go of me as if my shoulder were red-hot and burned his fingers. His hand flashed down and up again, and he�d drawn and sighted over my shoulder. �Put it down or I�ll let you have it right where you are!� he said.
Something thudded to the carpet. I turned and the secretary was standing there in the doorway, palms out, a fallen revolver lying at his feet.
�Go over and get that, Cannon,� Ainslie ordered. �This looks like the finale now. Let�s see what we�ve got.�
There was an arched opening behind him, leading out to the front entrance hall, I suppose, and the stairway to the upper floors. We�d come in from the rear, remember. Velvet drapes had been drawn closed over that arch, sealing it up, the whole time we�d been in there.
He must have come in through there. I bent down before the motionless secretary, and, with my fingers an inch away from the fallen gun at his feet, I heard the impact of a head blow and Ainslie gave the peculiar guttural groan of someone going down into unconsciousness.
The secretary�s foot snaked out and sped the gun skidding far across to the other side of the room. Then he dropped on my curved back like a dead weight and I went down flat under him, pushing my face into the parquet flooring.
He kept aiming blows at the side of my head from above, but he had only his fists to work with at the moment, and even the ones that landed weren�t as effective as whatever it was that had been used on Ainslie. I reached upward and over, caught the secretary by the shoulders of his coat, tugged and at the same time jerked my body out from under him in the opposite direction; and he came flying up in a backward somersault and landed sprawling a few feet away.
I got up and looked. Ainslie lay inert, face down on the floor to one side of the coffin, something gleaming wet down the part of his hair. There was a handsome but vicious-looking gray-haired man in a brocaded dressing gown standing behind him holding a gun on me, trying to cow me with it.
�Get him, Mr. Hastings,� panted the one I�d just flung off.
It would have taken more than a gun to hold me, after what I�d been through. I charged at him, around Ainslie�s form. He evidently didn�t want to fire, didn�t want the noise of a shot to be heard there in the house. Instead, he reversed his gun, swung the butt high up over his shoulder; and my own headfirst charge undid me. I couldn�t swerve or brake in time, plunged right in under it. A hissing, spark-shedding skyrocket seemed to tear through the top of my head, and I went down into nothingness as Ainslie had.

For an hour after I recovered consciousness I was in complete darkness. Such utter darkness that I couldn�t be sure the blow hadn�t affected my optic nerve.
I was in a sitting position, on something cold � stone flooring probably � with my hands lashed behind me, around something equally cold and sweating moisture, most likely a water pipe. My feet were tied too, and there was a gag over my mouth. My head blazed with pain.
After what seemed like an age, a smoky gray light began to dilute the blackness; so at least my eyesight wasn�t impaired. As the light strengthened it showed me first a barred grate high up on the wall through which the dawn was peering in. Next, a dingy basement around me, presumably that of the same New Hampshire Avenue house we had entered several hours ago.
And finally, if that was any consolation to me, Ainslie sitting facing me from across the way, in about the same fix I was. Hands and feet secured, sitting before another pipe, mouth also gagged. A dark stain down one side of his forehead, long since dried, marked the effect of the blow he had received.
We just stared at each other, unable to communicate. We could turn our heads. He shook his from side to side deprecatingly. I knew what he meant: �Fine spot we ended up in, didn�t we?� I nodded, meaning, �You said it.�
But we were enjoying perfect comfort and peace of mind, compared to what was to follow. It came within about half an hour at the most. Sounds of activity began to penetrate to where we were. First a desultory moving about sounded over our heads, as if someone were looking things over to make sure everything was in order. Then something heavy was set down: it might have been a table, a desk � or a pulpit.
This cellar compartment we were in seemed to be directly under that large front room where the coffin was and where the obsequies were to be held.
A dawning horror began to percolate through me. I looked at Ainslie and tried to make him understand what I was thinking. I didn�t need to, he was thinking the same thing.
She�d been alive when we�d last seen her, last night. Early this same morning, rather. What were they going to do � go ahead with it anyway?
A car door clashed faintly, somewhere off in the distance outside. It must have been at the main entrance of this very house we were in, for within a moment or two new footsteps sounded overhead, picking their way along, as down an aisle under guidance. Then something scraped slightly, like the leg rests of a camp chair straining under the weight of a body.
It repeated itself eight or ten times after that. The impact of a car door outside in the open, then the sedate footsteps over us � some the flat dull ones of men, some the sharp brittle ones of women � then the slight shift and click of the camp chairs. I didn�t have to be told its meaning; probably Ainslie didn�t either. The mourners were arriving for the services.
It was probably unintentional, our having been placed directly below like this; but it was the most diabolic torture that could ever have been devised. Was she dead yet, or wasn�t she? But she had to be before�
They couldn�t be that low. Maybe the drug she�d been under last night was timed to take fatal effect between then and now. But suppose it hadn�t?
The two of us were writhing there like maimed snakes. Ainslie kept trying to bring his knees up and meet them with his chin, and at first I couldn�t understand what his idea was. It was to snag the gag in the cleft between his two tightly pressed knees and pull it down, or at least dislodge it sufficiently to get some sound out. I immediately began trying the same thing myself.
Meanwhile an ominous silence had descended above us. No more car-door thuds, no more footsteps mincing down the aisle to their seats. The services were being held.
The lower half of my face was all numb by now from hitting my bony up-ended knees so many times. And still I couldn�t work it. Neither could he. The rounded structure of the kneecaps kept them from getting close enough to our lips to act as pincers. If only one of us could have made it. If we could hear them that clearly down here, they would have been able to hear us yell up there. And they couldn�t all be in on the plot, all those mourners, friends of the family or whoever they were.
Bad as the preliminaries had been, they were as nothing compared to the concluding stages that we now had to endure listening to. There was a sudden concerted mass shifting and scraping above, as if everyone had risen to his feet at one time.
Then a slow, single-file shuffling started in, going in one direction, returning in another. The mourners were filing around the coffin one by one for a last look at the departed. The departed who was still living.
After the last of them had gone out, and while the incessant cracking of car doors was still under way outside, marking the forming of the funeral cortege, there was a quick, businesslike converging of not more than two pairs of feet on one certain place � where the coffin was. A hurried shifting about for a moment or two, then a sharp hammering on wood penetrated to where we were, and nearly drove me crazy; they were fastening down the lid.
After a slight pause that might have been employed in reopening the closed room doors, more feet came in, all male, and moving toward that one certain place where the first two had preceded them. These must be the pallbearers, four or six of them. There was a brief scraping and jockeying about while they lifted the casket to their shoulders, and then the slow, measured tread with which they carried it outside to the waiting hearse.

I let my head fall inertly downward as far over as I could bend it, so Ainslie wouldn�t see the tears running out of my eyes.
Motion attracted me and I looked blurredly up again. He was shaking his head steadily back and forth. �Don�t give up, keep trying,� he meant to say. �It�s not too late yet.�
About five or ten minutes after the hearse had left, a door opened surreptitiously somewhere close at hand; and a stealthy, frightened tread began to descend toward us, evidently along some steps that were back of me.
Ainslie could see who it was � he was facing that way � but I couldn�t until the hatchet-faced maid we had seen crying in the kitchen the night before suddenly sidled out between us. She kept looking back in the direction from which she�d just come, as if scared of her life. She had an ordinary kitchen bread knife in her hand. She wasn�t in livery now, but black-hatted, coated and gloved, as if she had started out for the cemetery with the rest and then slipped back unnoticed.
She went for Ainslie�s bonds first, cackling terrifiedly the whole time she was sawing away at them. �Oh, if they ever find out I did this, I don�t know what they�ll do to me! I didn�t even know you were down here until I happened to overhear Mr. Hastings whisper to his secretary just now before they left, �Leave the other two where they are, we can attend to them when we come back.� Which one of you is her Jimmy? She confided in me; I knew about it; I helped her slip in and out of the house that whole week. I took her place under the bedcovers, so that when he�d look in he�d think she was asleep in her room.
�They had no right to do this to you and your friend, Jimmy, even though you were the cause of her death. The excitement was too much for her, she�d been so carefully brought up. She got this heart attack and died. She was already unconscious when they brought her back � from wherever it was you ran off with her to.
�I don�t know why I�m helping you. You�re a reckless, bad, fortune-hunting scoundrel; Mr. Hastings says so. The marriage wouldn�t have been legal anyway; she didn�t use her right name. It cost him all kinds of money to hush everyone up about it and destroy the documents, so it wouldn�t be found out and you wouldn�t have a chance to blackmail her later.
�You killed my baby! But still he should have turned you over to the police, not kept you tied up all ni��
At this point she finally got through, and Ainslie�s gag flew out of his mouth like one of those feathered darts kids shoot through a blow-tube. �I am the police!� he panted. �And your �baby� has been murdered, or will be within the next few minutes, by Hastings himself, not this boy here! She was still alive in that coffin at two o�clock this morning.�
She gave a scream like the noon whistle of a factory. He kept her from fainting, or at any rate falling in a heap, by pinning her to the wall, took the knife away from her. He freed me in one-tenth of the time it had taken her to rid him of his own bonds. �No,� she was groaning hollowly through her hands, �her own family doctor, a lifelong friend of her father and mother, examined her after she was gone, made out the death certificate. He�s an honest man, he wouldn�t do that��
�He�s old, I take it. Did he see her face?� Ainslie interrupted.
A look of almost stupid consternation froze on her own face. �No. I was at the bedside with him; it was covered. But only a moment before she�d been lying there in full view. The doctor and I both saw her from the door. Then Mr. Hastings had a fainting spell in the other room, and we ran to help him. When the doctor came in again to proceed with his examination, Mr. Chivers had covered her face � to spare Mr. Hastings�s feelings.
�Dr. Meade just examined her body. Mr. Hastings pleaded with him not to remove the covering, said he couldn�t bear it. And my pet was still wearing the little wrist watch her mother gave her before she died��
�They substituted another body for hers, that�s all; I don�t care how many wrist watches it had on it,� Ainslie told her brutally. �Stole that of a young girl approximately her own age who had just died from heart failure or some other natural cause, most likely from one of the hospital morgues, and put it over on the doddering family doctor and you both.
�If you look, you�ll probably find something in the papers about a vanished corpse. The main thing is to stop that burial; I�m not positive enough on it to take a chance. It may be she in the coffin after all, and not the substitute. Where was the interment to be?�
�In the family plot, at Cypress Hill.�
�Come on, Cannon; got your circulation back yet?� He was at the top of the stairs already. �Get the local police and tell them to meet us out there.�

Ainslie�s badge was all that got us into the cemetery, which was private. The casket had already been lowered out of sight. They were throwing the first shovelsful of earth over it as we burst through the little ring of sedate, bowing mourners.
The last thing I saw was Ainslie snatching an implement from one of the cemetery workers and jumping down bodily into the opening, feet first.
The face of that silver-haired devil, her guardian Hastings, had focused in on my inflamed eyes.
A squad of Lake City police, arriving only minutes after us, were all that saved his life. It took three of them to pull me off him.
Ainslie�s voice was what brought me to, more than anything else. �It�s all right, Cannon,� he was yelling over and over from somewhere behind me. �It�s the substitute.�
I stumbled over to the lip of the grave between two of the cops and took a look down. It was the face of a stranger that was peering up at me through the shattered coffin lid. I turned away, and they made the mistake of letting go of me.
I went at the secretary this time; Hastings was still stretched out more dead than alive. �What�ve you done with her? Where�ve you got her?�
�That ain�t the way to make him answer,� Ainslie said, and for the second and last time throughout the whole affair his voice wasn�t toneless. �This is!�
Wham! We had to take about six steps forward to catch up with the secretary where he was now.
Ainslie�s method was all right at that. The secretary talked � fast.

Alice was safe; but she wouldn�t have been, much longer. After the mourners had had a last look at her in the coffin, Hastings and the secretary had locked her up for safekeeping � stupefied, of course � and substituted the other body for burial.
And Alice�s turn was to come later, when, under cover of night, she was to be spirited away to a hunting lodge in the hills � the lodge that had belonged to her father. There she could have been murdered at leisure.
When we�d flashed back to the New Hampshire Avenue house in a police car, and unlocked the door of the little den where she�d been secreted; and when the police physician who accompanied us brought her out of the opiate they�d kept her under � whose arms were the first to go around her?
�Jimmy� � She sighed a little, after we took time off from the clinches � �he showed up late that night with Chivers, in that dinky little room you left me in.
�They must have been right behind us all the way, paying all those people to say they�d never seen me.
�But he fooled me, pretended he wasn�t angry, said he didn�t mind if I married and left him. And I was so sleepy and off guard I believed him. Then he handed me a glass of salty-tasting water to drink, and said, �Come on down to the car. Jimmy�s down there waiting for you; we�ve got him with us.� I staggered down there between them, that�s all I remember.�
Then she remembered something else and looked at me with fright in her eyes. �Jimmy, you didn�t mind marrying little Alice Brown, but I don�t suppose Alma Beresford would stand a show with you�?�
�You don�t-suppose right,� I told her gruffly, �because I�m marrying Alice Brown all over again � even if we�ve gotta change her name first.
�And this ugly-looking bloke standing up here, name of Ainslie, is going to be best man at our second wedding. Know why? Because he was the only one in the whole world believed there really was a you.�

Stop, You�re Killing Me
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The Riddle of the Dangling Pearl
STUART PALMER

THE STORY
Original publication:Mystery, November, 1933; first collected in Hildegarde Withers: Uncollected Stories (Norfolk, VA, Crippen & Landru, 2002). Note: The book has Riddles on the dust jacket but Stories on the title page.

One of the primary characteristics of the golden age of the detective story (1920s�1940s) was the series protagonist, and Charles Stuart Hunter Palmer (1905�1968) wrote one of the most popular series of stories and novels of the era about Hildegarde Withers, a schoolteacher who retires during the series, largely to devote her time to helping Inspector Oscar Piper (of the New York City Police Department) to solve murder cases. Miss Withers, infamous for her choice of odd, even eccentric, hats, was based partially on Palmer�s high school English teacher, Miss Fern Hackett, and partially on his father. Palmer, a frequent contributor to Ellery Queen�s Mystery Magazine, wrote to Frederic Dannay (half of the Ellery Queen collaboration and the editor of the magazine) about the way in which Miss Withers came to be such a significant character:
The origins of Miss Withers are nebulous. When I started Penguin Pool Murder (to be laid in the New York Aquarium as suggested by Powell Brentano then head of Brentano�s Publishers) I worked without an outline, and without much plan. But I decided to ring in a spinster schoolma�am as a minor character, for comedy relief. Believe it or not, I found her taking over. She had more meat on her bones than the cardboard characters who were supposed to carry the story. Finally, almost in spite of myself and certainly in spite of Mr. Brentano, I threw the story into her lap.

Although Miss Withers retires at some point during the series, she is still teaching when she makes her debut in The Penguin Pool Murder (1931), having taken a class of third-graders on a field trip to the New York Aquarium. A thief has attempted to steal a purse from a woman and is making his escape when she throws her omnipresent umbrella in his path to trip him.
She appears to be fearless, pragmatic, no-nonsense, helpful. She retains her unchanging personality throughout a series that ran for eighteen books: fourteen novels and four short story collections, notably The Riddles of Hildegarde Withers (1947), which Ellery Queen selected for his landmark work, Queen�s Quorum, a bibliography of the one hundred six greatest short story collections in the history of detective fiction.

THE FILM
Title: The Plot Thickens, 1936
Studio: RKO Radio Pictures
Director: Ben Holmes
Screenwriters: Jack Townley, Clarence Upson Young
Producers: Samuel J. Briskin (executive producer, uncredited), William Sistrom (associate producer)

THE CAST
��Zasu Pitts (Hildegarde Withers)
��James Gleason (Oscar Piper)
��Owen Davis Jr. (Robert �Bob� Wilkins)
��Louise Latimer (Alice Stevens)

Some elements of the original story remain in the film script, though precious few. Both involve the theft of the priceless Cellini Cup. The screenplay provides a different motive for the murder, different suspects, and a different murderer, though it retains the comic tone of the original story and, indeed, the entire series.
The unfortunate casting of Zasu Pitts entirely changes the character of Hildegarde Withers, who had been so admirably played in previous films by Edna May Oliver. In order to accommodate the ditzy, fluttery style of Pitts, Miss Withers is transformed from Palmer�s bright, acerbic, poised schoolteacher to a loon who makes it difficult to share Piper�s confidence in her abilities as a rational, clear-thinking sleuth.
This is the fifth film in the Hildegarde Withers series and it had the working title The Riddle of the Dangling Pearl during production.

THE RIDDLE OF THE DANGLING PEARL
Stuart Palmer

Rushing through the wide doors of the Cosmopolitan Museum of Art came Miss Hildegarde Withers, out of the blinding sunlight of Fifth Avenue in August into a hushed, dim world. Pausing for a moment to sniff the musty odors which cling to the vast treasure house wherein men have gathered together the objects saved from vandal Time, the angular school teacher went on, sailing serenely past the checkroom to be halted by a gray-uniformed guard at the turnstile.
�Have to check your umbrella, ma�am.�
�Young man,� she advised him sharply, �can�t you see that I need it?� She leaned on the umbrella heavily, and the guard, with a shrug of his shoulders, let her through. She was not lying, even by implication, for this day she was to need her only weapon as never before in all her assiduous, if amateur, efforts at crime detection.
It had been some months since Miss Withers had last found occasion to visit the museum, and today there seemed to be fewer guards and more visitors, particularly juvenile visitors, than formerly. She threaded her resolute way through the crowd, entering the Hall of Sculpture and pushing on toward the staircase at the rear of the building. In this hall the visitors were fewer, and only a solitary art student here and there was copying a painting, lost to the rest of the world.
�You�ll find Professor Carter somewhere in the Florentine Wing,� the Inspector had told her over the telephone. �You can�t miss him, he�s a tall, dried-up old fossil with a big round head bald as an egg.� But at this moment Miss Withers had no idea how, and where, she was to find Professor Carter, associate curator of the Cosmopolitan. For all her haste, she paused for a moment beside a crouching marble nude labeled �Nymph � by Hebilly West.� Using her dampened handkerchief, Miss Withers frowningly removed a penciled mustache from the classic stone face, shaking her head at the laxity of the guards. Then suddenly she looked up.
From somewhere came the patter of light footsteps � the quick steps of a small man or perhaps a woman � fading away down some distant corridor. As they passed, she heard a hoarse masculine scream, thin with surprise, which set a thousand echoes ringing in the vaulted halls. After the school teacher turned and ran on down the hall, turning toward the stairs, she stopped short.
A man was coming, slowly and horribly, down the hundred marble steps � a man whose hoarse scream had almost become a bellow, and who clutched unavailingly at thin air. His body was bent forward almost parallel with the slope of the steep steps...
Miss Withers was frozen with horror, for at the foot of the stairs loomed a gigantic statuary group upon a granite base. As she watched, powerless to move, the plunging man collided headlong with the base of the statue, and his screaming stopped.
There was no doubt in Miss Withers�s mind as to the identity of this man. Inspector Oscar Piper had told her that Carter, the man she had come to see, was a tall and dried-up �fossil� with a head like an egg. And like an egg the round hairless skull of Professor Carter had cracked against the implacable stone.
Almost instantly the hall was filled with gasping, curious onlookers. Here and there a guard began to push his way through. But Miss Withers turned swiftly away, and moved up the stairs. She was looking for something, and when she reached the top step she found it. Then, and not until then, did she rejoin the murmuring, excited group at the base of the stairs.
A small, almost dandyish man in morning clothes was approaching from the opposite corridor, and the guards made a path for him. Miss Withers heard one of them whisper � �It�s the curator!�
Willard Robbins, chief curator of the museum, resembled a young and bustling businessman more than the custodian of a large share of the world�s art treasures. He was not one to waste time upon adjectives. �Quick, Dugan � the canvas and stretcher.� He looked around, through the crowd, for a uniformed figure which was not there. �Burton! How did this happen? Where is Burton?�
�Probably studying art again,� said one of the uniformed men, softly.
But the curator went on. �Please move back, everybody. Back, out of the hallway. Everybody...�
Miss Hildegarde Withers stood her ground. �Young man, I want a word with you!�
Curator Robbins looked annoyed. Then one of his men whispered something to him. His face cleared. �So you�re the lady who saw the accident? Won�t you step this way, to my office?�
They faced each other across a bare mahogany desk. �Well?� said the curator.
�It wasn�t an accident,� said Hildegarde Withers. �Someone tied this� � she produced a loose ball of twine � �across the top step. That was murder.�
�Impossible,� gasped Robbins. He handled the string gingerly. �And you mean to tell me that poor Carter stumbled over this, and plunged to his death � you expect me to believe that?�
�I expect you to believe what I say,� she told him tartly. �Because the police will, if you don�t. You may not know that Professor Carter was afraid of something like this. He telephoned Inspector Piper at Headquarters this morning, asking for police help. The Inspector was busy, so he called me and asked me to drop in, because I live just across the Park, and I�ve been of service to him at times in the past. Now do you believe me?�
Robbins nodded slowly. �All except that Carter phoned for police protection for himself. The old man never thought of his own safety. He lived for the Cellini Cup, which as you perhaps know is the most valuable single art object in the world. He was always dithering for fear bandits would grab it, although we have a burglar-proof system here to protect it. He�d been reading reports from France that a gang of super crooks stole the Mona Lisa from the Louvre, substituting a copy. Why, he even used to spend most of his time in the Florentine Wing, watching over his Cup...�
Miss Withers nodded. �Then there was some reason behind his dithering!�
But the curator shook his head. �Carter had outlived his usefulness here. He had ceased to distinguish between major and minor matters. Indeed, his chief worry was that small boys would do some harm to the Cellini. He used to drive them away from the Florentine Wing religiously, and in turn they teased him...�
The curator smashed his fist against the desk. �That�s it! This was no murder plot. Anyone wanting Carter out of the way could have managed it without going to this extreme. Don�t you see? It was only a thoughtless prank on the part of some of the little hoodlums who play about here on free days. They tied the cord there to give him a bad fall, as a joke, never dreaming of the possible consequence...�
Miss Withers remembered the light, running footsteps. Yet she was somehow surprised that she could not agree with the curator�s easy explanation. Perhaps � yet it was too pat.
�I�m going to find Burton, the guard who was supposed to be stationed near the head of that staircase,� explained Robbins. �Then we�ll have every child in the building searched to find the rest of that string. It was probably taken off a kite string.�
�Probably,� agreed Miss Withers. �I have two favors to ask. First, please don�t let anybody know that I�m anything but a visitor here. Second, let me go in search of this Burton. I think I can guess where he is.�
Robbins bowed, twice. �You�ll probably find Joel Burton around a skirt,� he advised her. �He�s a new guard but highly recommended. Only has this one vice...�
�That you know of,� said the school teacher. �What does he look like?�

Tall, blue-eyed, and Irish as a thatched roof, Joel Burton stood near the end of the second floor corridor which leads to the Florentine Wing of the museum.
�Sure I ought to be getting back to my post,� he was saying. But he kept on obediently squirting water from an atomizer upon the clay figure which was beginning to take shape under the slim, deft fingers of the girl.
�Then go,� said Dagmar. Her voice was slow and rich and throaty. She looked at the young and handsome guard through lashes as tawny-yellow as her hair. All the same, he knew that she didn�t want him to go. It had been five weeks now since Dagmar, one of a dozen art students permitted to copy in the halls, had been at work on her version of Rodin�s �Satyr,� and for four and a half weeks of that time he had been her slave. The slave of hair and eyes and hands and the tall, smooth body...
She tweaked a clay ear into pert life. �That�s enough water,� she said. �Do you want to drown it? Now you can go back to your work.�
But Burton lingered. �Just the one trick I�m going to show you,� he said. From Dagmar�s fingers he took the braided bit of wire with which she cut the damp clay. Then with all his strength he flung it down the corridor. The girl heard it strike tinklingly against a distant window. Then Burton leaned over and neatly extracted it from her curving ear.
She clapped her hands excitedly. �Wonderful!�
Burton persisted. �That�s nothing. See this. I used to wow them with this when I was on Pantages time.� From his pocket he took a small roll of string, and handed it to her. �Take hold of the end, and pull.� He took back the ball, and Dagmar pulled. She pulled until the floor around her was a tangle of string, and then, from his cupped hands, came half a dozen silken flags of the Entente, knotted to the cord, followed by a birdcage containing two celluloid canaries.
Dagmar laughed, and clapped her hands again. The applause was echoed from behind them, and the young couple suddenly became aware of their situation, and sprang apart. Peering benevolently at them was an angular, school teacherish person in a Queen Mary hat. �Splendid, young man!� said Miss Withers. �You�ve missed your vocation.� She came closer.
�If you don�t mind an old woman�s butting in, you�ve also missed something else. There�s been an accident on the main staircase and unless I miss my guess, the curator is looking for you. You�d better start thinking up an excuse...�
�Huh? Thanks!� muttered Joel Burton, fervently. He scooped up his string and the rest of his props and flew.
�That was a kind-hearted thing to do,� said Dagmar, coolly, after there had been a moment�s silence.
Miss Withers stared at the lovely art student. �I�m not so old but that I can remember when I was young,� she said. She waved a thin yet graceful arm. �Romance...�
Dagmar flushed a little, and bent over her modeling. But Miss Hildegarde Withers was not to be got rid of so easily. �You have talent,� she observed, critically. �That�s an excellent copy you�re doing. The flair, the feeling of the original � and something added...�
Dagmar bowed, almost formally. Then she looked up and faced the intruder with a complete change of subject. �He really isn�t meant for this sort of thing, you know.� Her tone was almost defiant. �He may be only a museum guard, but he belongs in a different place from this.�
Miss Withers cleared her throat. Then � �I�m inclined to agree with you,� she said. If her tone was grim, the girl did not sense it. �Then you didn�t hear the noise a few minutes ago, either of you?�
Dagmar shook her head. �Oh, yes � I heard a man shouting. But the echoes distort sounds here so much that I didn�t pay much attention. I don�t know if Joel heard it or not � he was��
�Oh, he wasn�t with you all the time?� Miss Withers noticed the pail of fresh water beside Dagmar�s stool. �Did he go on an errand?�
But the girl was quick. �Joel was with me for the last half hour,� she announced. �If it makes any difference...�
�It might � who can tell?� said Miss Withers softly, and then withdrew.

There was a guard outside the door of the curator�s office. �You can�t go in there,� he told Miss Withers.
�I can and I may,� she retorted, and plunged through, umbrella clutched firmly in her hand. Inside she found Robbins, flustered somewhat, facing fifteen or twenty youngsters of ages assorted from six to twelve.
�I want the boy who did this wicked thing to come forward and confess!� the curator was thundering. Behind him stood a perspiring and bulky guard. The urchins scratched and shrugged and kept their silence.
�Perhaps,� suggested a voice from the doorway � �perhaps you�d let me help, Mr. Curator. I�m used to boys of this age in my own classes...�
But Robbins was out of temper. �Thank you madam,� he said, shortly, �but I�m confident that one of these hooligans caused the death of Professor Carter, and I�m going to find out which one it was. Search them, Cassidy.�
Miss Withers stood back and watched the process, which was not without its difficulty. �Put everything out of yer pockets here on the table,� ordered Cassidy.
One boy hesitated, and Robbins leaped forward. �There! In that pocket. What have you got hidden there?�
He inserted his well-manicured hand swiftly, and withdrew it holding a gummy mass of old butterscotch. The guard continued the search, bringing to light several balls of kite string, but none which matched the sinister cord which lay across the curator�s desk. He stepped back, his face perplexed.
Then there came a knock at the door. It opened, and in came Joel Burton, clinging to the arm of a resisting red-headed gamin who had been discovered, he said, lurking in Armour Hall. �This is the last of them,� he announced.
The urchin grinned widely, showing the lack of a front tooth. His head was a mass of red curls, and his dress consisted of a ragged sweater and worn overalls. �Leave me alone,� the lad insisted. �I done nothing.�
�Search him, Cassidy, and see if you find any cord to match this,� ordered the curator.

The prisoner submitted without resistance, his hard, young-old face defiant. But Miss Withers was not watching the boy. Her keen eyes were upon Joel Burton, who stood by the door with his eyes upon the cord which lay on Robbins�s table. Automatically his hand went to his side pocket � closed around something�
�What have you there, if I may ask?� said Miss Withers swiftly. All eyes turned on her, and then on the guard.
He never blinked an eye. �Nothing at all,� he said. The muscles of his wrist flickered, and then he extended his open palm. �What would I have?�
Miss Withers remembered the exhibition in the hallway. �Never mind,� she said. And the search went on, with the result which Miss Withers had known would occur. The boys were released, with a general warning to behave themselves for the good of their souls, and poured out of the office, the red-haired lad in the lead. Miss Withers and the curator looked after them.
�I told you so,� said that lady. �No child planned that diabolical scheme.� Robbins did not answer. He was smiling at the red-headed urchin, who was walking fast down the hall, away from the others, with his cap perched on one side of his curly poll and his feet turned out, Charlie Chaplin fashion.
�Fathers of men,� observed the curator, sententiously.
�Fathers of men and sons of Belial,� Miss Withers told him, from bitter experience. Then she faced Robbins. �I still feel that this mystery, if it is a mystery, has something to do with the Cellini Cup you spoke of. I wonder if you�d send one of the guards with me to look at it � preferably one of those whose duty it is to watch it.�
The curator hesitated. �That would be Joel Burton. From his post at the head of the stairs he commands a view, down the long corridor, of the Rodin Hall and the Florentine Wing which holds the Cellini. The Cellini case is placed beneath a skylight, so that he could check on it every minute � when he is at his post. He�s wandered away once too often, so I�ve demoted him to the checkroom downstairs, and put Cassidy in his place. Will he do?�
�Splendidly,� said Hildegarde Withers. A few moments later she was following the broad gray back of Cassidy down the hall, past the Rodin statues and the pale-haired girl who worked busily in her corner with the mobile clay, and on into a large, airy room whose walls were lined with glass cabinets filled with glittering gold-encrusted glass.

But she had no eyes for the walls. Set squarely in the center of the room, upon a solid metal pedestal, was a square case of heavy glass. Its base was a polished mirror, and upon the mirror rested an object at once so beautiful and so decadent, so opulent in its color and design, that Miss Withers almost shuddered.
It was small, this Cellini Cup � not more than eight inches in diameter and perhaps seven inches high. But she knew it to be worth the ransom of seven kings.
Its base, resting on the mirror, was a turtle � the legendary tortoise who holds the world upon his back, according to mythology. But this turtle was of crusted gold. Upon the turtle rested a winged dragon of shimmering green and yellow and red enamel, and upon the wings and neck and tail of the dragon rested a wide and richly curving sea-shell of hammered gold.
Crouching on the lip of the shell was a sphinx, with the head of a lovely woman modeled in pure gold, and a serpentine, animalistic body of ardent, opulent greens, blues, whites, and yellows. From the ears of the sphinx depended two miniature pearls, and from her breast, hanging over the bowl in which the Princes of Rospigliosi were wont to keep their salt, hung a great white pearl larger than a pear. This pearl swung back and forth, back and forth, endlessly.
�Vibration of the building,� said Cassidy, the guard. �Professor Carter used to say it showed perfect balance.�
Miss Withers nodded. �And this cup is left here, protected only by a glass case?�
Cassidy laughed, and then turned to make sure that they were alone. �Not on your life, ma�am. The Professor used to hang about all the time, but he didn�t need to. This case is safer than a vault. Look down the hall where we came. See the stair? Well, that�s where one of us is always stationed. Now look this way, toward the other end of the Florentine Wing. See Schultz watching us? One or the other of them has his eyes on this case every minute. But that ain�t all. Come here.�
With a thick finger he traced out the almost invisible wires which ran through the glass. �If one of them is broken, it sets off all the alarms. Instanter, every door and window in the place is double-locked. This wing has no doors and no fire escapes leading out � and the only exit is back through the Rodin Hall to the main stair. What chance do you think a burglar would have, even if the guards did slip? The police would get the alarm direct, and surround the place in two minutes...� He beamed at Miss Withers, proudly.
She was forced to admit that the protection of the priceless treasure did seem thorough. But hadn�t she read somewhere that anything one man devised could be out-done by some other man?
Miss Withers thanked Cassidy, and returned to the stair, pausing on her way to note the slow but steady progress of Dagmar�s satyr. She found, on reaching the main hall, that she was just in time to have missed the undertakers as they removed the body of Professor Carter, canvas and all. Full well she knew that it was her duty to telephone Inspector Piper that this was a job for the whole homicide squad. But that was one of the advantages of having no official standing. She could do exactly as she saw fit, as long as the results justified the means. For the time being she was content to have the death put down as simple misadventure.
She was surprised to notice that the building was gradually emptying � not because of the �accident� but because it was time for lunch. Thoughts of a sandwich began to fill Miss Withers�s busy mind, until she started down the main staircase and saw two white-clad porters mopping the floor around the statuary group at the foot of the stair, and she lost her appetite.
Hildegarde Withers would never have counted this minor loss as an evidence of the good luck which more often than not attended her amateurish efforts as a detective. Yet otherwise she might have stepped out of the building, and missed one of the most exciting hours of her life.
She was sitting on a stone bench in the vast main hall of the lower floor when it happened, trying unavailingly to put in their proper positions the various characters in this mad drama. But she leaped to her feet as there came, from somewhere on the second floor, an unmistakable shot followed by two more in rapid succession.

The few straggling visitors who remained within sight milled about like cattle, but Hildegarde Withers was going up the stairs three steps at a time. She passed Curator Robbins near the top, and both of them went galloping down the hall toward the American Wing, from which sounds of a scuffle were arising. All the alarms went off hideously.
In the doorway they came upon brawny Cassidy and two other guards, a wiry, swarthy little man grasped firmly in their thick red hands. He was mouthing incoherent cries, and making efforts to regain the cheap nickel-plated revolver which Cassidy had taken from him.
�Nobody hurt, Mr. Robbins,� announced Cassidy. �Just a bloody anarchist who wants to destroy the paintings that Mr. Morgan loaned us. All he did was to crack a molding.�
The curator drew a long breath. �Good Lord! I thought it was � well, something worse. This day has been a nightmare. Take him downstairs and turn him over to the cop on the beat. I�ll prefer drunk and disorderly charges against him later.�
Robbins walked back toward the head of the stair with Miss Withers, who was thinking fast. �Funny how things happen all at once,� he observed. �Six months go by, and this is the sleepiest place in town. Then in one day we have a fatal accident and an anarchist. I hope this is the end.�

But Miss Withers did not answer him. She was standing stock-still. �Prepare yourself,� she advised him. �This is far from the end of things.�
Somehow she had known all along that this would happen. She was staring down the Rodin Hall, toward the distant showcase which stood beneath the skylight. Even from that distance, both could see that the light glinted on smashed glass, and that the brilliant, jeweled setting of the showcase was gone.
�Come on,� shouted Robbins, unnecessarily, and began to sprint.
Miss Withers followed, but this time she did not run. She walked slowly, staring at the floor. It was too late to hurry. This was the time to be sure and careful. Half way down the Rodin Hall she paused, finding the clue, the discrepancy, for which she was looking.
She could hear the agonized voice of the curator as he came face to face with the shattered case which had held the Cellini. But Miss Withers was bending over the sprawled body of a tall girl in a black smock, a girl who tried weakly to sit up as the school teacher grasped her shoulder.
At least this wasn�t another corpse. Dagmar pushed aside the proffered aid and stared down the corridor. �Where did he go?�
�Where did who go?�
�The man in the trench-coat, blast him!� Dagmar�s red lips curled in anger. �Slamming into me that way, and knocking me headlong. And look � look what he did to my model!� The satyr did show signs of maltreatment.
Hastily the girl smoothed the profaned clay. �Five weeks work � ruined!�
�It�s not ruined beyond repair, child,� said Miss Withers. �But this man. Did you see his face?� The curator was coming back, and she beckoned to him. �We have a witness, Mr. Robbins.�
�Of course I saw his face,� said Dagmar. �It was � well, just a face. No whiskers or anything. About thirty, or maybe forty. He had his mouth open. And he wore a cap, or maybe it was a hat. Anyway, he had on a trench-coat.�
�Good enough,� the curator told her. �The doors and windows locked instantly when the case was broken. All we have to do is to round up the fellow...�
That was all. It was easy enough. Three men of early middle age were apprehended without difficulty in the lower halls carrying trench-coats. One wore a cap, the other two had hats. Each gave as his only reference the particular relief organization which happened to be maintaining him among the ranks of the unemployed, and none possessed any string or any sign of the Cellini Cup.
Worst of all, Dagmar, when confronted with the trio, was unable to point out any one of them as the man who had crashed into her in the hallway. They all looked familiar, but she couldn�t be sure. She tried, desperately, to remember. But, after all, she had got only the briefest glance of the man on his mad flight, and the subsequent crash and its resulting dizziness had erased everything but the memory of the trench-coat. Dagmar thought that the man of mystery had been holding something bulky beneath the coat, but even this was hazy.
Even now the tall, blond girl clung to her satyr, and as soon as Robbins permitted her, she went resolutely back at smoothing out the signs of its rude handling as the vandal rushed by. Miss Withers gave her a long mark for pluckiness.
Outside, the police were already hammering at the double-locked doors to be let in. Three carloads of the burglary squad and four cops from the local precinct station were admitted, and then the doors made fast again.

�A cup worth at least several millions of dollars has been stolen,� announced Robbins. �It�s here, in the building. Find it.�
From a polite distance, Hildegarde Withers watched, for two hours, while every person in the building was searched, every nook and cranny and corner pried into. Mummy cases were opened, vases plumbed, fountains drained. Bundles of towels were turned out in the wash-rooms. Stew from the building cafeteria was poured out into the sink, and garbage sorted on newspapers. All to no avail.
Robbins and his guards took the lead in the search, but the actual fine-toothing was done by the officers under the leadership of Captain Malone of Centre Street. He recognized Miss Withers, and would have passed her up, but she requested quickly that the matron search her as well as the rest. �The quarry is too important for you to consider persons and personalities,� she told him.
But after all, the search finished where it had begun. A snarling, incoherent anarchist languished in handcuffs, loudly advocating the destruction of the paintings which Mr. Morgan had loaned to the museum for an indefinite showing. Three sad, bleary men holding trench-coats over their arms waited hopelessly and patiently in Robbins�s office, also handcuffed. But the Cellini Cup, the only remaining creation of the roistering genius of the Sixteenth Century, Signor Benvenuto Cellini, had vanished as if into thin air.
Robbins gave up in disgust and spent twenty minutes in browbeating Cassidy and Schultz, the two guards whose duty it had been to keep the Cellini in view all the time, and who had been lured away by the decoy shots. The police promised to get something out of the self-styled anarchist, but it was Miss Withers�s private opinion that he had been hired for the job by an intermediary, and would have little enough to tell, even in a third degree. The crowd clamored to be released; the art students took down their easels and their modeling stands and also demanded their freedom, and still the blond Dagmar smoothed and worked and patted at her satyr. Miss Withers shrewdly guessed that the girl had no intention of leaving until she had seen her young man.

It was at this stage of the game that Inspector Oscar Piper came battering upon the main doors of the museum until he was admitted. The wiry, gray little man, a dead cigar clenched, as always, in his teeth, made straight for Miss Withers.
�Hildegarde � I sent you here to calm down a fussy old man, and you�ve set off plenty of fireworks. What�s comin� off?�
The spinster who had almost married him once now transfixed him with an icy eye. She told him. Not everything, but almost everything. �That�s how matters stand,� she finished. �And the Cup has vanished like morning dew.�
�Vanished my eye,� said Piper, ungallantly. He whirled around and stared toward the checkroom, where poor Joel Burton still stood, with nothing to do. Then the Inspector smashed his right fist into his left palm. �Blundering idiotic numbskulls,� he accused, genially. He spoke loudly enough, so that not only the police captain but also Curator Robbins approached.
With his cigar the Inspector indicated the checkroom. �Anybody look there for this wandering soup-plate of yours?�
�But Inspector,� protested Robbins. �The checkroom is outside the turnstile. Nobody but a magician could get down from upstairs, cross the wide lobby, and hide a package there without somebody seeing him.�
But Piper was already vaulting the barrier. Miss Withers tagged along behind, feeling unnecessary.
�It wouldn�t be hidden, it would be in plain view,� said the Inspector. He poked at a top-coat or two, tore open a bundle which contained nine packages of flea soap for dogs � Miss Withers often wondered why, afterward � and finally came to a square package, neatly wrapped and sealed, at the end of the package shelf.
It bore the seals of a mid-town drug store, and a label � �Medicines � breakable.� A check attached bore the number �41.�
He turned on Joel Burton. �When was this box checked?�
Burton shrugged. �It was here when I came to duty at about eleven. Ask Bruce, the regular checkroom man.�
Bruce, easily discovered, admitted that the package had been checked early that morning by a man whom he did not remember.
�Rats,� said the Inspector. �Are you all blind? This package was checked like fun. One resembling it was brought in here, and while you were all gawping at this so-called anarchist, the Cellini Cup was wrapped up, brought here, and substituted. Maybe the other box was crumpled up as waste paper. Anyway, the thieves planned on your being too stupid to put two and two together � and by heavens, you were!�
�Nobody could have substituted boxes without my knowing it,� cut in Joel Burton.
The Inspector stared at him. �That�s what I was thinking,� he said, gratingly.
The police and guards crowded around as the Inspector took out his pocket knife, carefully lifted off the seals, and opened the box. There was a quantity of tissue paper � and then, to Miss Withers�s utter amazement and chagrin, the delicately enamelled sphinx came into view. Beneath were the glowing curves of the shell, the dragon, and the turtle. There were excited cries from the crowd inside the gates.
Curator Robbins exhaled noisily. But the Inspector lifted out the glowing chalice and stared at it. Then he whirled on the curator.
�This the missing cup? Sure of it?� Miss Withers found herself nodding eagerly.
�Of course I�m sure,� said Robbins. �There couldn�t be two like it in the world. Of course, I don�t know the piece as thoroughly as poor old Carter, but it seems genuine to me.�
�We�ll make sure,� said Piper. He beckoned to Captain Malone. �Got anybody here from the Jewel Squad?�
�I was on it for two years,� said that worthy. Piper indicated the masterpiece, and Captain Malone bent over it. He tapped the shell. �Twenty-one carat, at least,� he said. He ticked at the enamel. �True-blue,� he decided. �They don�t mix colors like that today.� Last of all, he bent over the pendant pearl which hung from the breasts of the sphinx, and looked up, grinning. �First water, and a real honey,� he gave as his final verdict.
�Okay,� said the Inspector. He handed the Cellini Cup back to the curator. �Now hang on to it,� he said. �As for me, I�ll hang on to him.�
Moving cat-like across the floor, he suddenly pinioned the arms of the guard, Joel Burton. �And this washes up our case.�

But Hildegarde Withers did not join in the congratulations. �It was easy as falling off a log,� Piper told her as they moved toward the stair. �I�ll check over this sculptress�s testimony just to make sure which one of the three dopes with the trench-coats was hired to play messenger and deliver the Cup to Burton at the checkroom. Then we�re through.�
�Easy as falling off a log,� Miss Withers repeated. That was just the trouble. Something in the back of her mind clamored for attention, but she could not reach it. Something�
�I�d like to know what that fool of a guard thought he could do with the thing if he did get away with it,� Piper was saying. �Melted down it wouldn�t bring more than a thousand or two. It�s the craftsmanship and the associations that make it so valuable. And it would be unsalable. I guess the poor guy just went nuts looking at it day after day.�
�Nuts enough to kill poor Professor Carter when it wasn�t necessary?� Miss Withers wanted to know. She stopped suddenly. Suppose � suppose it was necessary?
�Wait,� she said. �You�re holding Burton downstairs until you all leave, aren�t you? May I have a word with him?�
�All you want,� Piper promised her. He was glowing with achievement. So it was that Hildegarde Withers faced a sullen, handcuffed man across a desk in an anteroom, with a policeman looking out of the window and another at the door.
She wasted no time in beating around bushes. �You�re in serious trouble, young man. Attempted grand larceny is one thing, but murder is another. Were you with Miss Dagmar whatever her name is when Carter plunged to his death?�
Burton stared at her, and shook his head. �I was getting a pail of water for her,� he said. �But you won�t believe me.�
�I won�t � until you tell me what happened to the ball of string,� Miss Withers ventured. But Joel Burton only turned his face away, and refused to answer. There Miss Withers left him.
The Inspector and Robbins were waiting. �Before you go,� said the latter, �I�d like to show you something. The electricians have been busy � and the new showcase has been brought up from the basement and installed.� He led them up the stairs and through the Rodin to the Florentine Wing. Dagmar had finally given up work, and sat sadly surveying her clay satyr.
She caught Miss Withers�s eyes. �I�m going home,� the girl announced. �And I�m never coming back. I hate this place and everybody in it!� She bent her sensitive face above her work. This had been a hard day for Dagmar.
As they came into the room containing the Cellini, an urchin or two disappeared through the far door. �Tell the cops that those kids can be released,� Robbins ordered a nearby guard. Miss Withers recognized with some amusement the curly red head of the little fellow with the ancient overalls and the toed-out, Chaplinesque feet. This must have been a memorable day in that lad�s life.
The Cellini Cup, restored to its rightful place, shimmered as brightly as ever. The turtle held his everlasting burden as cheerfully, the winged dragon hovered as balefully, and the golden lady whose body was that of a reptile smiled forever. Only the pearl which hung from her breast was still.
�This is not the first time that murder has been done for the possession of that Cup,� said Robbins. But the Inspector cut him short in his lecture.
�Come on, Hildegarde. A word with the little sculptress outside, and then we�ll write finis to this.�
�Finis� was very nearly written to another history as the three of them lingered beside the modelling stand in the hall. As Piper questioned the girl in regard to the mysterious man in the trench-coat, and as Miss Withers idly rubbed her fingers against the cool wet clay of the sculptured satyr, a globule of lead came twisting past her head to clip away a strand or two of brown hair and flatten itself against the wall. It happened so simply, and with so little noise, that the four of them stood aghast for nearly a minute before they could move.
There was only one direction from which the shot could have been fired, and to Robbins�s eternal credit let it be written that the dapper curator was abreast of the Inspector in the race down the corridor.
Robbins shouted to guards at the stair-head, and in a moment the entire wing was blocked off. From that time on it was only a matter of steady advance until every human being in the Florentine Wing was corralled.
The captives consisted of five little boys, most of whom Miss Withers remembered having seen here and there throughout the building during the hectic day. One of them was the grinning lad with the red hair and the Chaplin feet.
Two of the boys had been found playing with an automatic pistol equipped with a Maxim silencer, though they stoutly denied having fired it at all. They had found it underneath a showcase, they maintained, but a moment before.
�Hold these two, and let the others go,� decided the Inspector. But Miss Withers gripped his arm.
�I want to speak to that one,� she said. �The little boy with the red hair. Oscar, I�ve taught thousands of children, but while many of them toe in, I never saw one before that habitually toed out!�
She stepped forward, and suddenly the gamin wheeled and started to run. Miss Withers�s lunge missed his shoulder by a fraction of an inch, but caught at his curly red hair. She screamed a little as it came away in her hand, leaving a shiny bald head.
The running figure turned, disclosing the mature, seamed face of a grown man. �Lord Almighty,� said Piper. At last he saw the reason for the oddly turned feet. What they had thought was a child of nine or ten was a midget � and a midget whose face was now a mask of hate and defiance! The loose overalls had hidden the bowed legs.
Miss Withers turned away, acutely ill, as the abortive escape was halted and the hideous, frustrated creature dragged back by guards and police.
�Let me go, you canaille,� screamed the creature. �Take your hands from Alexius! I would have succeeded but for the fault of that worthless gun. But still you are fools, fools!� Spitting, cursing, the midget was dragged away. His eerie laughter echoed through the place for minutes after he was gone.
The Inspector returned and faced Miss Withers. �The shoe is on the other foot,� he said. �I knew there was a master-mind behind this, but it was you who saw through his disguise. I�ve heard of Alexius � the police of Budapest dubbed him �the Gnome.� There were rumors that a mad dwarf was the brains of a gang operating in the large cities of Europe and stealing art treasures by sheer black magic, but I thought it was newspaper talk.�
Robbins nodded. �I heard the rumors, and evidently so did poor Carter. He feared that the gang were after his pet treasure, and so they were. But why they had to kill him��
�I can answer that,� said Hildegarde Withers. She turned to stare, almost compassionately, at the tall girl who stood behind them. �But, by the way, I think here is a young lady who would very much like to go home, now that she knows her boy friend is innocent of wrong-doing.�
�But is he?� cut in Piper. �How about the checkroom?�
Miss Withers hushed him. �Is it all right for Dagmar here to leave, and take her copy in clay?�
�Of course,� said Robbins. �By all means.�
Gratefully, the girl began to throw wet clothes around the statue. But Miss Withers was quick and cruel.
She wheeled, so that almost by accident, the sharp point of her umbrella slashed into the soft clay. Dagmar cried out, but Miss Withers pointed like an avenging figure of justice. �Look!�
They all looked � and saw, beneath the concealing clay the gold and enamel of the true Cellini! Quickly Miss Withers laid more of the treasure bare.
�It might have been hidden there when I was knocked over...� began Dagmar wildly, but she stopped, for she saw that no one believed her. Her greenish eyes turned a flaring yellow, and she reached for a palette knife, but the Inspector gripped her in time. Silently, like a condemned Juno, she was led away after her master, the dwarf.
�You see,� explained Miss Withers later, �I knew that there must have been a real reason for killing Carter. He was the one man who could tell the true Cellini from the copy which had been made by some unknown but marvelous craftsman. The thieves were willing to pay the price of offering a substitute made of genuine gold, jewels, and enamel, in order to have the genuine Cellini. It fooled everybody � even myself � until I saw that the pearl in the spurious cup did not swing back and forth. It wasn�t balanced exactly as in the original.
�Carter was trapped. The midget found that the Professor had been annoyed by small boys, so he tied the cord across the stair and then lured the old man into chasing him for some minor infraction of the rules. That got him out of the way. Dagmar, at the time, was taking care that Burton, the guard at the stairhead, was out of the way. She even found opportunity to snip a length of the cord which he carried about with him to do magic tricks with, to further incriminate him.�
�The spurious cup, then, was checked in the checkroom and left to be found, just as I found it?� Piper was crestfallen.
Miss Withers nodded. �Exactly, if we hadn�t found it, a hint would have been dropped somehow. Alexius, in his role of urchin, kept tabs on that. Then at noon, when the place was nearly deserted, he planted a fake anarchist in the American wing, and while the alarm was on, smashed the showcase, lifted the Cellini, and immediately slipped it into the yawning statue of clay which Dagmar had ready just outside the door. She was thrown flat on the floor to cover her failure to identify the man properly � and probably she noticed the men with trench-coats and gave us that as a blind.�
�Then, with the Cup supposedly found, there�d be no difficulty in her getting out with the genuine one?�
�Not at all,� Miss Withers continued. �The only danger was that someone would get inquisitive about the girl�s statue. The midget lurked nearby, saw me touch it, and lost his nerve and fired.�
�I don�t suppose you�d mind telling me where he got the gun?� Piper wanted to know. �Remember, the midget has been twice searched � and the building, too.�
�Elementary,� quoted Miss Withers smilingly. �The gun was waiting in the receptacle provided under the clay for the Cup. Just in case something went wrong. As something did. He picked up the gun when everything was clear. And very nearly sent me to Kingdom Come with it, too.�
They were sitting on a marble bench in the main hall. The three men with trench-coats were being released, and hopelessly shambled out into the sunlight again. Joel Burton stood unhappily staring after the figure of Dagmar, the girl whose talent had been turned to such strange uses, as she was led away between two buxom police-women. She never glanced in his direction.
Then Robbins rushed up to Miss Withers. �My dear lady,� he beamed. �I have just consulted with our Board, and to show our appreciation we would like to give you as a souvenir of this day the imitation Cellini, provided the police do not want it to try and check up on its artisan...�
�I hope I never see it again,� said Oscar Piper fervently.
�Nor I,� said Hildegarde Withers.
�Instead, I wonder if you�d grant me just one thing � let me have the remains of the clay satyr which Dagmar copied so painstakingly from the original Rodin?�
That crumbling clay satyr leers today from Miss Withers�s living room table, the marks of her umbrella still gouged deep in the smoothly molded body. Strangely enough, the thing has about its eyes and mouth something of the twisted malevolence of Alexius, the red gnome.

The Riddle of the Forty Naughty Girls
STUART PALMER

THE STORY
Original publication:Mystery, July 1934; first collected in Hildegarde Withers: Uncollected Stories (Norfolk, VA, Crippen & Landru, 2002). Note: The book has Riddles on the dust jacket but Stories on the title page.

Few mystery writers of his era received more popular and critical praise than Charles Stuart Hunter Palmer (1905�1968). In his introduction to the anthology Maiden Murders (1952), John Dickson Carr wrote: �Here are the old craftsmen, the serpents, the great masters of the game: Mr. Ellery Queen, Mr. Stuart Palmer, M. Georges Simenon.� Frederic Dannay (the editor and historian half of the Ellery Queen writing duo) ranked Palmer with Dashiell Hammett and Raymond Chandler. The leading mystery critic of the era, Anthony Boucher, cited Palmer as among the greatest of the puzzle story writers, along with Erle Stanley Gardner and John Dickson Carr.
Although the Hildegarde Withers character was instantly successful and remained so for as long he penned books and stories in the series, he also wrote other non-Withers novels (including two about Howard Rook, a newspaperman who decides to become a private eye), short stories (two featuring Sherlock Holmes), poetry (he was an aficionado of limericks), fantasy, science fiction, true crime, how-to-write instructional manuals, and nonfiction articles. He took the position that he was a writer rather than a novelist. According to his widow, Jennifer Venola, he often said, �I�ll write anything for money except poison pen letters and ransom notes.�
Palmer also had a successful career in Hollywood, writing thirty-seven feature films, all of which were B mysteries in such popular series as The Lone Wolf, Bulldog Drummond, and The Falcon, as well as such original screenplays as Hollywood Stadium Mystery (1938), Halfway to Shanghai (1942), and Step by Step (1946).
In 1954 his fellow authors elected Palmer president of the Mystery Writers of America.

THE FILM
Title: Forty Naughty Girls, 1937
Studio: RKO Radio Pictures
Director: Edward F. Cline
Screenwriter: John Grey
Producer: William Sistrom

THE CAST
��Zasu Pitts (Hildegarde Withers)
��James Gleason (Oscar Piper)
��Marjorie Lord (June Preston)
��George Shelley (Bert)

There is a very good mystery presented in the story that translates well to this screen version when what appears to be the most airtight possible alibi may not have escaped Hildegarde Withers�s scrutiny. In the short story, the action takes place at a burlesque theater, hence the title that refers to the advertised forty scantily clad young women (though, as wittily pointed out by Palmer, there really were only twenty-four, telling readers all they needed to know about the show and its owner). In the film, Hildegarde and Piper are attending the opening of a Broadway show called Forty Naughty Girls.
Noticing the immediate and potential popularity of the Hildegarde Withers series, it hadn�t taken Hollywood long to make a motion picture based on the first Miss Withers book, The Penguin Pool Murder (1931), one year after the book�s release.
In what turned out to be fortuitous casting, Edna May Oliver took the role of the spinsterish sleuth and James Gleason played Inspector Piper. Gleason was well suited to play the crusty, unrefined cop who forms an uneasy alliance with the dry, reserved schoolmarm. Piper is a bachelor, accustomed to having things his own way, which was difficult with the intractable Miss Withers on the scene; the comic badinage and the hints of middle-age romance that occur in the books and occasionally in the films give the series a great deal of charm.
Though Gleason played Piper in all six films in the series, Oliver wanted to do other things, left RKO, the studio under which she had been under contract, and retired after three, being replaced first by Helen Broderick for one and Zasu Pitts for the final two movies.
The working title for the film during production was The Riddle of the Forty Naughty Girls. It is the last film in the series.

THE RIDDLE OF THE FORTY NAUGHTY GIRLS
Stuart Palmer

As the screen went dark, the twelve men who had just crept into the orchestra pit struck up a few bars of �The Stars and Stripes Forever,� and then without pausing broke into �Did You Ever See a Dream Walking?�
Footlights flared on, and the audience roused itself. All through the picture, which filled in between shows at the Diana, they had been drifting in by ones and twos. But the several hundred � mostly masculine � who made up the audience had not left the garish lights of Forty-Second Street and paid their half dollars at the box office to see a movie.
It was the first day of a new show at the Diana Burlesque � its title was one of those Rabelaisian affairs designed to catch the masculine eye. Last week it had been something equally raucous, although except for the change in the big electric sign outside, few could tell the difference. Dapper Max Durkin, who acted as house manager of the Diana, often thought that the long hours he spent working out new gag titles was a waste of time.
He wasn�t wasting his time now, though he lounged in the wings and idly watched the �Forty Naughty Paris Girlies� as they rollicked onto the stage in their opening dance number. He leaned forward and caught a ribbon which formed an essential part of the costume of a handsome, red-haired girl who was waiting for a cue.
It was the ribbon which, if tugged hard enough, would leave Janey Vere de Vere attired in little more than what she had first worn into the world. She whirled suddenly, drawing the ribbon from his fingers, and frowned.
�How about dinner and a little bottle of gin after the show?� he asked.
�Oh � it�s you. Ask me later, will you? I � something�s happened.�
He saw that the big brown eyes were glazed with fear. �What? Spill it, girlie.�
She came closer. �You�ve got to get me a new lock for my dressing-room door, Durkin. I tell you��
�Lock? Say, what have you got that anybody could steal?�
�If you want to know, somebody got into my dressing room while I was out to dinner and stole a gun I kept in my trunk, and that�s what!�
Still Durkin didn�t see anything in this to upset her. �I�ll buy you a dozen pop guns if that�s all you�re worrying about. Now listen, baby��
His fingers caught the soft flesh of her upper arm. Then came an inopportune interruption. �Say, boss, what lighting goes with the cafe scene?�
The hulking, ape-like form of Roscoe, stage electrician, came between them. Durkin stared into the little pig-like eyes and wished for the tenth time that he had enough on this gorilla to fire him. �You know damn well it gets amber foots and a pair of baby spots from up above, why come busting��
But Janey Vere de Vere was going out on the stage, as all twenty-four of the Forty Naughty Paris Girlies kicked their way off. Her hand was on her hip, and her throaty contralto voice picked up her song.
There was a little smattering of applause from the darkened house, for Janey was possessed of charms notable even among strip-artists, and she was a newcomer to the Wheel. She went into a slow hip dance as a purple spotlight struck her, body twisting, wide hips surging back and forth beneath the wispy evening gown of revealing black lace � one of those slashed affairs especially designed for dancing.
As the cash customers agreed later, Janey was at her best that night. Which showed that she was a real trouper, for the people backstage knew that she had something on her mind.
�What�s eating Vere de Vere?� Durkin demanded of Murphy, a slapstick comic who approached in a costume composed of a silk hat and a long flannel nightshirt. �She looks scared of something.�
�Her?� The comic grinned. �Must be she�s scared of you, you sheik. Janey ain�t used to this racket yet. She�s been accustomed to better things, says she.�
�Yeah?�
�Yeah. And she moves with a classy crowd, Maxie old thing. Why last week out in Brooklyn there was a dude in a tuxedo came into a box every night, just to see her act.� The comic peered through the wings, past Janey�s gyrating body on the stage, and squinted. �Say, it looks like the same guy � see him, alone in the right front box? Maybe it�s him that she�s scared of.�
Max Durkin took a long greenish-brown cigar from among the half dozen which graced his vest pocket. Murphy also helped himself. �Thanks,� he said. But the manager wasn�t listening.
�So,� he said. �Vere de Vere has got herself mixed up with the Park Avenue crowd. Somebody ought to do something about that.�
�Maybe somebody will,� agreed the comedian. �Me, I�d do anything short of arson if it would get me to first base with her.�
He stared admiringly out onto the stage. Janey�s song was only four minutes long, and at the first encore, when stage lights flared on, her costume was due to go off.
Durkin turned and went through the door, placed just beside Roscoe�s switchboard, which led to the left side aisle and the front of the house.
At that moment Janey Vere de Vere, without breaking the pagan rhythm of her dance, began to fumble with the ribbon at the rear of her costume. A round knee and thigh began to disclose themselves. She was still singing � �...he may have the manners of a country lout, but who wants politeness when the lights are out?... he�s my��
But that was all anybody was to see of Janey Vere de Vere�s knee that night. Her song was interrupted by a tremendous bang! and a burst of flame which came from the left front box.
A woman screamed somewhere in the audience, and the acrid smell of powder drifted out over the house.
From somewhere came Max Durkin�s voice. �Hit the lights!�
Then the crowd knew that this was not meant to be part of the show. �Roscoe, hit �em!� shouted Durkin, from the aisle. �Everybody keep their seats!�
Still Roscoe fumbled with his switches, so that instead of casting a flood of brilliance over the auditorium, even the red exit lights went dark. Only the purple spotlight remained, slanting down from the film booth in the balcony. Janey Vere de Vere, her red mouth open wide, stood frozen in the center of the stage. The orchestra died away in a confusion of strings and brass.
Then the spotlight left the girl on the stage, sliding eerily past the white frightened faces of the girls who were crowding into the wings, sliding over the orchestra and the people in the front rows, and finally pouring its soft brilliance into the box from which the shot had come. But it stood empty and bare.
�House lights,� roared Durkin again. This time the house lights came on. The audience straggled into the aisle, staring at each other and muttering questions. There was a long moment of this, and then the forgotten girl on the stage made a throaty, whimpering noise. She pointed � and then suddenly collapsed like a sack. But she had been staring at the right front box � the box in which a little man in a white shirt front was sitting, slumped down in his chair.
He was staring at the stage, but his stare was sightless � for everyone in the audience could see that there was a small round hole in the center of his forehead.

�Hell, on my first night off duty in three weeks,� complained a bulky man who sat in the middle of the house. He forced his way to the aisle and ran back toward the rear of the house. �Leave nobody out!� he commanded as he ran past the ticket-taker. Then he went down the side aisle toward where Max Durkin stood. �I�m Fogarty, Eleventh Precinct!� he said. One hand was fingering his service gun. �How do you get into that box?�
There was a short flight of stairs opening from the aisle. Up these steps the two men plunged.
Except for four chairs and a litter of cigar and cigarette butts the box was empty. Patrolman John Fogarty bit his tongue as he saw, on the floor, a small calibre target pistol, with a long and wicked barrel. This he swiftly picked up with his handkerchief, and dropped into his pocket.
Then he whirled on Durkin. �You the manager? Who sat in this box tonight?�
Max Durkin shook his head. �Nobody. We don�t have many customers for these dollar seats.�
Fogarty was staring across the auditorium, in which the crowd still muttered and milled about, to where the man in the dinner jacket sat slumped in his chair with a hole in his forehead. �Well, you had one customer, while he lasted,� said Fogarty grimly. �Come on.�
They crossed the house. �None of you gets out of here, so you might just as well sit quiet,� Fogarty told them. He climbed to the right front box, an exact duplicate of the one opposite, and bent briefly over the man in the tuxedo. He was a small, flabby man of perhaps forty, and there was no doubt at all that he would never grow any older.
�Croaked deader�n a codfish,� pronounced Fogarty. That ended his sleuthing. He folded his arms and became a bulwark of the law. �You get to a phone and notify Headquarters,� he commanded. �Scram, now.� Max Durkin scrammed.

In a wide attic room at Centre Street, a sergeant leaned over a vast and glass-topped map of the city of New York. He chose a brass tag, read its number aloud, and turned it upside down to show that the car it represented was on a call.
Across the room another sergeant snapped a switch, and the place began to hum. �Calling car eleven seventeen, car eleven seventeen,� he said. �Go to Diana Burlesque, Forty-Second near Eighth, Forty-Second near Eighth, code number five, code number five, that is all.�
That was enough. The wheels of the world�s second most famous murder machine had begun to turn.
Oscar Piper, gray and grizzled inspector of the Homicide Squad, climbed out of a green roadster perhaps twenty minutes later, and stared up with distaste at the flaring sign on the Diana facade. Then he stalked toward the theater entrance.
Inspector Piper was prepared for almost anything, knowing the setting. But he was not prepared to see the angular figure of Miss Hildegarde Withers before him. The meddlesome school teacher was engaged in a furious argument with the uniformed officer at the door.
�I tell you the show�s over for tonight!� he was protesting.
�Young man, the show hasn�t even begun!� Then Miss Withers saw the inspector, and brightened. Which was more than can be said for Oscar Piper.
�Hildegarde � how in blazes�?�
�Don�t be profane, Oscar! I guess I can own a short wave radio set just like anybody else � and it was you yourself who told me what code number five means.� She pointed to the brass buttons. �But this man won�t let me in.�
The inspector smiled wearily. �It�s all right, she�s my secretary,� he told the guardian of the portal. That was the old fiction which had served so many times to cover the old maid school-teacher�s meddling in crime investigation. They passed into the lobby, and Miss Withers wrinkled her nose at the mingled odors of humanity and stale tobacco.
Piper paused. �Now see here, Hildegarde��
�I know. This is no place for a woman.� Miss Withers pointed with the handle of her umbrella toward the stage, where were grouped most of the scantily-clad ladies of the ensemble. �All the same, there are a number of women here beside myself. Perhaps I�m not dressed for the party, but��
The inspector was already half-way toward the right lower box, where detectives and photographers were grouped around the assistant medical examiner and his grim piece de resistance. Taking his silence for passive permission, Miss Withers hurried in his wake.
�Hello, folks,� Dr. Levin greeted them. �Nice business, this. You can move him whenever you like.� He scribbled an order. �Nice shot � smack on the frontal ridge. Slug is still in him � we�ll find that it came from the little .32 the boys found in the opposite box. He went out without knowing what hit him.�
Piper scrutinized the revolver, and Miss Withers peered over his shoulder. �Prints?�
�Not a print,� he was told. �One shot fired.�
The inspector broke the gun, and sniffed. �Old-fashioned black powder, eh? That ought to give us a line.� He dropped the gun into his pocket and leaned over the dead man. �Got any dope on who he is?�
Cards in the dead man�s pocket informed them that his name was David M. Jones, proprietor of the Loop Autosales Agency, Chicago. �I know that place,� cut in a sergeant. �A half block of show windows near Halstead Street. Probably in town for the auto dealers� convention� Say, this is a bigger case �n I thought.�
�Yeah,� agreed Piper. �Get the manager of this place up here.� He drew Miss Withers into the rear of the box, where hung a heavy pair of ancient red plush curtains. �Well, here�s a shot fired in front of several hundred people, and we can�t get a lead. The opposite box was empty � so anybody on that side of the audience could have sneaked up here and fired the shot, and then got back to his seat before the lights went on. Ditto, anybody backstage could have sneaked through the door and got back the same way��
She nodded. �You�ve narrowed your suspects down to just about everybody who was here tonight, haven�t you?�
�Everybody but the girl who was wiggling on the stage when the shot was fired,� said Piper sadly. �And she�s��
He broke off as Max Durkin appeared. �Look here, inspector,� began that worthy gentleman. �Isn�t there some way you can fix it to let the audience out of here? We can�t keep them here all night...�
�We can�t, but I can,� said Piper. �I�ve got something to ask you. Do you keep a gun in the theater?�
Max Durkin denied that the Diana Burlesque had ever needed such a protection.
�Well,� said Piper, �Anybody else in the theater pack a rod?�
Max Durkin shook his head. �As far as I know, nobody in the place ever owned a gun.� But Miss Withers�s noticed that his eyes blinked twice before he spoke. There were few better signs that a man was lying.
�Excuse me,� she cut in, �but from what I hear, Mr. Durkin was somewhere in the opposite aisle when the shot was fired from the box. You didn�t hear anyone pass you in the darkness?�
�I was practically in the front of the house,� cut in Durkin. �When I heard the shot I ran back. I thought � I thought somebody had shot the girl on the stage.�
�Did you?� smiled Miss Withers in her usual sweetly sarcastic tone.
The inspector, who had turned his back for a moment, held out his hand. �Thank you for your help, Mr. Durkin.�
Instead of a friendly grasp, the manager felt his wrist caught and held. A wet swab of cotton was pressed swiftly against his index finger. �What the hell��
Piper smiled. �It�s all right. I just made sure that you hadn�t fired the shot yourself. A solution of sulphuric acid and waxed diphenylamine crystals brings out the nitrate flecks � if there are any. You don�t happen to have a pair of gloves here, do you?�
Durkin shook his head. �Search the place if you want to.�
�We did,� Piper told him. �Well, we�re right back where we started. You can go now.�

Max Durkin departed, and the inspector turned to Miss Withers. �Well, that�s that�� But he was all alone.
He caught sight of the resolute figure of the school teacher going up the aisle, and hurried after her. �Wait a moment � what do you know that I don�t?�
�Nothing � yet,� she snapped. �Suppose we have a look at the box from which the shot was fired.�
Together they climbed the stairs, and Miss Withers turned up her nose at the untidy condition of the box. �Sherlock Holmes would have told you the middle name of the killer just from one flash at those cigarette butts,� said Piper. �And ten to one they mean nothing more than that the boys up above in the gallery use this as a target. Come on, let�s get backstage. I haven�t had a talk with the cootch dancer yet, and you�d better come along as a chaperone.�
They descended to the aisle and walked forward through the little door which led past the switchboard. �Hm,� observed Miss Withers. �If anybody from among the performers did the murder they�d have had to walk right past the electrician.�
The inspector nodded. �But it�s no help, unfortunately. Because he admits that, being soft on this Vere de Vere dame, he was watching her strip-number from the wings instead of being at his board.�
�And that�s why he was so long in putting on the house lights?�
The inspector shook his head. �He claims that somebody screwed up his switchboard by dropping a piece of tin behind it and shorting the wires. It took him time to get his flashlight and lift it out.�
Miss Withers digested this as they walked through the weary crowd of show girls � in temporary guard of two delighted detectives � and down to the basement dressing rooms.
There was a cop on duty outside the door. �She�s still under,� he informed them. �Must have been a terrible shock to her.�
�Yeah?� Piper pushed open the door. The dressing room was small and stuffy, holding little more than a stool, a bench, a mirror, and a coat rack. The voluptuous figure of Janey Vere de Vere lay stretched out on the bench, which had been padded with her coat. Beside her sat the ministering figure of Murphy, the comic, still attired in his nightshirt costume, over which he had thrown a topcoat. He held a glass which was half full of something which looked like water and smelled like juniper juice.
�You�re the guy who caught her when she fainted on the stage?�
The comic nodded. �Ran out from the wings. Y�see, we�re engaged to get married, and I got a right here.�
�Yeah? Well, did she say anything as she fainted? Did she cry out?�
Murphy shook his head. �Nothing...�
�Except what?� prompted Miss Withers, on a hunch.
�Except she said something, sort of mumbling, about � �My husband!� � He put down the glass. �But that don�t mean anything, because she�s been divorced for years.�
Piper leaned over the prone figure. �Out cold, eh? Well, she certainly can�t help us any...�
�Neither can Mr. Murphy, right now,� suggested Miss Withers. The inspector took the hint. �Outside,� he ordered. The comedian went out.
�It�s more than an hour since the shot was fired,� Miss Withers pointed out. �It�s a long faint that lasts an hour.�
Piper snapped his fingers. �Right! Say, that�s one of the reasons we knew Ruth Snyder was lying. She claimed to have stayed in a faint all night. You think��
�She�s either dead, or�� Miss Withers took up the glass of gin, and suffered a few drops to trickle down the arched nostril of the girl on the bench.
Janey Vere de Vere was not dead. She sat up, coughing and gasping wildly. �What � where am�I?�
�You�re in a bad spot � unless you tell us plenty,� said Piper gruffly. �What do you know about this?�
Janey Vere de Vere blinked. �About � about the shooting? I only know that I used to be married to him. I mean Davey. I still am, I guess, because they tell me those correspondence Mexican divorces aren�t legal. But I hadn�t seen him for four years until I saw him with that black hole in his forehead � I mean, not seen him really��
Miss Withers gave her the gin. �Steady, young woman,� she advised.
�I�ll talk,� the girl hurried on. �I�ll tell you everything. I walked out on Davey, and I wrote him that I had a divorce. Then I found that it was a phony, and the lawyer took my money and didn�t even register the papers in Mexico City. So I wrote Davey, and he was sore. He came to New York and all last week he sat every night in a box and just stared at me � I was afraid of him, and I got a gun that I�d had for years, and kept it in my dressing room. Tonight while I was out to dinner it was stolen��
�This the gun?� Piper showed her the .32. She nodded, without being able to speak. �Got a permit?� She pointed toward her handbag.
�You usually go to dinner while the moving picture is being run?� inquired Miss Withers. Janey Vere de Vere nodded.
�Who do you think might have known that you kept a gun here?� She shook her head. �The lock on my dressing room door is broken. I told Durkin about it tonight, when I told him the gun was gone. But he didn�t��
Miss Withers and the inspector exchanged a glance.
�Well, we�ve got to be getting on with it,� said Piper. �You better stick around, young woman. Don�t leave town. By the way, you haven�t any idea of any enemies your late husband had � anybody who might have wanted to see him bumped off?�
�Nobody in the world,� said Janey Vere de Vere. But she looked intently at the buttons of the inspector�s vest when she said it, and Miss Withers made another mental note.

They went out of there. Piper called his myrmidons. �As soon as you finish searching the audience and get the house cleared out, go backstage and give everybody the nitrate test � on both hands. We ought to get a positive reaction or two.�
To Miss Withers: �Funny about the old-fashioned black-powder cartridges in that gat. They haven�t been on sale since smokeless powder caught on. Looks like the girl had been sitting on that gun for years and years.�
�She didn�t sit on it quite long enough,� Miss Withers told him. There were sounds of violent trouble behind them, and both ran across the stage. An ape-like figure in overalls, with long swinging arms, collided suddenly with the inspector, and both went down.
�Got you!� cried Piper. He rose with a hammer-lock on Roscoe, the stage electrician. Miss Withers looked surprised.
The man ceased to struggle, and stared at his forefinger. It was rimmed with black. He gasped and muttered.
Detectives surrounded them, and someone slapped handcuffs on Roscoe. �A positive, the first crack out of the box,� somebody said. �Here�s the rat that fired the gun. He hit McMann over the head with a slug...�
�I tell you I went to a shootin� gallary during the dinner hour tonight!� Roscoe was insisting. �I only shot at the brass ducks��
Nobody listened to him. The detectives had torn from his pocket the �blackjack� with which he had sent into unconsciousness the sergeant who daubed diphenylamine on his finger. It happened to be a neo-Maxim silencer.
�Well, for the love of�� Inspector Oscar Piper straightened his tie. �There�s our case, boys. Roscoe what�s-his-name � sweet on the cootch dancer � bumped off her husband when he got the idea that she might go back to the guy. He�d probably hopped � but he was smart enough to have a silencer handy in case things didn�t work out right for popping the guy otherwise. Take him away.�
He turned to Miss Withers. �As easy as that!� he said. But the look on her face sobered his joy.
�Suppose,� she said softly, �suppose that Roscoe is telling the truth?� Suppose he spent his dinner hour at the shooting gallery across the street? Where�s your case?�
�Suppose the moon is made of Camembert?� retorted Piper. All the same he turned to his men. �Go on, give the nitrate test to the rest of the performers. Just in case somebody asks. But it�s the ape, all right.�
He saw that she frowned. �Well, why else should he have a silencer? They don�t carry them for pocket luck-pieces, you know.�
�I know,� said Hildegarde Withers.
�He was going to use the silencer, and then he got a better idea. He�d shoot Jones from the box, with the house lights off, and then get back to his board and give himself a swell alibi, see?�
�I see,� said Hildegarde Withers. �I see, said the blind man, I see clearly. By the way, Oscar, where�s the stage door?�
They discovered that the Diana, like many theaters on crowded and alley-less Manhattan Island, had no regular stage door. The performers left and entered the place through the side aisle down to the front of the house.
A few minutes later Sergeant Twist reported that the performers had a clean bill of health as far as the nitrate test was concerned. None of them had fired a gun within forty-eight hours. �We even tested the dame who�s downstairs in the dressing room,� Twist reported.
�See? I told you so,� said Inspector Piper. Miss Withers nodded.
�I�ll be back in a minute,� she said. She hurried downstairs and knocked on Janey Vere de Vere�s dressing room. The girl was smoking a cigarette, having dressed for the street. �I just thought,� said Miss Withers. �Wasn�t it in an act � a dancing act � at the Palace that I saw you?�
Janey Vere de Vere confessed that she had never risen in vaudeville to the heights of the Palace. �More likely the Hippodrome,� she said.
�It must have been two other fellows,� Miss Withers agreed, and took her departure. She came out on the stage fired with a new energy. �Shall we leave, Oscar?�
�See you out front,� he said. �I�ve got to have a word with the manager if I can find him. I want some more information about this electrician.�
But it was Miss Withers who found Max Durkin. He was sitting in his office, which opened off the foyer, glaring morosely at his smouldering cigar.
�Bad for business, this sort of thing,� he told her.
�I�ve got just one question,� she told him. �About the gun. You�re sure that you never saw it before, and that you never knew of anyone in the theater owning one � or losing one?�
�Positive!� said Max Durkin. �And if anybody says anything different they�re lying.�
�Thank you so much,� said Hildegarde Withers, and left. Durkin stared at his empty ash-tray, and then at the floor.
�Hey!� he began, but the school teacher was gone. Max Durkin shook his head. �That woman is either nuts, or else��
Then the inspector arrived to tell him that his presence would be required at headquarters next morning. Durkin agreed with a willing smile. �But I still don�t see why poor old Roscoe would run wild��
�You can�t fool the nitrate test,� Piper told him. Then he was gone.
Janey Vere de Vere came up the aisle beside Murphy, in the center of a crowd of relieved and still excited girls. She saw Durkin in the office door.
�Wait outside, will you?� she asked the comic. He protested, and finally drew away a little. The red-haired girl, looking a little bulky and big in her street clothes, crossed to where Durkin waited.
�How about dinner and a bottle of gin?� he asked, grinning.
�Max! After all that�s happened��
�It�s over, and you�re well out of it,� he said. �Never mind Murphy. You�ve got eight more weeks of the Wheel to eat with him, but you�re only here till Sunday.�
�Yes,� said Janey Vere de Vere. �But�� She wore one glove, and dug in the pocket of her modish sport coat for the other. �Say! I�ve dropped a glove somewhere...�
Durkin stared at her. �It�s probably the old dame who hunts with John Law,� he said lightly. �She just hooked one of my cigars � a lighted one. I figure her for a souvenir-hunter. Did she get any fillings out of your teeth?�
But Janey Vere de Vere wasn�t listening. �See you tomorrow, Max,� she told him, and hurried out. Max Durkin lit another cigar, and then he too left the darkened theater to its guardian cops. He had no appetite for his usual late supper that night, for an idea had just begun to occur to him... an idea which spoiled the taste of his cigar.

Miss Hildegarde Withers rode northward in a taxi which she shared with the inspector. �A pleasant and illuminating evening,� she said, as they drew up to her door. It was barely eleven o�clock.
�If you�re not too tired, Oscar,� she continued, �I wish you�d do something for me. You have your travelling laboratory kit at home, have you not?� She handed him a parcel wrapped in a sheet of newspaper. �Suppose you give this your famous nitrate test, and let me know how it comes out?�
�What? Why, of course, but��
Miss Withers slammed the door and went up the stairs. �If that doesn�t put a bee in his bonnet nothing will,� she said to herself. Lighting the lamp above her study table, she proceeded to arrange upon it a surprisingly incongruous exhibit consisting of half a dozen cigar butts.
For a long time she stared at them. They ought to make sense, but they didn�t. At the extreme right she placed the fresh green-brown cigar, its tip barely burned away, which she had stolen from Max Durkin�s ashtray.
The relics which had been left in the littered theater box she one by one discarded. Only one of them showed any trace of dampness where it had been chewed by the smoker. Surprisingly enough this one � like Durkin�s � had been cut, rather than bitten off, and it was rolled of the same green brown tobacco as the first.
Yet there was little more than a quarter of the cigar remaining � instead of ash on its end there were only shreds of blackened and acrid smelling tobacco.
�In the best tradition of sleuthdom,� she told herself. �Sherlock Holmes could spot a Trichinopoly miles away, and he published a monograph on heaven knows how many kinds of cigar ash. Now I wonder what Holmes would deduce from this?�
For nearly an hour she puzzled over the two remnants of cigars, all the time listening with one ear for the buzz of the telephone. If Oscar Piper found what she expected him to find, he would lose no time in communicating with her. His case was going to be sent sky-high, or else she was very much mistaken. All the same it was still a mystery to her how a person could manage to be in two places at the same time.
The night was a hot one, and Miss Withers mopped her face. Through the open window little black gnats came to buzz around her lamp. Though a fly swatter and an insect-gun stood nearby on the sideboard, the lean and worried school teacher pored over her booty and let the gnats buzz.
�I wonder why Oscar hasn�t let me know how he came out with his nitrate test?� she finally asked herself.
It was at that moment that her bell rang � three long impatient rings.
Miss Hildegarde Withers lived at that time in an old-fashioned brown stone on West Seventy-Fourth Street, remodelled from one of the mansions of the eighties. She hurried to the door and pressed the buzzer which unlatched the downstairs door. There were hurried steps on the stair � and she nodded to herself. The Inspector had come instead of phoning.
�He�s found it!� she cried...

When Oscar Piper arrived, shortly before one o�clock, at Miss Withers�s apartment he peered eagerly from the taxi window. Yes, her light was on and he could bring her the news without being inopportune. He hurried into the lobby, pressed the bell beneath her name, and finding the door ajar, ran up the stairs.
He knocked excitedly on the door. �It�s me, Hildegarde!�
There was a long pause, and he knocked again. Miss Hildegarde Withers, her long Bostonian face unusually grave, swung open the door. He displayed �exhibit A,� and then stopped short as he entered the room and saw that a handsome red-haired girl was sitting in a chair near the window.
�Miss Vere de Vere�� he began.
�Nobody else,� she said evenly. �I believe you have my glove.�
He was holding it in his hand. �I��
�Oscar,� said Miss Withers quickly. �I�m afraid you and I have been making a grave mistake about Miss Vere de Vere. Circumstances��
�Circumstances fiddlesticks,� said the inspector, bracing his feet. �I gave this glove the nitrate test for powder marks � and look at it.� There was nothing to look at until he turned the glove inside out, and then the forefinger bore a telltale brown stain.
�You fired a gun in the last forty-eight hours,� he accused the girl who watched him so calmly. �Fired it while wearing your glove inside out. Never figured we�d be smart enough to try it both ways � even though you had read of this nitrate test.�
�You�re crazy,� said Janey Vere de Vere. �I�ve got five hundred witnesses that I was doing a dance on the stage when my husband got bumped off. You can�t bust that...�
Piper thought he could try. But he suddenly realized that the red-haired girl was covering him with a gun which peeped over the arm of her chair. He suddenly understood Miss Withers�s hesitancy in opening the door, and the look on her face...
�You can�t get by with this,� he said.
�One way or another,� said the girl. �Don�t forget I learned to shoot in a Wild West show, and I can cut the buttons off your vest. I came here to get my glove. It�s my property.�
�And the cigar � you�d like that, too?� Miss Withers hazarded. She nearly got a bullet through her mouth.
�You�ll clown once too often,� said the girl. She had risen in her chair. �I�ll bargain � that glove for both your damn lives. How about it?�
�Clowning!� repeated Miss Withers, foolishly. �Clowning. That�s it! That�s��
�Shut up!� snarled the red-haired girl. She looked her age now. �Sure I killed Dave Jones. He was a rotten husband, and I left him because I wanted to show him I could get somewheres in show-business. I got into the Follies, too � and then times got bad and I had to take this burlesque job. He found out about it, and came to New York just to sit in a box and give me the ha-ha. But it wasn�t his auto business nor his lousy insurance I wanted, see?�
She left off her hysterical outburst, and her mouth closed like a trap. �I take that glove with me, or I leave two more stiffs here,� she said. �Without it you�ll never pin anything on me. Not with my alibi anyhow.�
Piper was waiting his chance, poised on his toes. But the hard brown eyes never wavered, and the gun still swung between the two of them.

For all the inspector�s poised readiness, it was Miss Withers who acted. She suddenly broke into shrill, high-pitched laughter. Head thrown back, eyes wild, she screamed mirthlessly.
�Shut up, or I�ll�� Janey Vere de Vere backed away from the inspector, watching his every move. �If she goes nutty I�ll have to knock her out...�
Miss Hildegarde Withers gave every evidence of having gone completely insane under the strain. Her laughter choked off, and her eyes followed a single black gnat which circled around the overhead lamp.
�Hildegarde!� cried the inspector. He knew that her brain had snapped, for she had picked up the flit-gun from the sideboard, and was threatening the gnat with it.
�Go away, you nasty thing!� Then more hysterical laughter...
�By God,� cried the amazed girl who held them at bay, �I�ll��
She said no more, for a stream of murky white liquid struck her full in the face. The revolver fell from her fingers as she clawed at her eyes in agony.
The inspector snatched it up. But Miss Withers still pumped the flit-gun.
�Ammonia,� she told the inspector. �Think she�s had enough?�
Janey Vere de Vere�s voluptuous big body was huddled in a shuddering heap on the floor. The room was thick with the strong astringent.
�Cease firing,� said Oscar Piper.

It was hours later, and dawn brightened in the sky over Brooklyn, when they finally were alone again. The inspector was still weak in the knees, and Miss Withers was halfway between tears and laughter � genuine laughter this time.
�I�m a rotten actress,� she confessed. �But the Vere de Vere woman had her attention divided between us.�
�Bother that,� said Piper. �Start at the beginning. I�m hours behind you.�
�Nice of you to admit it,� said the school teacher. �Only you�re weeks, not hours. You see, Janey was ashamed of her job in burlesque, even though she was good at it. It was particularly tough for her, in spite of the admiration she got from the men who recognized something better in her than the usual strip-artist, when she saw that her husband, from whom she had separated but not legally divorced, had come to give her the laugh. She suddenly remembered that he had property and insurance � and she wanted to get out of the racket she was in.
�Well, she started in a Wild West show, you know. She must have clung to one � no, two � of the guns she�d used in a shooting act. She got a silencer, and attached it to her .32, which was still loaded with ammunition of the old type. Last night she came back from dinner, saw that her husband as usual was alone in an opposite box, and shot him through the forehead during the wind-up of the gangster picture. There was noise enough then so nobody would notice the tiny spat that a silenced gun makes. She took the silencer off the gun, still wearing her gloves inside out as an extra-smart precaution, and left the gun in the box. That was to make it look as if someone had planted it to point to her.�
�But the second shot��
�Wait. The house was dark for the movie � but she was a crack shot. The dead man slumped in his seat, and wasn�t noticed by anyone. Just as she�d planned. She hurried backstage, dropped the silencer behind the switchboard � that was the �piece of tin� that poor Roscoe removed and put in his pocket � and after changing into her costume came upstairs again and planted with Durkin the story of her gun�s having been stolen.
�She knew the gun could be traced to her. She wanted to be involved � because she knew her perfect alibi would free her. She didn�t mean the silencer to be found, but then she was ignorant of the switchboard. It all worked out better than she had planned, and while she was in her dance, the audience heard the sound of a shot in the box from which she had already killed a man. That puzzled me for a long time, Oscar. I brought home a cigar stub trying to find out if perhaps Durkin had not, after all, fired the shot and accidentally dropped a cigar butt, incriminating himself. There was a cigar butt in the box, still damp, which matched his. But he had not left it there. Just as I stole out from his office, Janey Vere de Vere got hold of one he�d smoked. I saw the whole thing when she accused me of �clowning�! Don�t you see � practical jokers and would-be clowns have used exploding cigars for years.�
�You mean she left a trick cigar burning in the box?�
Miss Withers nodded. �She must have timed it by trying experiments at home. She put in a much bigger load than the usual trick cigar has. Probably she used powder from her old cartridges, for the cigar butt smelled faintly of it. The cigar went off, the lights went on, and she pointed at the box to make sure that the fake shot and the dead man would be connected. No medical examiner in the world can set a death closer than twenty minutes or so, and it was certain the stunt would take in the doctor and the police.
�Thus, when the �shot� went off, she was under the spotlight. She had to have an alibi like that, because she was the natural person to be suspected and she knew it. There would be nothing left to show in the box except the cigar butt � and I suspect that she had sense enough to strew several there so it would not stand out.�
Piper nodded slowly. �Then Roscoe was an accomplice? Because he must have seen her come through the door after she fired the real shot.�
�Not a bit of it. It was during the movie, when he was off duty. When he was across the street at the shooting gallery, as a matter-of-fact. The cigar burned quietly for ten or fifteen minutes � it wouldn�t go out, particularly if she had remembered to sprinkle a faint bit of powder in with the tobacco when she rewrapped it.�
The Inspector heaved a sigh. �Good heavens, what a woman!� He was not praising Miss Withers. �One thing,� he asked finally. �Why did Max Durkin deny that she had mentioned her gun�s being stolen?�
Miss Withers smiled. �Simple,� she said. �Durkin was sweet on her, and only trying out of loyalty to keep her name out of it. He was positive, like everybody else, that she was innocent because of that perfect, cast-iron alibi. The alibi was so cast-iron I couldn�t resist trying to crack it.�
�You nearly cracked me with that scene in your apartment,� he admitted. �I thought you had gone clean crazy with the flit-gun...�
�An invention of my own,� she admitted proudly. �Heaven knows I need some protection now that I�m mixing myself up continually in other people�s business. And I can�t abide guns. I didn�t get my start in a Wild West show, you see.�
The Inspector was thinking of Janey Vere de Vere. Miss Withers stared at him, coldly. �Oscar! Don�t start admiring the woman. It will make it all the harder for you to send her to the electric chair.�
He smiled. �The chair? With her brains and her looks? You don�t know juries, my dear Hildegarde. They�ll never give her a death sentence.�
But a chill March evening, nine months and five days later, showed Miss Withers was right, as usual.
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Gerald Beaumont (1880?�1926) was born in London and had a remarkably prolific writing career for the short time that he was active. He wrote scores of short stories for The Red Book Magazine, all between 1920 and 1926, when he died.
He wrote at least two books, the first of which, Hearts and the Diamond (1921), is a short story collection that provides an inside look at the world of professional baseball. His second, Riders Up! (1922), also a collection of stories, centered around characters at the racetrack, received exceptionally positive reviews. It was also published in England and, ironically, the only caveat came from the (London) Times when it cautioned, �This book contains much American slang which is unintelligible to English readers,� perhaps unexpected from a British-born author. It is not known when Beaumont came to the United States. He died in Hollywood at the age of forty-six.
His career in the motion picture industry was remarkably prolific as well, with approximately fifty of his stories serving as the basis for films, mostly silent, with nineteen released in 1924 alone.
Beaumont�s story �The Making of O�Malley� had such a heartwarming quality that it was filmed twice, first in 1925 as a silent and then again in 1937. It is the story of a policeman who believes in the letter of the law but feels guilty when his strict interpretation of it results in a decent man being sent to prison.

THE FILM
Title: The Great O�Malley, 1937
Studio: Warner Brothers Pictures
Director: William Dieterle
Screenwriters: Milton Krims, Tom Reed
Producers: Hal B. Wallis (executive), Jack L. Warner (executive), Harry Joe Brown (associate) � all uncredited

THE CAST
��Pat O�Brien (James Aloysius O�Malley)
��Sybil Jason (Barbara Phillips)
��Humphrey Bogart (John Phillips)
��Ann Sheridan (Judy Nolan)
��Frieda Inescourt (Mrs. Phillips)
��Donald Crisp (Captain Cromwell)

The film version follows Beaumont�s story religiously, tugging at the heartstrings when a desperate man commits a robbery in order to take care of his wife and disabled child. The strictly by-the-book cop, O�Malley, sends him to prison but, guilt-ridden, befriends the family.
The Making of O�Malley had a surprisingly all-star cast for such a relatively low-budget film.
O�Brien�s long and successful Hollywood career was essentially based on his screen image of being a warm, kindly Irishman, often in roles as a policeman or Catholic cleric, though he was born and raised in America. He was without accent in real life but often put on a believable brogue in films.
Sybil Jason (born Jacobson in South Africa) received credit above Bogart, as she was enormously talented and Warner Brothers had expected her to be a star. A precocious child performer (she reportedly did a remarkably accurate imitation of Maurice Chevalier at the age of five), she had been put under contract to compete with Shirley Temple, who was one of the biggest box office attractions in America in the 1930s. She did not enjoy similar success and, by 1940, her career was over.
Bogart, as one of Hollywood�s all-time icons, played in twenty-eight films between 1936 and 1940, almost always as a gangster, although clearly John Phillips did not fit the description. Bogart�s success began with his role as escaped convict Duke Mantee in The Petrified Forest (1936), a role he had played on Broadway.
First National Pictures had previously made a silent version of Beaumont�s story, titled The Making of O�Malley, in 1925. It was directed by Lambert Hillyer, with a screenplay by Eugene Clifford, and starring Milton Sills, Dorothy Mackaill, and Helen Rowland.

THE MAKING OF O�MALLEY
Gerald Beaumont

�Wherefore it is the judgment of the Court in compliance with the law that you be confined in the State�s prison at Greenbow for a period of five years.�
A woman screamed. The courtroom buzzed. Police Officer O�Malley had scored again!
No more would the historic confines of Tar Flat resound to the turbulent clamor of battle, the tinkle of broken glass and the Saturday night slogan of Danny the Dude: �Follow me, boys, and you�ll see action!�
Gone was the glory of the Tar Flat gang, smashed by the brilliant single-handed campaign of a cop from Killarney! The battle was over now. Danny was going up to join his defeated pals. Tar Flat had caught a Tartar in James Patrick O�Malley. Deliberately they had set out to get him; and instead their scalps now adorned his belt, and their bruised ears still rang to the roar of Erin go Bragh!
Danny the Dude had boasted that he would beat the case. Him go up! Not a chance! But this was one time when public opinion offset the District�s political pressure. Nor did the presence of Danny�s wife and baby avail him anything. O�Malley had prepared his case well. He was too honest to be �squared,� and too stubborn in his testimony to be shaken. Arrest and conviction were both his work.
�Five years in Greenbow!�
Danny the Dude, slim and sartorially elegant, bade a nonchalant farewell to his family and sauntered from the courtroom in the custody of a deputy jailer. On the way out, he brushed shoulders with the arresting officer, and for the space of a second looked deep into the latter�s eyes.
�I�ll � see � you � later!� said Danny, and there was no mistaking what lay behind the promise.
Officer O�Malley, who feared neither God, man, nor devil, answered quietly: �Fine, my boy � I�ll be right on my beat waiting for you.�
Thus was born the seed of future reckoning. Young Danny, who was not old enough to have learned discretion, marched off, determined by good behavior to cut down considerably the time in which Police Officer O�Malley had yet to live. As for the latter, he hitched at his belt, patted his gun and �cuffs, and strolled back to the station conscious of a duty well performed, and eager now to maintain his reputation as an arresting officer.
O�Malley was a harness bull if there ever was one! Heavy of hand and foot, slow of thought, and very red of face, he considered that day lost whose low descending sun saw no man imprisoned and no battle won! His mother, having given one husky son to the priesthood and another to the police force, considered she had done her duty by God and the community.
Captain Collins, kindly, gray-haired veteran of the Central Station, was not so sure that the community had been blessed by the acquisition of Patrolman O�Malley; and as time went on, he became more and more dubious.
�The breaking up of the Tar Flat gang was a feather in Jim�s bonnet,� admitted Captain Collins, �but now the lad wants an Indian headdress. Sergeant, how many men did he bring in yesterday?�
� �Twas bargain day,� said Sergeant Patterson. �He found a Chink lottery on his beat and grabbed forty-four. He was displeased because three got away.�
�Tomorrow it will be something else,� sighed the Captain. �Since we gave him a day beat, he goes to bed with a copy of the city ordinances, and he knows �em all from the time they ruled the first cow off the street. Give him time, and he�ll have half the city behind bars. You see what publicity does to a young cop!�
Captain Collins was right. It is a bad thing for a patrolman to see his name in the papers too frequently, or to be held long in a district where he is called upon to use his stick and �cuffs to any great extent. He is like a horse that once attuned to the clang of fire-bells or the smell of gunpowder is satisfied thereafter with nothing else.
Even a discreet officer, and the departments are full of them, has a hard enough time making friends. For the statute-books are full of unpopular and obnoxious laws, passed by inexperienced and impractical commissioners. The poor patrolman is always between the slippery curb and the chasm. If he enforces the ordinances as they are written, he is a pest; if he doesn�t, he is a grafter. To retain both prestige and popularity, he must combine the qualities of Solomon, Chesterfield, and Sherlock Holmes.
O�Malley was far from being discreet. He did his duty as he saw it, but he saw it too frequently for his own good. Honest, sober, conscientious, he was none the less an irritating influence in the community, the type of man who can do more harm than good to the department. �To call that man a peace officer,� sighed his superior, �is to make sad misuse of the English language.�
Nine times he was hauled upon the carpet for being overzealous in the performance of his duty.
�Listen to me, you big man,� said Captain Collins. �If Justice is supposed to be blind, a cop can afford to be nearsighted when the occasion requires. You�ve got too much blood in your head, and your fists are too big. Will you turn in your star now, or must I break you?�
O�Malley�s heavy shoulders drooped, and dumb helplessness was written in his blue eyes. He shifted from one big foot to the other, unable to say a word in his own defense.
Captain Collins�s eyes wandered to a printed motto on the wall, the Christmas sermon of Robert Louis Stevenson.
He unpinned the card and held it out to O�Malley. �I�ll give you one more chance, Jim. Read that, and see if you can get it through your thick head. �Tis my conception of an officer�s code. On your way, now, and the next time you open your police manual, consider that card Page One.�
O�Malley departed for his beat, which was a long way off. He made the journey by street-car, hunched in a corner, hands gripping Captain Collins�s present, and his lips mumbling the message, �To be honest, to be kind; to earn a little, to spend a little less... to make on the whole a family happier for my presence.�
Men are not usually cured by the mere reading of sermons. By all the rules of logic, the Central Station would have lost a good man and this story would never have been written, had it not been for Miss Sadie Smith, who had just as much courage as Officer O�Malley and a great deal more sense.
Sadie was a product of Tar Flat, which only goes to show that the law of compensation is a wonderful thing. Bright and blonde as a canary, and not much larger, Sadie was principal of the Hillside Park Grammar School and the kindergarten that adjoined it, having qualified for the job by successfully rearing five little brothers and sisters without the aid of the police.
But Sadie wanted police protection now, and what she wanted she usually got. Fifteen minutes after Miss Smith swept into the Central Station, armed with facts and figures and resolutions from mothers� clubs, Captain Collins threw up his hands and agreed to do the impossible.
�I�ll give you one, Sadie,� said he, �if for no other reason than that I used to dandle you on my knee once; but God knows where I�m going to find him. We�ve got one third of the force on traffic-duty now, and the council won�t increase the budget. Crime grows � the city grows � everything grows but police salaries.�
�Don�t fool yourself,� said Miss Smith. �I�m intrusted with the training of six hundred future citizens, and I�m paid no better than the cop on the beat.�
�Shake!� said Captain Collins. �We represent the two most responsible professions in the commonwealth, and the two poorest paid. Now show me on the map just where you want a man stationed, and he�ll be there in the morning.�
So Sadie stuck a glass-headed pin right in the center of Hillside Park Boulevard, where cross-streets and traction-lines branched out like the points of a police star. A small park was on one side, the school a half-block distant on the other. In between, owing to the peculiar curve of park and streets, there were six corners on which children could gather for the dash across.
�Good night!� said Captain Collins. �Whoever gets that post will have to put mirrors on his ears. Even then, he�ll get cockeyed. How many children did you say there were?�
�Six hundred,� said Sadie, �and none of them are older than twelve � some are as young as five. They come streaming in from all directions in the morning, at the very hour when people are hurrying to work in their machines. Most of them go home at noon, return to school, and then are dismissed at various hours in the afternoon. That means four crossings for each child. And if the children are late, they�re running, and they don�t look��
�Enough!� pleaded Captain Collins. �You�ve got the cold shivers coming down my back now. �Tis my idea of a fine job for a man who�s looking for trouble. Sergeant, who have we got on the discipline list that needs soft-boiling? I want one of these brave club-swingin� buckos who... who... oh, wait a minute! Never mind, Sergeant; I�ve got just the man. That glass-headed pin is officer James Patrick O�Malley, and may God have mercy on his soul! He�ll be there at eight o�clock in the morning, Miss Smith.�
Sadie smiled her thanks. �I think it would be wise for him to come up to the assembly-room at ten o�clock and make a short speech to the children at that hour. I�ll get them all together. That way they�ll know him, and he can impress upon them the importance of obeying his signals.�
Captain Collins�s eyes twinkled. �A speech?� said he. �You want him to get up and talk to six hundred children? Oh, fine! Make him stand with his heels together and bow politely before he starts. I�d give my back teeth to be a kid again in your classroom. Good-by, Miss Smith; I�m glad you called.�
The little teacher went out the door, and Sergeant Patterson grinned at his superior. �Jim will turn in his badge on next pay-day,� he predicted.
Captain Collins looked at the vacant spot on the wall where once an embossed card had hung, and his eyes grew dreamy and reflective. �You�re wrong,� said he. �Big fists and little hands go well together, and Sadie Smith�s kids will be the making of O�Malley.�
Patterson thought differently.
�I owe you ten dollars,� said the Sergeant. �If you�re right, I�ll owe you twenty, but if O�Malley resigns, I don�t owe you nothin�.�
�What kind of frenzied finance is that?� demanded the Captain. �All the same, I�ll go you this once.�
Pay-day came and went, and Sergeant Patterson lost his bet; nor did he ever try to renew it, for by that time every man on the force was aware of what was going on in the Hillside Park District. The captains told the sergeants, who in turn passed it on to the street men, who went home and told their wives, and everybody laughed except James Patrick O�Malley, who was in the process of being made.
The big harness bull who did not know the meaning of fear was racked wide open the first day. The first avalanche of youngsters that answered his nervous orders, trusting their hands to his clasp and their lives to his keeping, shattered all his assurance. The necessity of making his first public address completed his downfall.
No timid tyro mounting the rostrum to recite, �Curfew Shall Not Ring Tonight,� had anything on Police Officer O�Malley as he faced the six hundred youngsters who overflowed the seating capacity of the room, and heard Miss Smith say at his elbow: �Now, children, this is the good, kind police officer who has been detailed to take care of you at the crossing. He is going to say a few words to you on the subject of safety, and I want you all to listen very carefully.�
She smiled encouragingly at the speaker, who bowed, cleared his throat, and ran a huge finger around his wilted collar. He had stayed up half the night preparing for this moment, but now he could not recall a line of what he had written.
�Ladies and gentleman�� he stammered. �I mean, boys and girls! It gives me great pleasure to appear before you, and � and��
His eyes began to glaze. He half-turned toward the girl teacher. �What � what�ll I say?� he whispered.
�Tell them who you are,� she prompted, comprehending his distress and realizing when all else fails a man can usually talk about himself.
�I�m James Patrick O�Malley,� he announced. �Officer Four Hundred and Forty-four.� He would probably have given his age and physical measurements, but at that moment his panic-stricken eyes were caught and held by a little girl in the front row who smiled up at him with such friendly encouragement that it was as though she were saying aloud: �Don�t be scared, Jimmy; I�m your friend.�
The solemn lines on O�Malley�s face melted. He smiled at the little girl in the front row. His smile grew wider. So did hers. She tittered, and the titter spread over the room, swelling into a gale of delighted laughter that was led heartily by an officer of the law and ably seconded by a young school principal. The ice was broken forever.
�Say, listen,� said O�Malley, hitching at his belt and holding up his hand as the nearer children crowded around him � with the single exception of the little girl in the front row. She still smiled at him, but she made no move to arise. �My name is Jim, and I�m your friend. Let�s all be good kids, and love our teacher, and be very careful in crossing the street. How �bout it? Are you with me?�
The walls rang with their answer.
�Three cheers for Officer Jim!� shrilled a youngster at the back of the room, and they were given with a will.
That was the way Officer Jim came into his inheritance, a trust that broadened and deepened as the days went by, until it was the talk of the whole neighborhood. Dignified business men would pass up street-car after street-car just for the pleasure of standing on a corner and watching a blue-coated shepherd at his morning devotions. He seldom crossed the street without ten children hanging to either arm, and a dozen more clinging to his coat-tails and trampling all the polish off his shoes. They clustered on the six corners waiting for him to suspend traffic from first one direction and then the other. At his cheery cry �Here y�are!� accompanied by a beckoning hand, they left the safety of the curb and headed for their protector as fast as they could leg it. His customary procedure was to stand in the center of the boulevard until he had collected a full consignment from three-corners; then he headed for the other shore, entirely surrounded by chattering youngsters.
Not always did they obey his signals promptly. Sometimes a tiny lass in pinafore, more timid than the others, would turn back after she had got halfway, and then tie up traffic while she stood on the curb and tried to make up her mind whether it was safe to go or not. About the time that Officer Jim would decide to wave the traffic on, the small lady at the curb would take it into her head to go. He was always in hot water, and not infrequently his anguished roar could be distinguished for three blocks.
�Whoa! Whoa!... All right, come ahead!... Well, then go back! Come on, everybody! No, no! Not you! Stand where you are! Stop! Go ahead! Whoa! Whoa! Holy mackerel!�
There was really not much danger, for most motorists knew that crossing by now and approached it cautiously. Even so, Officer Jim, with the perspiration beading his forehead, fluttered back and forth with all the exaggerated anxiety of a clucking hen, and the boulevard was smudged with long black marks.
�Damn� right, I make �em burn their brakes,� he told the sergeant. �God pity the man that bumps one of my kids.�
By this time, you see, he really considered himself the daddy of the district, and not without cause. Mothers brought their little ones as far as the boulevard and introduced them to the guardian of the crossing with the solemn injunction: �Now if I�m late in calling for you this afternoon, don�t you dare leave Officer Jim until I come.�
Then they went downtown to do their shopping, and were nearly always late in getting back, so that he found frequently as many as twenty youngsters parked with him long after he was supposed to be off duty. Thus he learned their names and became acquainted with their respective problems.
Very small ones, going to school for the first time, were presented by older brothers and sisters.
�Jim, this is my kid sister Ethel. Shake hands with Jim, sis. And this kid is Billy Dugan�s brother. He just got over the measles. Him and me walk home together. His name�s Tommy. That�s his dog.�
He met others during the lunch-hour, when he sat on a bench in the park munching at a sandwich and exchanging confidences with his small admirers. The little girls brought him flowers in the morning and decked him out in defiance of all the rules and regulations. For that matter, Officer Jim had forgotten all about the once highly treasured volume of the city ordinances. The youngsters were riding bicycles on the sidewalks and whirring past on their roller skates, and playing ball in the park. All that he cared about was seeing that no one interfered with their happiness. When childish ailments kept one of his little friends away longer than seemed normal, he made inquiries, and these were usually followed by his appearance at the child�s home, cap in one hand and a bag of lollypops in the other.
�Just wanted to see how little Johnny was getting along,� he apologized.
Of course he had his favorite. Uniformed monarchs always do. Her name was Margie, and she was the same little Miss Sunshine whose encouraging smile had restored his composure on that opening day in school. He knew now why she had kept her seat, while all the others were standing. Margie was on crutches.
The last remnant of roughness was squeezed from his huge bulk by this crippled youngster who weighed scarcely sixty pounds. She alone could not take his hand in crossing, because of her crutches, but whenever he beheld her at the curb, he brought the whole world to a standstill and hurried forward.
They made a picture that everyone loved to watch: golden-haired Margie, swinging gayly to school on crutches, and big Jim O�Malley tiptoeing awkwardly behind her with both arms wide-stretched in a protecting shield. When they had crossed to safety, there was always a momentary pause, while he held her crutches and she put both arms around his neck in a childish embrace. That morning commendation inspired Officer O�Malley.
He made bold to seek the aid of Dr. Commerford, a distinguished surgeon who lived in the neighborhood, and who had both a skilled hand and a very big heart. �The poor little thing,� he explained, �tells me it�s something wrong in her kneecaps. She had a fall. Her mother is away workin�, and her father�s dead, I guess, because she says he�s gone to the North Pole. Her aunt takes care of her. I don�t think they have any money, but I could lay fifty a month aside��
�Oh, you could, could you?� said Dr. Commerford. �Well, go ahead and do it, you big fool! Put it in the bank, and don�t let me or anybody else take it away from you. Where does your little friend live?�
Jim told him. Not long afterward surgical genius triumphed. Margie discarded her crutches and began to walk unaided. Complete recovery came gradually of course, but eventually she was able to beat all the others in a race for Officer Jim and to spring like a cat into his arms with a happy shriek of �Catch me, Jimmy!�
His cup of joy was almost complete. He would not have traded his job for that of Captain Collins, nor even that of the Chief. The youngsters showed him their report-cards each month, and those that had fallen from grace and failed to win promotion were loud in their insistence that he arrest their teacher. Some of them offered him candy and then demanded: �What�s the capital of Cleveland?� �Hey, Jim, where was Lincoln born?� �Is this the way you make a capital H?�
Because his own education had been sadly neglected and he desired to retain the respect of those that were learning fast, he showed up at the school after hours one afternoon, and made his humble plea to Miss Sadie Smith.
�I�m ashamed to go to a night-school,� he confessed, �but if you could spare me twenty minutes at your convenience, Miss Smith, �twould be a great favor and I�ll be glad to make it worth your while.�
So Miss Smith gained another pupil. The maiden mother and the bachelor daddy of six hundred children confronted each other in a private classroom every afternoon. Officer Jim struggled manfully with the problems of algebra; Sadie got chalk all over her nose; and the winged god of love sat in a far corner, heels on a desk, chuckling as he watched them.
O�Malley�s romance deepened in two directions. In the evenings, he now went out with Miss Smith. In the daytime Margie claimed him for her own. He learned why little Miss Sunshine was so glad she could run and why she was so anxious to save all her report-cards that had �Excellent� written upon them.
�It�s for my real daddy,� she explained. �When he comes back from the North Pole, I�m going to run to meet him, and show him all my cards.�
�That�s a fine idea,� he told her, �but you mustn�t be too disappointed if your daddy doesn�t come home right away, darlin�. The North Pole�s a long way off, you know.�
�I know,� she nodded soberly. �But Auntie says Santa Claus is going to surely bring him when I�m seven years old, and I�m almost six now!� She screwed up her face and looked at him with an expression that seemed oddly familiar, but just why he could not tell.
�Well,� he sighed, �let�s hope Santa Claus won�t forget. In the meantime, remember that Jim loves you, and if there�s anything your little heart wants, just come to me.�

Later it occurred to him that her father might be alive after all, for Margie insisted that he was coming back and that her mother wouldn�t then have to work any more. �We�re going to have our own home, Jimmy, and I�m going to invite you to dinner the first thing. You see if I don�t.�
Then one afternoon she hurried up to him, her cheeks aglow with eagerness. �See, Jim,� she cried, �here�s Daddy�s picture. I took it off Auntie�s dresser just to show you.�
He was sitting down at the time, which was just as well, since the picture that was thrust so eagerly into his hands proved to be a cheap postcard portrait of young Danny the Dude. The blood drained from O�Malley�s face. His heavy fingers trembled. So, the North Pole was Greenbow! And he himself was responsible for little Margie�s long wait! He wondered what the little one would say if she knew. His mind reverted to the Christmas Sermon, folded in the flyleaf of his police manual, and to one line in particular:
�To make on the whole a family happier for my presence.�
Heavily he achieved his feet, handed back the picture, and with one clumsy finger caressed ever so lightly a dimpled cheek.
�You did the right thing, darlin�, in showing me Daddy�s picture. The North Pole ain�t as far away as I thought, and who knows but what the Police Department might have a little influence with Santa Claus!�
That night Officer O�Malley passed up his date with Sadie Smith, and called instead on various public officials, including Superior Judge Humphrey, District Attorney Taylor, and Captain Collins.
�Jim,� said his veteran superior, �I�m not much in favor of paroling a man that�s sent up for gun-play. The habit is hard to break. But I know the little girl you speak of, and I think you�re right in sayin� she�ll do Danny as much good as Greenbow. Anyway, they�re pretty crowded up there. When are you goin� to get married?�
�Me?� said Jim, turning a dull crimson. �Me?�
Captain Collins laughed. �Do you think I got all these stripes on my arm for bein� blind? I held Sadie on my knee, and I knew her twenty years ago, and I�ll do it again if you don�t look out. Go on with you now, and conduct yourself as becomes a courageous man.�

June came, the month of roses and romance and reckoning. School commencement exercises were but a few days off. Margie scampered up with the unbelievable news that her father was coming home the next morning. Her radiancy well repaid Officer Jim for all his efforts.
�Well, well, well,� he commented, �that�s fine! You want to be extra cautious now, crossing the street. I�ve taken care of you this long � you mustn�t let anything happen to you at the last minute. Take my hand, darlin�, and we�ll cross together.�
Margie was excused a half-hour earlier the next morning in order that she could hurry home to meet her father. Fate, which operates in ways that are beyond all human understanding, saw to it that a coal-oil stove exploded in a house on upper Hillside. Far down the boulevard a shrill siren began its wail, and Officer O�Malley, strolling leisurely toward his noonday post, quickened his pace. When he reached the cross-street, he saw Margie starting toward him from the opposite corner. He held up a warning hand, but she mistook it for a friendly greeting, and ignoring the siren that was growing louder every second, sprang forward to meet him. At the same instant Battalion Chief Powell�s red car swept into sight, traveling fifty miles an hour. Powell had every reason to expect a clear street at that time of day. Instead a little girl fluttered into his path, saw her danger, and instead of standing still, turned first one way and then the other.
Brakes shrieked on a swerving car. There was a wild yell from the driver, and Officer O�Malley left the curb in a headlong leap. Streak of red, flash of blue � bump�� and on!
Careening on two wheels, the fire-car missed a telegraph-pole by inches, mounted the sidewalk, regained the street and came jerkily to a stop. Chief Powell looked back. A bare-headed cop, covered with dust and with his right coat-sleeve torn off, had regained his feet, and in his arms he held the limp figure of Danny�s daughter.
�All right!� bellowed Officer Jim. �Go on! She�s just fainted � you didn�t touch her!�
�Thank God!� said Chief Powell. �Well, that�s one cigar I owe big Jim.�� Step on it, son!�
Margie had been shocked into a swoon. Her house was not so far away, and O�Malley walked there straight as a bee travels, but he had no recollection of it afterward. The terrific fall had stunned him. He felt no pain at all from a fractured collarbone. He had but one blind instinct � to get this child to her home, and then go to his own cottage and lie down. He did not even remember turning little Miss Sunshine over to her mother, nor of starting to descend the narrow stairs that led to the street. But what happened immediately thereafter penetrated his torpor. Halfway down the stairs he came across his handcuffs where they had fallen from his pocket, and he bent mechanically to pick them up. The effort told on him, and for a moment he drooped against the wall, half crouched in the shadows with the steel bracelets in his hands and his heavy features contorted with pain.
This was the picture presented to young Danny the Dude, as he ran lightly up the steps of his home expecting to greet his wife and child. The door was unlatched and he pushed straight in! The two men looked into each other�s eyes, and they were as close as they had been that day in the courtroom when the threat was uttered and answered.
To young Danny, chastened and hopeful, but fresh from Greenbow, Officer O�Malley�s presence in his home meant but one thing. The handcuffs confirmed it! All the stories which he had heard from fellow-prisoners and only half believed were true. The police were persecutors! They weren�t going to let him even see his family. His release was a frame-up. Red madness engulfed him.
�You dirty hound o� hell!� he shrieked, and leaped barehanded for O�Malley�s throat. The big man, protesting feebly, went down under the attack. The police gun slipped from his holster, and fell within reach of a slim hand. Bang!

A moment later Danny the Dude fled down the front steps. After him reeled an officer of the law, blood streaming from a wound in the shoulder, and calling desperately as he went. �Danny � Danny � for God�s sake don�t run!... It�s all right, I tell you. Danny, come back here!�
But the fugitive fled on. O�Malley hailed a passing machine.
�Gosh!� said the startled driver. �What�s wrong?�
�Nothin�,� he answered. �Take me home.� He gave his address and fell into the back of the car.
That night Inspector Foley and two plainclothes men, having heard part of the story and halfway suspecting the rest, stood at O�Malley�s bedside and tried unsuccessfully to worm the truth from him. The papers had it that Officer Jim had been hurt saving a schoolchild from certain death. Chief Powell had made that part of it plain. The rest was still a police secret.
�You say,� questioned the Inspector, �that as you were coming down the stairs, your gun fell out and exploded. Is that it, Jim?�
�Yes,� confirmed O�Malley. �It�s only a flesh-wound. I�ll be all right in a few days.�
�I believe that part of it,� said Foley. �But I�d like you to tell me how the top of your shoulder is all powder-burned if the shot was fired as you say?�
O�Malley remained silent.
�And you couldn�t by any possible chance tell us who belongs to this soft black hat we found on the staircase? Nor who it was that ran out of the house just ahead of you?�
O�Malley shook his head.
�That�s all,� said the Inspector. �Let�s go, boys! My mind�s working better than Jim�s.�
At eleven o�clock the next morning, just as the commencement exercises of the Highland Park School were drawing to a close, a police car drew up at O�Malley�s humble domicile. Captain Collins, who had risen from a sickbed, was in the front seat, and in the rear, handcuffed to Inspector Foley, sat Danny the Dude. Old Mother O�Malley, blessing herself nervously, ushered them into the sickroom.
The injured officer tried to flash a message to the prisoner, but it was of no avail. Danny figured the game was up. He drew back with a snarl, �Aw, what�s the use of this foolin� around. Sure I plugged him, and I�m sorry I didn�t bump him off.�
O�Malley groaned and turned his face to the wall.
�So you admit you shot him,� said Captain Collins. �Well, my lad, you know what that means, don�t you? �Twill be more like forty years now instead of four. You might at least have given your little girl a kiss first.�
Suddenly, Danny the Dude�s composure broke. He fell into a chair, buried his face in manacled hands, and sobbed out his version of the shooting of O�Malley. Bitter curses punctuated the recital. �There he was, layin� for me with the �cuffs in his hand! Wasn�t even going to let me upstairs to see my kid � my kid! I tell you I was goin� straight. I was � I was! He waited for me just as he said he would. Waited right in my house with the �cuffs, and my kid upstairs.�
O�Malley propped himself up. � �Twas because of your little girl,� said he, �that I was there. The �cuffs fell out of my pocket and I was picking them up.�
�You lie!� raved Danny the Dude. �What license have you got to be thinkin� about my kid? You dirty��
�Help me up, boys,� pleaded O�Malley. �I�ll bust him right in the nose��
Captain Collins raised his hand. �Shut up, both of you! I�ll tell the story now as it ought to be told. As my old woman used to say, �Anybody can see through a door after somebody bores a hole in it.� Listen to me, Danny, and I�ll tell you why Jim happened to be in your house.�
The gray-haired apostle of the Central Station was not an orator. He spoke simply and as one man to another, but more than once his voice wavered and he looked out the big window. He loved his men and his work, and he knew the value to the community of teaching little children to run to an officer instead of away from them. The story was long in the telling, for Captain Collins omitted little and supplied much that O�Malley had thought was a secret of his own. Certain chapters brought a dull red to the cheeks of Officer Jim.
�So, you see,� concluded the Captain, �to sum it all up, �police protection� is a pretty broad term. This harness bull that you took such pleasure in wingin� is the one who made it possible for your little girl to walk, who guarded her from all harm while you were away, and who headed the petition for your parole. If you hadn�t found him in your home, bruised and out of his head, it would have been because you�d have later found your baby stretched out under a sheet at the City Morgue � God help you then, lad! We�d have been powerless!�

Through most of the recital Danny the Dude had listened with tight lips and challenging eyes, but gradually the hard lines had softened, incredulity had been replaced by amazement; and now his youthful features twitched with the reaction. He drew a deep breath and looked up at Collins. �As God�s my witness,� said he, �if I believed one-half of that was true�� He hesitated.
�You�d do what?� prompted Captain Collins.
�I was brought up to hate cops,� said Danny, �but if you ain�t lying, I�ll get down on my knees and kiss all the polish off that guy�s shoes!�
There was a moment of silence.
�Faith,� chuckled the Captain. �I�d hate to have that sentence passed on me. Jim�s got the biggest shoes in the department. Now, let�s see��
Mother O�Malley appeared in the doorway, visibly excited.
�Parade,� she called. �Parade, an� it�s comin� this way! All the kids in the world and a brass band! Hear it?�
They all heard it then: the Hillside Park School Band, trying its best to master the mysteries of the official police anthem, �Fearless and True.� The music grew louder.
Captain Collins went to the front window. A battalion of school children, six hundred strong, was coming up the street, little girls in stiff white dresses escorted by little boys carrying school colors and American flags. At their head marched Miss Sadie Smith, holding by the hand the daughter of Danny the Dude. The parade came to a stop outside the O�Malley residence. A youthful yell-leader mounted the steps, faced the assemblage, and waved his arms. The enthusiastic response rang throughout the neighborhood.
Rah � rah � rah!
Officer Jim!

O�Malley�s crimson face disappeared under the bedclothes, whence came a muffled voice: �For the love o� Pete! They ain�t comin� in here, are they? You talk to them, Captain! Tell �em I�m much obliged.�
Captain Collins returned from the window. �Better take the �cuffs off your man, Inspector. Danny, you wanted evidence, did you? Well, stand back in that corner, and you�ll get it.� He prodded the shrouded figure that represented O�Malley. �Stick your head out, you big turtle! You�re a hell of a hero! Quick, now � both your girls are comin� in here with candy and flowers.�

He spoke just in time. O�Malley looked up to see Danny�s small daughter standing in the doorway, her arms filled with flowers. Behind her was Miss Sadie Smith. Margie, made timid by the presence of strangers, hesitated a moment. Then she saw the welcoming light in blue eyes, and forgot all else, even the carefully prepared speech which she had been elected to deliver. Hurrying across the room, Danny�s daughter dropped to her knees by O�Malley�s bed. The flowers fell unheeded to the floor. Small arms went around his neck.
�Thank you for saving me, Officer Jim, and I hope you�re not hurt bad, and... and�� her voice wavered, and the hot tears of childish grief descended. �Oh, J-Jimmy,� she sobbed, �he came, and I missed him! Mamma says he�s gone back to the North P-Pole, and now I�ll have to wait all over again. It wasn�t any use s-saving me at all.�
She buried her face in the bedclothes and sobbed bitterly.
�There, there!� comforted O�Malley. �Your mother might be mistaken, darlin�.� He looked up at Captain Collins, and the latter with a wave of one hand relegated all authority to his subordinate. O�Malley patted the head of his favorite. �Kiss big Jim,� he whispered, �and I�ll tell you some grand news. Your daddy didn�t go back to the North Pole. He came down to see his little girl, and he lost his way, so he had to come to us. All people who are lost do that, you know. He�s in this room, darlin�. Dry your eyes now, and see if you can pick him out. They wanted me to identify him, but somehow I couldn�t seem to do it.�
Margie didn�t have much trouble, for as she turned swiftly around, young Danny the Dude crumpled to his knees and held out his arms. With a sharp cry Margie covered the distance between them.
�Take him home, sweetheart,� said Captain Collins, �and see that he don�t lose his way again. Inspector, I guess you and I might as well be goin�.�
They paused a moment on the porch to acknowledge the cheers of the children in the street.
�Look at that, will you!� said Captain Collins. �There�s the finest testimonial ever given an officer in the history of the Department. We�ll have no trouble with that crop of citizens.�
Sadie appeared in the doorway, her eyes moist and her lips trembling.
�Where do you think you�re goin�?� said the head of the Central Station. �We came out on the porch to give you and Jim a chance.�
The pink deepened in Miss Smith�s cheeks. �I... I�ve got to march the children back to the yard before I can dismiss them.�
�Me and the Inspector will do that,� said the Captain. �Go on back and give a deserving officer the decoration that�s comin� to him.�
�Orders are orders,� said Sadie, turning back...
Captain Collins descended the stairs and consulted with the leader of the band. �Do you know the Wedding March? Well, you better learn it! All right, kids, fall in! About face! Squads right! Forward march! Heads up, everybody! Shoulders back! Eyes straight ahead! Ah, that�s fine! Watch your step! Hay foot, straw foot, belly full of bean soup. Hay foot��
The band played �Freedom Forever,� and down the street marched Sadie Smith�s kids, four abreast, and led by two veteran upholders of the law. Captain Collins�s head moved jauntily to the beat of the drums, and his countenance was serene. He rightly guessed that in the cottage on the hill behind them, a blushing young schoolteacher was at that moment applying the finishing touches to the making of O�Malley!

Once Upon a Train
STUART PALMER & CRAIG RICE

THE STORY
Original publication:Ellery Queen�s Mystery Magazine, October 1950; first collected in People Vs. Withers & Malone by Stuart Palmer and Craig Rice (New York, Simon & Schuster, 1963)

The authors who cowrote this story were friends who also collaborated on several screenplays and enough stories to fill a collection titled People Vs. Withers & Malone (1963). Charles Stuart Hunter Palmer (1905�1968) and Craig Rice (1908�1957) were two of the most beloved and successful mystery writers in America from the 1930s to the 1960s � Palmer for the books and stories featuring his schoolteacher sleuth Hildegarde Withers and Rice for the zany humor she brought to her mystery novels.
It seems that Palmer occasionally found collaboration with Rice a tricky, even frustrating, business. She had become an alcoholic, so her dedication to meeting deadlines had diminished in later years. Still, they were a good partnership, each of them blessed with a robust sense of humor.
Born Georgiana Ann Randolph Craig, Rice�s real-life mysteries were a match for her fiction. Because of her enormous popularity in the 1940s and 1950s (she was the first mystery writer to appear on the cover of Time magazine), she was often interviewed but was as forthcoming as a deep-cover agent for the Central Intelligence Agency. How her pseudonym was created is a question that remains unanswered sixty years after her premature death. Equally murky are the questions about her marriages, the number of which remain a subject of conjecture. She was married a minimum of four times, and it is possible the number reached seven; that she had numerous affairs is not in dispute. She had three children.
Born in Chicago, where she spent much of her life, her parents took off for Europe when she was quite young, so she was raised by various family members. She worked in radio and public relations but sought a career in music and writing poetry and general novels, with which she had no success, so she turned to writing detective novels with spectacular results.
Rice is perhaps best known for the Malone series, though the character�s fictional career began as a friend of a madcap couple, the handsome but dim press agent Jake Justus and his socially prominent bride-to-be, Helene Brand. Malone�s �Personal File� usually contains a bottle of rye. Despite his seeming irresponsibility, Malone inspired great loyalty among his friends, including the Justuses, Maggie Cassidy, his long-suffering and seldom-paid secretary, and Captain Daniel von Flanagan of the Chicago homicide squad. The series began with Eight Faces at Three in 1939 and ran for a dozen novels.
�Once Upon a Train� begins when a crook for whom Malone got an acquittal fails to show up for the celebratory party as he takes off with $100,000 in cash. He boards a train from Chicago to New York, with Malone in pursuit � and he�s not alone. Naturally, as these things always seem to happen to the old schoolteacher, Miss Withers finds his body.
The story has a charming moment in which a character is identified as Horace Lee Randolph, a nod to one of Rice�s birth names, and another reminds Malone of Miss Hackett � the teacher on whom Palmer largely based Hildegarde Withers.

THE FILM
Title: Mrs. O�Malley and Mr. Malone, 1950
Studio: Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer
Director: Norman Taurog
Screenwriter: William Bowers
Producer: William H. Wright

THE CAST
��Marjorie Main (Harriet �Hattie� O�Malley)
��James Whitmore (John J. Malone)
��Ann Dvorak (Connie Kepplar)
��Phyllis Kirk (Kay)
��Fred Clark (Inspector Tim Marino)
��Dorothy Malone (Lola Gillway)

There is some resemblance between �Once Upon a Train� and Mrs. O�Malley and Mr. Malone, but not much. The action in both takes place on a train, and John J. Malone is aboard with a crook who owes him money.
However, Hildegarde Withers is nowhere to be found in the film, and the central character of the film, Mrs. Hattie O�Malley, does not make even a cameo appearance in the story, and is a total creation of the screenwriter.
Steve Kepplar, a crook, has just been released from jail. The $100,000 from the bank embezzlement that sent him to the slammer has never been recovered and his lawyer, Malone, is chasing him to collect his $10,000 fee. Also on board is Mrs. O�Malley, on her way to New York to collect a $50,000 prize in a radio contest; the recently divorced Connie Kepplar, who wants some of the loot because of alimony she�s owed; Lola Gillway, the girlfriend of Kepplar�s associate, who wouldn�t mind some of the cash; and Tim Marino, a police detective who wants to recoup the swag � all of it. It is not long before Kepplar is murdered, someone is trying to frame Malone, and a plethora of sleuths try to find the murderer: the cop, Malone, and Mrs. O�Malley, who has read too many mystery stories and figures she can solve the case as well as anyone.
This was planned as the first of a series of humorous detective movies starring Marjorie Main and James Whitmore, but it was not a box office success, so the notion of sequels was scuttled.
The working title for the film during production was The Loco Motive, far snappier than its eventual title.
The opening scene shows the radio program that Mrs. O�Malley won. It is hosted by Jack Bailey, who became a famous television personality soon after, when he hosted the hugely popular television series Queen for a Day.
To let audiences know that they were about to see a movie that was more comedy than mystery, a humorous prologue appears in the onscreen credits: �The producers of this picture feel that the attorney depicted herein should be disbarred and strongly suggest that the American Bar Association do something about it.�

ONCE UPON A TRAIN
Stuart Palmer & Craig Rice

�It was nothing, really,� said John J. Malone with weary modesty. �After all, I never lost a client yet.�
The party in Chicago�s famed Pump Room was being held to celebrate the miraculous acquittal of Stephen Larsen, a machine politician accused of dipping some thirty thousand dollars out of the municipal till. Malone had proved to the jury and to himself that his client was innocent � at least, innocent of that particular charge.
It was going to be a nice party, the little lawyer kept telling himself. By the way Larsen�s so-called friends were bending their elbows, the tab would be colossal. Malone hoped fervently that his fee for services rendered would be taken care of today, before Larsen�s guests bankrupted him. Because there was the matter of two months� back office rent...
�Thank you, I will,� Malone said, as the waiter picked up his empty glass. He wondered how he could meet the redhead at the next table, who looked sultry and bored in the midst of a dull family party. As soon as he got his money from Larsen he would start a rescue operation. The quickest way to make friends, he always said, was to break a hundred-dollar bill in a bar, and that applied even to curvaceous redheads in Fath models.
But where was Steve Larsen? Lolly was here, wearing her most angelic expression and a slinky gown which she overflowed considerably at the top. She was hinting that the party also celebrated a reconciliation between herself and Stevie; that the divorce was off. She had hocked her bracelet again, and Malone remembered hearing that her last show had closed after six performances. If she got her hand back into Steve�s pocket, Malone reflected, goodbye to his fee of three grand.
He�d made elaborate plans for that money. They not only included the trip to Bermuda which he�d been promising himself for twenty years, but also the redhead he�d been promising himself for twenty minutes.
Others at the table were worrying too. �Steve is late, even for him!� spoke up Allen Roth suddenly.
Malone glanced at the porcine paving contractor who was rumored to be Larsen�s secret partner, and murmured, �Maybe he got his dates mixed.�
�He�d better show,� Roth said, in a voice as cold as a grave-digger�s shovel.
The little lawyer shivered, and realized that he wasn�t the only guest who had come here to make a collection. But he simply had to have that money. $3,000 � $30,000. He wondered, half musing, if he shouldn�t have made his contingent fee, say, $2,995. This way it almost looked like...
�What did you say about ten per cent, counselor?� Bert Glick spoke up wisely.
Malone recovered himself. �You misunderstood me. I merely said, �When on pleasure bent, never muzzle the ox when he treadeth out the corn.� I mean rye.� He turned to look for the waiter, not solely from thirst. The little lawyer would often have been very glad to buy back his introduction to Bert Glick.
True, the City Hall hanger-on had been helpful during the trial. In fact, it had been his testimony as a prosecution witness that had clinched the acquittal, for he had made a surprise switch on several moot points of the indictment. Glick was a private detective turned bail-bondsman, clever at tapping wires and dipping his spoon into any gravy that was being passed.
Glick slapped Malone on the back and said, �If you knew what I know, you wouldn�t be looking at your watch all the time. Because this ain�t a coming out party, it�s a surprise party. And the surprise is that the host ain�t gonna be here!�
Malone went cold � as cold as Allen Roth�s gray eyes across the table. �Keep talking,� he said, adding in a whisper a few facts which Glick might not care to have brought to the attention of the district attorney.
�You don�t need to be so nasty,� Glick said. He rose suddenly to his feet, lifting his glass. �A toast! A toast to good ol� Stevie, our pal, who�s taking the Super-Century for New York tonight, next stop Paris or Rio. And with him, my fine feathered friends, he�s taking the dough he owes most of us, and a lot more too. Bon voyage!� The man absorbed the contents of his glass and slowly collapsed in his chair.
There was a sudden hullabaloo around the table. Malone closed his eyes for just five seconds, resigning himself to the certainty that his worst suspicions were true. When he opened his eyes again, the redhead was gone. He looked at his watch. There was still a chance of catching that New York train, with a quick stop at Joe the Angel�s bar to borrow the price of a ticket. Malone rushed out of the place, wasting no time in farewells. Everybody else was leaving too, so that finally Glick was left alone with the waiter and with the check.
As Malone had expected, Joe the Angel took a very dim view of the project, pointing out that it was probably only throwing good money after bad. But he handed over enough for a round trip, plus Pullman. By the time his cab had dumped him at the I.C. station, Malone had decided to settle for one way. He needed spending money for the trip. There were poker games on trains.
Suddenly he saw the redhead! She was jammed in a crowd at the gate, crushed between old ladies, noisy sailors, and a bearded patriarch in the robes of the Greek Orthodox Church. She struggled with a mink coat, a yowling cat in a traveling case, and a caged parrot.
Malone leaped gallantly to her rescue, and for a brief moment was allowed to hold the menagerie, before a Redcap took over. The moment was just long enough for the lawyer to have his hand clawed by the irate cat, and for him and the parrot to develop a lifelong dislike. But he did hear the girl say, �Compartment B in Car 10, please.� And her warm grateful smile sent him racing off in search of the Pullman conductor.
Considerable eloquence, some trifling liberties with the truth, and a ten-dollar bill got him possession of the drawing room next to a certain compartment. That settled, he paused to make a quick deal with a roving Western Union boy, and more money changed hands. When he finally swung aboard the already moving train, he felt fairly confident that the trip would be pleasant and eventful. And lucrative, of course. The minute he got his hands on Steve Larsen...
Once established in the drawing room, Malone studied himself in the mirror, whistling a few bars of �The Wabash Cannonball.� For the moment the primary target could wait. He was glad he was wearing his favorite Finchley suit, and his new green-and-lavender Sulka tie.
�A man of distinction,� he thought. True, his hair was slightly mussed, a few cigar ashes peppered his vest, and the Sulka tie was beginning to creep toward one ear, but the total effect was good. Inspired, he sat down to compose a note to Operation Redhead, in the next compartment. He knew it was the right compartment, for the parrot was already giving out with imitations of a boiler factory, assisted by the cat.
He wrote:
Lovely lady,
Let�s not fight Fate. We were destined to have dinner together. I am holding my breath for your yes.
Your unknown admirer,
J.J.M.

He poked the note under the connecting door, rapped lightly, and waited.
After a long moment the note came back, with an addition in a surprisingly precise hand.
Sir, You have picked the wrong girl. Besides, I had dinner in the Pump Room over an hour ago, and so, I believe, did you.

Undaunted, Malone whistled another bar of the song. Just getting any answer at all was half the battle. So she�d noticed him in the Pump Room! He sat down and wrote swiftly:
Please, an after-dinner liqueur with me, then?

This time the answer was:
My dear sir: MY DEAR SIR!

But the little lawyer thought he heard sounds of feminine laughter, though of course it might have been the parrot. He sat back, lighted a fresh cigar, and waited. They were almost to Gary now, and if the telegram had got through...
It had, and a messenger finally came aboard with an armful of luscious Gruss von Teplitz roses. Malone intercepted him long enough to add a note which really should be the clincher.
To the Rose of Tralee, who makes all other women look like withered dandelions. I�ll be waiting in the club car. Faithfully, John J. Malone.

That was the way, he told himself happily. Don�t give her a chance to say No again.
After a long and somewhat bruising trip through lurching Pullman cars, made longer still because he first headed fore instead of aft, Malone finally sank into a chair in the club-car lounge, facing the door. Of course, she would take time to arrange the roses, make a corsage out of a couple of buds, and probably shift into an even more startling gown. It might be quite a wait. He waved at the bar steward and said, �Rye, please, with a rye chaser.�
�You mean rye with a beer chaser, Mr. Malone?�
�If you know my name, you know enough not to confuse me. I mean beer with a rye chaser!� When the drink arrived Malone put it where it would do the most good, and then for lack of anything better to do fell to staring in awed fascination at the lady who had just settled down across the aisle.
She was a tall, angular person who somehow suggested a fairly well-dressed scarecrow. Her face seemed faintly familiar, and Malone wondered if they�d met before. Then he decided that she reminded him of a three-year-old who had winked at him in the paddock at Washington Park one Saturday and then run out of the money.
Topping the face � as if anything could � was an incredible headpiece consisting of a grass-green crown surrounded by a brim of nodding flowers, wreaths and ivy. All it seemed to need was a nice marble tombstone.
She looked up suddenly from her magazine. �Pardon me, but did you say something about a well-kept grave?� Her voice reminded Malone of a certain Miss Hackett who had talked him out of quitting second-year high school. Somehow he found himself strangely unable to lie to her.
�Madam, do you read minds?�
�Not minds, Mr. Malone. Lips, sometimes.� She smiled. �Are you really the John J. Malone?�
He blinked. �How in the � oh, of course! The magazine! Those fact-detective stories will keep writing up my old cases. Are you a crime-story fan, Mrs.�� ?�
�Miss. Hildegarde Withers, schoolteacher by profession and meddlesome old snoop by avocation, at least according to the police. Yes, I�ve read about you. You solve crimes and right wrongs, but usually by pure accident while chasing through saloons after some young woman who is no better than she should be. Are you on a case now?�
�Working my way through the second bottle,� he muttered, suddenly desperate. It would never do for the redhead to come in and find him tied up with this character.
�I didn�t mean that kind of a case,� Miss Withers explained. �I gather that even though you�ve never lost a client, you have mislaid one at the moment?�
Malone shivered. The woman had second sight, at least. He decided that it would be better if he went back through the train and met the Rose of Tralee, who must certainly be on her way here by this time. He could also keep an eye open for Steve Larsen. With a hasty apology he got out of the club car, pausing only to purchase a handy pint of rye from the bar steward, and started on a long slow prowl of mile after mile of wobbling, jerking cars. The rye, blending not unpleasantly with the champagne he had taken on earlier, made everything a little hazy and unreal. He kept getting turned around and blundering into the long-deserted diner. Two or three times he bumped into the Greek Orthodox priest with the whiskers, and similarly kept interrupting four sailors shooting craps in a men�s lounge.
But � no redhead. And no Larsen. Finally the train stopped � could it be Toledo already? Malone dashed to the vestibule and hung over the step, to make sure that Steve didn�t disembark. When they were moving again he resumed his pilgrimage, though by this time he had resigned himself to the fact that he was being stood up by the Rose of Tralee. At last, he turned mournfully back toward where his own lonesome cubicle ought to be � and then suddenly found himself back in the club car!
No redheaded Rose. Even The Hat had departed, taking her copy of Official Fact Detective Stories with her. The car was deserted except for a bridge game going on in one corner and a sailor � obviously half-seas over � who was drowsing in a big chair with a newspaper over his face.
The pint was empty. Malone told the steward to have it buried with full military honors, and to fetch him a cheese on rye. �On second thought, skip the cheese and make it just straight rye, please.�
The drink arrived, and with it a whispered message. There was a lady waiting down the corridor.
Malone emptied his glass and followed the steward, trying to slip him five dollars. It slipped right back. �Thanks, Mr. Malone, but I can�t take money from an old classmate. Remember, we went through the last two years of Kent College of Law together?�
Malone gasped. �Class of �45. And you�re Homer � no, Horace Lee Randolph. But��
�What am I doing here? The old story. Didn�t know my place, and got into Chicago Southside politics. Bumped up against the machine, and got disbarred on a phony charge of subornation of perjury. It could have been squared by handing a grand to a certain sharper at City Hall, but I didn�t have the money.� Horace shrugged. �This pays better than law, anyway. For instance, that lady handed me five dollars just to unlock the private lounge and tell you she�s waiting to see you there.�
The little lawyer winced. �She � was she a queer old maid in a hat that looked like she�d made it herself?�
�Oh, no. No hat.�
Malone breathed easier. �Was she young and lovely?�
�My weakness is the numbers game, but I should say the description is accurate.�
Humming �But �twas not her beauty alone that won me; oh, no, �twas the truth...� Malone straightened his tie and opened the door.
Lolly Larsen exploded in his face with all the power of a firecracker under a tin can. She grabbed his lapels and yelped: �Well, where is the dirty�?�
�Be more specific. Which dirty�?� Malone said, pulling himself loose.
�Steve, of course!�
�I don�t know, but I still hope he�s somewhere on this train. You joining me in the search? Nice to have your pretty face among us.�
Lolly had the face of a homesick angel. Her hair was exactly the color of a twist of lemon peel in a glass of champagne brut, her mouth was an overripe strawberry, and her figure might have inspired the French bathing suit, but her eyes were cold and strange as a mermaid�s. �Are you in this with Steve?� she demanded.
Malone said, �In simple, one-syllable words that even you can understand � No!�
Lolly suddenly relaxed, swaying against him so that he got a good whiff of brandy, nail polish, and Chanel Number 5. �I�m sorry. I guess I�m just upset. I feel so terribly helpless��
For Malone�s money, she was as helpless as an eight-button rattlesnake. �You see,� Lolly murmured, �I�m partly to blame for Steve�s running away. I should have stood by him at the trial, but I hadn�t the courage. Even afterward � I didn�t actually promise to come back to him, I just said I�d come to his party. I meant to tell him � in the Pump Room. So, please, please help me find him � so I can make him see how much we really need each other!�
Malone said, �Try it again, and flick the eyelashes a little bit more when you come to �need each other.� �
Lolly jerked away and called him a number of things, of which �dirty little shyster� was the most complimentary. �All right,� she finally said in a matter-of-fact tone. �Steve�s carrying a hundred grand, and you can guess how he got it. I happen to know � Glick isn�t the only one who�s been spying on him since he got out of jail yesterday. I don�t want Steve back, but I do want a fat slice for keeping my mouth shut. One word from me to the D.A. or the papers, and not even you can get him off.�
�Go on,� Malone said wearily. �But you interest me in less ways than one.�
�Find Steve!� she told him. �Make a deal and I�ll give you ten per cent of the take. But work fast, because we�re not the only ones looking for him. Steve double-crossed everybody who was at that party this afternoon. He�s somewhere on this train, but he�s probably shaved off his mustache, or put on a fright-wig, or��
Malone yawned and said, �Where can I get in touch with you?�
�I couldn�t get a reservation of any kind.� Her strange eyes warmed hopefully. �But I hear you have a drawing room?�
�Don�t look at me in that tone of voice,� Malone said hastily. �Besides, I snore. Maybe there�ll be something available for you at the next stop.�
He was out of there and back in the club car before Lolly could turn on any more of the charm. He decided to have one for the road � the New York Central Road, and one for the Pennsy too. The sensible thing was to find Steve Larsen, collect his own hard-earned fee, and leave Lolly alone. Her offer of ten per cent of the blackmail take touched on a sore spot.
Malone began to work his way through the train again, this time desperately questioning porters. The worst of it was, there was nothing remarkable about Larsen�s appearance except curly hair, which he�d probably had straightened and dyed, a mustache that could have been shaved off, and a briefcase full of money, which he�d probably hidden. In fact, the man was undoubtedly laughing at everybody from behind a false set of whiskers.
Such were Malone�s thoughts as he suddenly came face to face again with the Greek Orthodox priest, who stared past him through thick, tinted spectacles. The little lawyer hesitated and was lost. Throwing caution to the winds, he yanked vigorously at the beard. But it was an orthodox beard, attached in the orthodox manner. Its owner let loose a blast which just possibly might have been an orthodox Greek blessing. Malone didn�t wait to find out.
His ears were still burning when he stepped into a vestibule and ran head on into Miss Hildegarde Withers. He nodded coldly and started past her.
�Ah, go soak your fat head!�
Malone gasped.
�It�s the parrot,� Miss Withers explained, holding up the caged monstrosity. �It�s been making such a racket that I�m taking it to the baggage car for the night.�
�Where � where did you get that � bird?� Malone asked weakly.
�Why, Sinbad is a legacy from the aunt whose funeral I just went back to attend. I�m taking him back to New York with me.�
�New York!� Malone moaned. �We�ll be there before I find that��
�You mean that Mr. Larsen?� As he stood speechless, she went briskly on. �You see, I happened to be at a family farewell party at the table next to yours in the Pump Room, and my hearing is very acute. So, for that matter, is my eyesight. Has it occurred to you that Larsen may be wearing a disguise of some sort?�
�That it has,� admitted Malone sadly, thinking of the Greek priest.
The schoolteacher lowered her voice. �You remember that when we had our little chat in the club car some time ago, there was an obviously inebriated sailor dozing behind a newspaper?�
�There�s one on every train,� Malone said. �One or more.�
�Exactly. Like Chesterton�s postman, you never notice them. But somehow that particular sailor managed to stay intoxicated without ordering a single drink or nipping at a private bottle. More than that, when you suddenly left he poked his head out from behind the paper and stared after you with a very odd expression, rather as if he suspected you had leprosy. I couldn�t help noticing��
�Madam, I love you,� the lawyer said fervently. �I love you because you remind me of Miss Hackett back in Dorchester High, and because of your hat, and because you are sharper than a tack.�
Miss Withers sniffed, but it was a mollified sniff. �Sorry to interrupt, but that same sailor entered our car just as I left it with the parrot. I just happened to look back, and I rather think he was trying the door of your drawing room.�
Malone clasped her hand fondly. Unfortunately it was the hand that held the cage, and the parrot took advantage of the long-awaited opportunity to nip viciously at his thumb. �Thank you so very much � some day I�ll wring your silly neck� was Malone�s sincere but somewhat garbled exit line.
�Go boil your head in lard!� the bird screamed after him.
The maiden schoolteacher sighed. �Come on, Sinbad, you�re going into durance vile. And I�m going to retire to my lonely couch, drat it all.� She looked wistfully over her shoulder. �Some people have all the fun!�
But twelve cars, ten minutes, and four drinks later, Malone was lost again. A worried porter was saying, �If you could only remember your car number, sah?� A much harassed Pullman conductor added, �If you�d just show us your ticket stub, we�d locate you.�
�You don�t need to locate me,� Malone insisted. �I�m right here.�
�Maybe you haven�t got a stub.�
�I have so a stub. It�s in my hatband.� Crafty as an Indian guide, Malone backtracked them unerringly to his drawing room. �Here�s the stub � now where am I?�
The porter looked out the window and said, �Just coming into Altoona, sah.�
�They lay in the wreck when they found them, They had died when the engine had fell...� sang Malone happily. But the conductor winced and said they�d be going.
�You might as well,� Malone told him. �If neither one of you can sing baritone.�
The door closed behind them, and a moment later a soft voice called, �Mr. Malone?�
He stared at the connecting door. The Rose of Tralee, Malone told himself happily. He adjusted his tie, and tried the door. Miraculously, it opened. Then he saw that it was Miss Hildegarde Withers, looking very worried, who stared back at him.
Malone said, �What have you done with my redhead?�
�If you refer to my niece Joannie,� the schoolteacher said sharply, �she only helped me get my stuff aboard and rode as far as Englewood. But never mind that now. I�m in trouble.�
�I knew there couldn�t be two parrots like that on one train,� Malone groaned. �Or even in one world.�
�There�s worse than parrots on this train,� snapped Miss Withers. �This man Larsen for whom you were looking so anxiously��
The little lawyer�s eyes narrowed. �Just what is your interest in Larsen?�
�None whatever, except that he�s here in my compartment. It�s very embarrassing, because he�s not only dead, he�s undressed!�
�Holy St. Vitus!� gulped Malone. �Quiet! Keep calm. Lock your door and don�t talk!�
�My door is locked, and who�s talking?� The schoolteacher stepped aside and Malone peered gingerly past her. The speed with which he was sobering up probably established a new record. It was Larsen, all right. He was face down on the floor, dressed only in black shoes, blue socks, and a suit of long underwear. There was also a moderate amount of blood.
At last Malone said hoarsely, �I suspect foul play!�
�Knife job,� said Miss Withers with professional coolness. �From the back, through the latissimus dorsi. Within the last twenty minutes, I�d say. If I hadn�t had some difficulty in convincing the baggage men that Sinbad should be theirs for the night, I might have walked in on the murderer at work.� She gave Malone a searching glance. �It wasn�t you, by any chance?�
�Do you think I�d murder a man who owed me three thousand dollars?� Malone demanded indignantly. He scowled. �But a lot of people are going to jump to that conclusion. Nice of you not to raise an alarm.�
She sniffed. �You didn�t think I�d care to have a man � even a dead man � found in my room in this state of undress? Obviously, he hasn�t your money on his person. So � what is to be done about it?�
�I�ll defend you for nothing,� John J. Malone promised. �Justifiable homicide. Besides, you were framed. He burst in upon you and you stabbed him in defense of your honor...�
�Just a minute! The corpse was your client. You�ve been publicly asking for him all through the train. I�m only an innocent bystander.� She paused. �In my opinion, Larsen was lured to your room purposely by someone who had penetrated his disguise. He was stabbed, and dumped here. Very clever, because if the body had been left in your room, you could have got rid of it or claimed that you were framed. But this way, to the police mind at least, it would be obvious that you did the job and then tried to palm it off on the nearest neighbor.�
Malone sagged weakly against the berth. His hand brushed against the leather case, and something slashed viciously at his fingers. �But I thought you got rid of that parrot!� he cried.
�I did,� Miss Withers assured him. �That�s Precious in his case. A twenty-pound Siamese, also part of my recent legacy. Don�t get too close, the creature dislikes train travel and is in a foul temper.�
Malone stared through the wire window and said, �Its father must have been either a bobcat or a buzz saw.�
�My aunt left me her mink coat, on condition that I take both her pets,� Miss Withers explained wearily. �But I�m beginning to think it would be better to shiver through these cold winters. And speaking of cold � I�m a patient woman, but not very. You have one minute, Mr. Malone, to get your dead friend out of here!�
�He�s no friend of mine, dead or alive,� Malone began. �And I suggest��
There was a heavy knocking on the corridor door. �Open up in there!�
�Say something!� whispered Malone. �Say you�re undressed!�
�You�re undressed � I mean, I�m undressed,� she cried obediently.
�Sorry, ma�am,� a masculine voice said on the other side of the door. �But we�re searching this train for a fugitive from justice. Hurry, please.�
�Just a minute,� sang out the schoolteacher, making frantic gestures at Malone.
The little lawyer shuddered, then grabbed the late Steve Larsen and tugged him through the connecting door into his drawing room. Meanwhile, Miss Withers cast aside maidenly modesty and tore pins from her hair, the dress from her shoulders. Clutching a robe around her, she opened the door a crack and announced, �This is an outrage!�
The train conductor, a Pullman conductor, and two Altoona police detectives crowded in, ignoring her protest. They pawed through the wardrobe, peered into every nook and cranny.
Miss Withers stood rooted to the spot, in more ways than one. There was a damp brownish-red spot on the carpet, and she had one foot firmly holding it down. At last the delegation backed out, with apologies. Then she heard a feeble, imploring tapping on the connecting door, and John J. Malone�s voice whispering �Help!�
The maiden schoolteacher stuck her head out into the corridor again, where the search party was already waiting for Malone to open up. �Oh, officer!� she cried tremulously. �Is there any danger?�
�No, ma�am.�
�Was the man you�re looking for a burly, dark-complexioned cutthroat with dark glasses and a pronounced limp in the left leg?�
�No, lady. Get lost, please, lady.�
�Because on my way back from the diner I saw a man like that. He leered, and then followed me through three cars.�
�The man we�re looking for is an embezzler, not a mental case.� They hammered on Malone�s door again. �Open up in there!�
Over her shoulder Miss Withers could see the pale, perspiring face of John J. Malone as he dragged Steve Larsen back into her compartment again.
�But, officer,� she improvised desperately, �I�m sure that the awful dark man who followed me was a distinct criminal type�� There was a reassuring whisper of �Okay� from behind her, and the sound of a softly closing door. Miss Withers backed into her compartment, closed and locked the connecting door, and then sank down on the edge of her berth, trying to avoid the blankly staring eyes of the dead man.
Next door there was a rumble of voices, and then suddenly Malone�s high tenor doing rough justice to �Did Your Mother Come from Ireland?� The schoolteacher heard no more than the first line of the chorus before the Jello in her knees melted completely. When she opened her eyes again, she saw Malone holding a dagger before her, and she very nearly fainted again.
�You were so right,� the little lawyer told her admiringly. �It was a frame-up all right � but meant for me. This was tucked into the upholstery of my room. I sat on it while they were searching, and had to burst into song to cover my howl of anguish.�
�Oh, dear!� said Miss Withers.
He sat down beside her, patted her comfortingly on the shoulder, and said, �Maybe I can shove the body out the window!�
�We�re still in the station,� she reminded him crisply. �And from what experience I�ve had with train windows, it would be easier to solve the murder than open one. Why don�t we start searching for clues?�
Malone stood up so quickly that he rapped his head on the bottom of the upper berth. �Never mind clues. Let�s just find the murderer!�
�Just as easy as that?�
�Look,� he said. �This train was searched at the request of the Chicago police because somebody � probably Bert Glick � tipped them off that Larsen and a lot of stolen money were on board. The word has got around. Obviously, somebody else knew � somebody who caught the train and did the dirty work. It�s reasonable to assume that whoever has the money is the killer.�
There was a new glint in Miss Withers�s blue-gray eyes. �Go on.�
�Also, Larsen�s ex-wife � or do I mean ex-widow?�� is aboard. I saw her. She is a lovely girl whose many friends agree that she would eat her young or sell her old mother down the river into slavery for a fast buck.� He took out a cigar. �I�ll go next door and have a smoke while you change, and then we�ll go look for Lolly Larsen.�
�I�m practically ready now,� the schoolteacher agreed. �But take that with you!�
Malone hesitated, and then with a deep sigh reached down and took a firm grasp of all that was mortal of his late client. �Here we go again!�
A few minutes later Miss Hildegarde Withers was following Malone through the now-darkened train. The fact that this was somebody else�s problem never occurred to her. Murder, according to her tenets, was everybody�s business.
Malone touched her arm as they came at last to the door of the club car. �Here is where I saw Lolly last,� he whispered. �She only got aboard at the last minute, and didn�t have a reservation.� He pointed down the corridor. �See that door, just this side of the pantry? It�s a private lounge, used only for railroad officials or big-shots like governors or senators. Lolly bribed the steward to let her use it when she wanted to have a private talk with me. It just occurred to me that she might have talked him into letting her have it for the rest of the night. If she�s still there��
�Say no more,� Miss Withers cut in. �I am a fellow passenger, also without a berth, seeking only a place to rest my weary head. After all, I have as much right in there as she has. But you will be within call, won�t you?�
�If you need help, just holler,� he promised. Malone watched as the schoolteacher marched down the corridor, tried the lounge door gently, and then knocked. The door opened and she vanished inside.
The little lawyer had an argument with his conscience. It wasn�t just that she reminded him of Miss Hackett, it was that she had become a sort of partner. Besides, he was getting almost fond of that equine face.
Oh, well, he�d be within earshot. And if there was anything in the inspiration which had just come to him, she wasn�t in any real danger anyway. He went on into the bar. It was half-dark and empty now, except for a little group of men in Navy uniforms at the far end, who were sleeping sprawled and entangled like a litter of puppies.
�Sorry, Mr. Malone, but the bar is closed,� a voice spoke up behind him. It was Horace Lee Randolph, looking drawn and exhausted. He caught Malone�s glance toward the sleeping sailors and added, �Against the rules, but the conductor said don�t bother �em.�
Malone nodded, and then said, �Horace, we�re old friends and classmates. You know me of old, and you know you can trust me. Where did you hide it?�
�Where did I hide what?�
�You know what!� Malone fixed the man with the cold and baleful eye he used on prosecution witnesses. �Let me have it before it�s too late, and I�ll do my best for you.�
The eyes rolled. �Oh, Lawdy! I knew I shouldn�t a done it, Mista Malone! I�ll show you!� Horace hurried on down through the car and unlocked a small closet filled with mops and brooms. From a box labeled Soap Flakes he came up with a paper sack. It was a very small sack to hold a hundred thousand dollars, Malone thought, even if the money was in big bills. Horace fumbled inside the sack.
�What�s that?� Malone demanded.
�What would it be but the bottle of gin I sneaked from the bar? Join me?�
The breath went out of John J. Malone like air out of a busted balloon. He caught the doorknob for support, swaying like an aspen in the wind. It was just at that moment that they both heard the screams.

The rush of self-confidence with which Miss Hildegarde Withers had pushed her way into the lounge ebbed somewhat as she came face to face with Lolly Larsen. Appeals to sympathy, as from one supposedly stranded fellow passenger to another, failed utterly. It was not until the schoolteacher played her last card, reminding Lolly sharply that if there was any commotion the Pullman conductor would undoubtedly have them both evicted, that she succeeded in getting a toehold.
�Oh, all right!� snarled Lolly ungraciously. �Only shut up and go to sleep.�
During the few minutes before the room went dark again, Miss Withers made a mental snapshot of everything in it. No toilet, no wardrobe, no closet. A small suitcase, a coat, and a handbag were on the only chair. The money must be somewhere in this room, the schoolteacher thought. There was a way to find out.
As the train flashed through the moonlit night, Miss Withers busily wriggled out of her petticoat and ripped it into shreds. Using a bit of paper from her handbag for tinder � and inwardly praying it wasn�t a ten-dollar bill � she did what had to be done. A few minutes later she burst out into the corridor, holding her handkerchief to her mouth.
She almost bumped into one of the sailors who came lurching toward her along the narrow passage, and gasped, �What do you want?�
He stared at her with heavy eyes. �If it�s any of your business, I�m looking for the latrine,� he said dryly.
When he was out of sight, Miss Withers turned and peeked back into the lounge. A burst of acrid smoke struck her in the face. Now was the time. �Fire!� she shrieked.
Thick billows of greasy smoke flooded out through the half-open door. Inside, little tongues of red flame ran greedily along the edge of the seat where Miss Withers had tucked the burning rags and paper.
Down the corridor came Malone and Horace Lee Randolph, and a couple of startled bluejackets appeared from the other direction. Somebody tore an extinguisher from the wall.
Miss Withers grabbed Malone�s arm. �Watch her! She�ll go for the money��
The fire extinguisher sent a stream of foaming chemicals into the doorway just as Lolly Larsen burst out. Her mascara streaked down her face, already blackened by smoke, and her yellow hair was plastered unflatteringly to her skull. But she clutched a small leather case.
Somehow she tripped over Miss Withers�s outstretched foot. The leather case flew across the corridor to smash against the wall, where it flew open, disclosing a multitude of creams, oils, and tiny bottles � a portable beauty parlor.
�She must have gone to sleep smoking a cigarette!� put in Miss Withers in loud clear tones. �A lucky thing I was there to smell the smoke and give the alarm��
But John J. Malone seized her firmly by the arm and propelled her back through the train. �It was a good try, but you can stop acting now. She doesn�t have the money.� Back in her own compartment he confessed about Horace. �I had a wonderful idea, but it didn�t pay off. The poor guy�s career as a lawyer was busted by a City Hall chiseler. If Larsen was the one, Horace might have spotted him on the train and decided to get even.�
�You were holding out on me,� said Miss Withers, slightly miffed.
Malone unwrapped a cigar and said, �If anybody finds that money, I want it to be me. Because I�ve got to get my fee out of it or I can�t even get back to Chicago.�
�Perhaps you�ll learn to like Manhattan,� she told him brightly.
Malone said grimly, �If something isn�t done soon, I�m going to see New York through those cold iron bars.�
�We�re in the same boat. Except,� she added honestly, �that I don�t think the Inspector would go so far as to lock me up. But he does take a dim view of anybody who finds a body and doesn�t report it.� She sighed. �Do you think we could get one of these windows open?�
Malone smothered a yawn and said, �Not in my present condition of exhaustion.�
�Let�s begin at the beginning,� the schoolteacher said. �Larsen invited a number of people to a party he didn�t plan to attend. He sneaked on this train, presumably disguised in a Navy enlisted man�s uniform. How he got hold of it��
�He was in the service for a while,� said the little lawyer.
�The murderer made a date to meet his victim in your drawing room, hoping to set you up as the goat. He stuck a knife in him and then stripped him, looking for a money-belt or something.�
�You don�t have to undress a man to find a money-belt,� Malone murmured.
�Really? I wouldn�t know.� Miss Withers sniffed. �The knife was then hidden in your room, but the body was moved in here. The money�� She paused and studied him searchingly. �Mr. Malone, are you sure you didn�t�?�
�We plead not guilty and not guilty by reason of insanity,� Malone muttered. He closed his eyes for just five seconds� much-needed rest, and when he opened them a dirty-looking dawn was glaring in at him through the window.
�Good morning,� Miss Withers greeted him, entirely too cheerfully. �Did you get any ideas while you were in dreamland?� She put away her toothbrush and added, �You know, I�ve sometimes found that if a problem seems insoluble, you can sleep on it and sometimes your subconscious comes up with the answer. Sometimes it�s even happened to me in a dream.�
�It does? It has?� Malone sat up suddenly. �Okay. Burglars can�t be choosers. Sleep and the world sleeps � I mean, I�ll just stand watch for a while and you try taking a nap. Maybe you can dream up an answer out of your subconscious. But dream fast, lady, because we get in about two hours from now.�
But when Miss Withers had finally been comfortably settled against the pillows, she found that her eyelids stubbornly refused to stay shut.
�Try once more,� John J. Malone said soothingly. She closed her eyes obediently, and his high, whispering tenor filled the little compartment, singing a fine old song. It was probably the first time in history, Miss Withers thought, that anyone had tried to use �Throw Him Down, McCluskey� as a lullaby, but she found herself drifting off...
Malone passed the time by trying to imagine what he would do with a hundred grand if he were the murderer. There must have been a desperate need for haste � at any moment, someone might come back to the murder room. The money would have to be put somewhere handy � some obvious place where nobody would ever think of looking, and where it could be quickly and easily retrieved when all was clear.
There was an angry growl from Precious in his cage. �If you could only say something besides �Meeerow� and �Fssst�!� Malone murmured wistfully. �Because you�re the only witness. Now if it had been the parrot...�
At last he touched Miss Withers apologetically on the shoulder. �Wake up, ma�am, we�re coming into New York. Quick, what did you dream?�
She blinked, sniffed, and came wide awake. �My dream? Why � I was buying a hat, a darling little sailor hat, only it had to be exchanged because the ribbon was yellow. But first I wore it out to dinner with Inspector Piper, who took me to a Greek restaurant, and the proprietor was so glad to see us that he said dinner was on the house. But naturally we didn�t eat anything because you have to beware of the Greeks when they come bearing gifts. His name was Mr. Roberts. That�s all I remember.�
�Oh, brother!� said John J. Malone.
�And there wasn�t anyone named Roberts mixed up in this case, or anyone of Greek extraction, was there?� She sighed. �Pure nonsense. I guess a watched subconscious never boils.�
The train was crawling laboriously up an elevated platform. �A drowning man will grasp at a strawberry,� Malone said suddenly. �I�ve got a sort of an idea. Greeks bearing gifts � that means look out for somebody who wants to give you something for nothing. And that something could include gratuitous information.�
She nodded. �Perhaps someone planned to murder Larsen aboard this train and wanted you aboard to be the obvious suspect.�
The train shuddered to a stop. Malone leaped up, startled, but the schoolteacher told him it was only 125th Street. �Perhaps we should check and see who gets off.� She glanced out the window and said, �On second thought, let�s not. The platform is swarming with police.�
They were interrupted by the porter, who brushed off Miss Withers, accepted a dollar from the gallant Malone, and then lugged her suitcases and the pet container down to the vestibule. �He�ll be in your room next,� she whispered to Malone. �What do we do now?�
�We think fast,� Malone said. �The rest of your dream! The sailor hat with the wrong ribbon! And Mr. Roberts��
The door burst open and suddenly they were surrounded by detectives, led by a grizzled sergeant in plain clothes. Lolly Larsen was with them. She had removed most of the traces of the holocaust, her face was lovely and her hair was gleaming, but her mood was that of a dyspeptic cobra. She breathlessly accused Miss Withers of assaulting her and trying to burn her alive, and Malone of engineering Steve Larsen�s successful disappearance.
�So,� said Malone. �You wired ahead from Albany, crying copper?�
�Maybe she did,� said the sergeant. �But we�d already been contacted by the Chicago police. Somebody out there swore out a warrant for Steve Larsen�s arrest...�
�Glick, maybe?�
�A Mr. Allen Roth, according to the teletype. Now, folks��
But Malone was trying to pretend that Lolly, the sergeant, and the whole police department didn�t exist. He faced Miss Withers and said, �About that dream! It must mean a sailor under false colors. We already know that Larsen was disguised in Navy uniform...�
�Shaddap!� said the sergeant. �Maybe you don�t know, mister, that helping an embezzler to escape makes you an assessory after the fact.�
�Accessory,� corrected Miss Withers firmly.
�If you want Larsen,� Malone said easily, �he�s next door in my drawing room, wrapped up in the blankets.�
�Sure, sure,� said the sergeant, mopping his face. �Wise guy, eh?�
�Somebody helped Larsen escape � escape out of this world, with a shiv through the � through the�?� Malone looked hopefully at Miss Withers.
�The latissimus dorsi,� she prompted.
The sergeant barked, �Never mind the double-talk. Where is this Larsen?�
Then Lolly, who had pushed open the connecting door, let out a thin scream like tearing silk. �It is Steve!� she cried. �It�s Steve, and he�s dead!�
Momentarily the attention of the law was drawn elsewhere. �Now or never,� said Miss Withers coolly. �About the Mr. Roberts thing � I just remembered that there was a play by that name a while back. All about sailors in the last war. I saw it, and was somewhat shocked at certain scenes. Their language � but anyway, I ran into a sailor just after I started that fire, and he said he was looking for the latrine. Sailors don�t use Army talk � in Mister Roberts they called it the head!�
Suddenly the law was back, very direct and grim about everything. Miss Withers gasped with indignation as she found herself suddenly handcuffed to John J. Malone. But stone walls do not a prison make, as she pointed out to her companion-in-crime. �And don�t you see? It means��
�Madam, I am ahead of you. There was a wrong sailor aboard this train even after Larsen got his. The murderer must have taken a plane from Chicago and caught this train at Toledo. I was watching to see who got off, not who got on. The man penetrated Larsen�s disguise��
�In more ways than one,� the schoolteacher put in grimly.
�And then after he�d murdered his victim, he took Larsen�s sailor suit and got rid of his own clothes, realizing that nobody notices a sailor on a train! Madam, I salute your subconscious!� Malone waved his hand, magnificent even in chains. �The defense rests! Officer, call a cop!�
The train was crawling into one of the tunnels beneath Grand Central Station, and the harried sergeant was beside himself. �You listen to Mr. Malone,� Miss Withers told their captor firmly, �or I�ll hint to my old friend Inspector Oscar Piper that you would look well on a bicycle beat way out in Brooklyn!�
�Oh, no!� the unhappy officer moaned. �Not that Miss Withers!�
�That Miss Withers,� she snapped. �My good man, all we ask is that you find the real murderer, who must still be on this train. He�s wearing a Navy uniform...�
�Lady,� the sergeant said sincerely, �you ask the impossible. The train is full of sailors. Grand Central is full of sailors.�
�But this particular sailor,� Malone put in, �is wearing the uniform of the man he killed. There will be a slit in the back of the jumper � just under the shoulder blade!�
�Where the knife went in,� Miss Withers added. �Hurry, man! The train is stopping.�
It might still have been a lost cause had not Lolly put in her five cents. �Don�t listen to that old witch!� she cried. �Officer, you do your duty!�
The sergeant disliked being yelled at, even by blondes. �Hold all of �em � her too,� he ordered, and leaped out on the platform. He seized upon a railroad dick, who listened and then grabbed a telephone attached to a nearby pillar. Somewhere far off an alarm began to ring, and an emotionless voice spoke over the public address system...
In less than two minutes the vast labyrinth of Grand Central was alerted, and men in Navy uniforms were suddenly intercepted by polite but firm railroad detectives who sprang up out of nowhere. Only one of the sailors, a somewhat older man who was lugging a pet container that wasn�t his, had any real difficulty. He alone had a narrow slit in the back of his jumper.
Bert Glick flung the leather case down the track and tried vainly to run, but there was no place to go. The container flew open, and Precious scooted. Only a dumb Siamese cat, as Malone commented later, would have abandoned a lair that had a hundred grand tucked under its carpet of old newspapers.
�And to think that I spent the night within reach of that dough, and didn�t grab my fee!� said Malone.
But it developed that there was a comfortable reward for the apprehension of Steve Larsen, alive or dead. Before John J. Malone took off for Chicago, he accepted an invitation for dinner at Miss Withers�s modest little apartment on West 74th Street, arriving with four dozen roses. It was a good dinner, and Malone cheerfully put up with the screamed insults of Sinbad and the well-meant attentions of Talley, the apricot poodle. �Just as long as the cat stays lost!� he said.
�Yes, isn�t it odd that nobody has seen hide nor hair of Precious! It�s my idea that he�s waxing fat in the caverns beneath Grand Central, preying on the rats who are rumored to flourish there. Would you care for another piece of pie, Mr. Malone?�
�All I really want,� said the little lawyer hopefully, is an introduction to your redheaded niece.�
�Oh, yes, Joannie. Her husband played guard for Southern California, and he even made All-American,� Miss Withers tactfully explained.
�On second thought, I�ll settle for coffee,� said John J. Malone.
Miss Withers sniffed, not unsympathetically.
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Although best known for his exciting adventure/suspense story �The Most Dangerous Game,� one of the most anthologized stories ever written, the majority of Richard Edward Connell Jr.�s (1893�1949) work was comedic and romantic � exactly what the reading public of the 1920s and 1930s wanted from such hugely popular fiction magazines as The Saturday Evening Post, Collier�s, Cosmopolitan, and The Red Book Magazine, among many other magazines for which he wrote prolifically after his World War I service.
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�Brother Orchid� is typical of Connell�s stories in that it has a quiet charm and humor that doesn�t throw a pie in the face. It is about a gangster who has been released from the slammer and attempts to take back his position as the leader of a gang. When a rival decides to get rid of him, he is shot but manages to escape by climbing over the wall of a monastery, where he recovers in a safe hideout, slowly and surprisingly acclimating to the life of a monk.

THE FILM
Title: Brother Orchid, 1940
Studio: Warner Bros.
Director: Lloyd Bacon
Screenwriter: Earl Baldwin
Producers: Hal B. Wallis (executive), Mark Hellinger (associate)

THE CAST
��Edward G. Robinson (Little John Sarto)
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The film is as faithful as a Hollywood movie can be to a short story. The notion of a tough gangster finding the light in a monastery remains intact in the film, though a girlfriend has been added to Connell�s tale to provide humor and a little (very little) romance.
Ann Sothern does her usual excellent job as a moll who is none too bright � but, then, neither is Little John Sarto. In one exchange, Flo is pasting travel stickers inside his trunks.
�Look, Johnny, don�t it look elegant?�
Sarto replies, �Yeah, it�s got class all right. Look, you dumb cluck, you got it pasted on the inside.�
�Sure,� she says, �it gets scratched on the outside. Anybody�s smart enough to know that!�
�Flo,� an exasperated Sarto replies, �sometimes you got me guessin� whether you�re even a nitwit.�
Casting the usually hard-boiled Robinson in the role seemed like an excellent idea, and it was, as he was perfect in the part. The studio�s first choice, however, had been the other tough-guy star of the era, James Cagney. Robinson had pretty much become typecast as a gangster and he was smart enough to know that would eventually kill his career, so he agreed to play the role in this humorous film in exchange for a promise to be cast as the star of a historical drama, A Dispatch from Reuters (1940).
Not to give too much away, but in the five films in which Robinson and Humphrey Bogart appeared together, Brother Orchid is the only one in which neither dies. In the first three, Bullets or Ballots (1936), Kid Galahad (1937), and The Amazing Dr. Clitterhouse (1938), Robinson had either killed or dominated Bogart. By the time they appeared in Key Largo (1948), Bogart had become a bigger star and turned the tables on Robinson.

BROTHER ORCHID
Richard Connell

�Be smart,� the warden said. �Go straight.�
A grin creased the leather face of Little John Sarto.
�I am goin� straight,� he said. �Straight to Chi.�
�I wouldn�t if I were you, Sarto.�
�Why not? I owned that burg once. I�ll own it again.�
�Things have changed in ten years.�
�But not me,� said Little John. �I still got what it takes to be on top.�
�You didn�t stay there,� the warden observed.
�I got framed,� Sarto said. �Imagine shovin� me on the rock on a sissy income tax rap!�
�It was the only charge they could make stick,� the warden said. �You were always pretty slick, Sarto.�
�I was, and I am,� said Little John.
The warden frowned. �Now look here, Sarto. When a man has done his time and I�m turning him loose, I�m supposed to give him some friendly advice. I do it, though I know that in most cases it�s a farce. You�d think men who�d done a stretch here in Alcatraz ought to have a sneaking notion that crime does not pay, but while I�m preaching my little sermon I see a faraway look in their eyes and I know they�re figuring out their next bank job or snatch.�
�Don�t class me with them small-time heisters and petty-larceny yeggs,� said Little John. �I�m a born big shot.�
�You�re apt to die the same way,� said the warden dryly.
�That�s okay, net, by me,� said Little John. �When I peg out I want to go with fireworks, flowers, and bands; but you�ll have a beard to your knees before they get out the last extra on Little John Sarto. I got a lot of livin� to do first: I got to wash out the taste of slum with a lakeful of champagne, and it�ll take half the blondes in the Loop to make me forget them nights in solitary. But most of all I got to be myself again, not just a number. For every order I�ve took here on the rock, I�m goin� to give two. I�m goin� to see guys shiver and jump when I speak. I�ve played mouse long enough. Watch me be a lion again.�
The warden sighed. �Sarto,� he said, �why don�t you play it safe? Stay away from Chicago. Settle in some new part of the country. Go into business. You�ve got brains and a real gift for organization. You ran a big business once��
�Million a month, net,� put in Sarto.
�And you�re only forty-six and full of health,� the warden went on. �You can still make a fresh start.�
�Using what for wampum?� asked Little John.
�You�ve got plenty salted away.�
Sarto laughed a wry laugh.
�I got the ten bucks, and the ticket back to Chi, and this frowsy suit the prison gimme, and that�s all I got,� he said.
�Don�t tell me you�re broke!�
�Flat as a mat,� said Little John. �I spent it like I made it � fast. A king�s got to live like a king, ain�t he? When I give a dame flowers, it was always orchids. My free-chow bill ran to a grand a week. They called me a public enemy but they treated me like a year-round Sandy Claws... But I ain�t worryin�. I was born broke. I got over it.�

A prison guard came in to say that the launch was ready to take Sarto to the mainland.
�Well, goodbye, Warden,� said Sarto jauntily. �If you ever get to Chi gimme a buzz. I�ll throw a party for you.�
�Wait a minute,� said the warden. �I can�t let you go till I make one last attempt to start you on the right track. I know a man who�ll give you a job. He runs a big truck farm and��
He stopped, for Sarto was shaking with hoarse laughter.
�Me a rube?� Little John got out. �Me a bodyguard to squashes? Warden, the stir-bugs has got you.�
�It�s a chance to make an honest living.�
�Save it for some cluck that would feel right at home livin� with turnips,� Sarto said. �I got other plans.�
The siren on the launch gave an impatient belch.
�So long, Warden,� said Little John. �I won�t be seein� you.�
�You�re right there,� the warden said.
Sarto�s face darkened at the words.
�Meanin� Chi might be bad for my health?�
�I�ve heard rumors to that effect,� replied the warden.
�I�ve heard �em for years,� said Little John. �They�re a lotta rat spit. Plenty guys has talked about what they was goin� to do to me. I always sent flowers to their funerals � you heard about that.�
He chuckled.
�A big heart of forget-me-nots with �Sorry, Pal� in white orchids on it.�
�All right, wise guy,� the warden said. �Go to Chicago. The sooner you get rubbed out, the better for everybody. You�re no good and you never will be.�
�Atta clown,� said Little John Sarto. �Always leave �em laughin� when you say goodbye.�
Laughing, he started out toward the big gray gate.
Deep in the woods in an out-of-the-world corner of Michigan, squat, unkempt Twin Pine Inn hides itself. It was silent that summer night, and dark save for a single window in the taproom. Behind the customerless bar, Fat Dutchy was drinking his fourth rock-and-rye.
�Stick �em up. This is a heist.�
The voice, low and with a snarl in it came from the doorway behind him. Up went Fat Dutchy�s hands.
�Easy with the rod,� he whimpered. �There ain�t a sawbuck in the joint.�
�Not like the good old days,� the voice said.
Dutchy turned his head. Little John Sarto was standing there with nothing more lethal in his hand than a big cigar. Dutchy blinked and goggled.
�Well, greaseball, do I look funny?� Sarto demanded.
�No � no � boss, you ain�t changed a bit.�
�I don�t change,� Sarto said. �Gimme a slug of bourbon.�
Fat Dutchy sloshed four fingers of whisky into a glass. His hand trembled. Liquor splashed on the bar.
�What you got the jits about?� asked Sarto.
�You gimme a turn comin� in like you was a ghost or sumpin�,� said Fat Dutchy. He wiped sweat from his mottled jowls with the bar rag. Sarto gulped his drink.
�Business bad, eh?�
�It ain�t even bad, boss. It just ain�t.�
�Cheer up, pig puss. You�ll soon be scoffin� filly miggnons smothered with century notes,� Sarto said. �I�m back.�

Fat Dutchy rubbed his paunch and looked unhappily at the floor.
�Things is different,� he said.
Sarto banged his glass down on the bar.
�If one more lug tells me that, I�ll kick his gizzard out,� he said. �Now, listen. I�m holin� up here till I get my bearin�s. Soon as I get things set, I�m goin� to town. But first I gotta contact some of the boys.�
Fat Dutchy played nervously with the bar rag.
�Gimme another slug,� Sarto ordered. �I got a ten-year thirst.�
Fat Dutchy poured out the drink. Again his shaking hands made him spill some of it.
�Here�s to me,� said Sarto, and drank. �Now, listen: I want you to pass the office along to certain parties that I�m here and want to see �em, pronto. For a starter, get in touch with Philly Powell, Ike Gelbert, Ouch O�Day, Willie the Knife, Benny Maletta, French Frank, Hop Latzo, Al Muller, and that fresh kid that was so handy with a tommy gun��
�Jack Buck?�
�Yeah. I may need a torpedo. When I fell out, he had the makin�s of a good dropper. So get that phone workin�, lard head � you know where they hang out.�
�Sure,� said Fat Dutchy. He held up his hand and ticked off names on his thick fingers.
�Ike Gelbert and Al Muller is in the jug doin� life jolts,� he said. �Philly Powell and French Frank was crossed out right at this bar. Ouch O�Day throwed an ing-bing and was took to the fit house; the G-boys filled Benny Maletta with slugs and sent Willie the Knife to the hot squat; I dunno just where Hop Latzo is but I�ve heard talk he�s at the bottom of Lake Mich in a barrel of concrete. So outa that lot there�s only Jack Buck left and I don�t guess you wanna see him��
�Why not?�
�He�s growed up,� said Fat Dutchy. �He�s the loud noise now. What rackets there is, Jack Buck�s got �em in his pocket.�
�I�ll whittle him down to his right size,� said Sarto.
�Jack�s in strong. He�s waitin� for you, boss, and he ain�t foolin�. The boys tell me it�s worth three G�s to the guy that settles you.�
Sarto snorted. �Only three grand!� he said indignantly.
�That�s serious sugar nowadays,� said Fat Dutchy. �I�m tellin� you times is sour. Jack Buck has cornered the few grafts that still pay. He�s got a mob of muzzlers that was in reform school when you was head man. You ain�t nothin� fo�em but a name and a chance to earn three thousand fish.�
Sarto sipped his drink. Lines of thought furrowed his face.
�I�ll stay here till I figure out an angle,� he announced.
�Boss,� said Fat Dutchy, �I don�t wanna speak outa turn, but wouldn�t it be a smart play to take it on the lam for a while?�
�Where to?�
Fat Dutchy shrugged his stout shoulders.
�I wouldn�t know, boss,� he said. �When the heat�s on��
�Yeah, I know,� cut in Sarto. �You�re smoked wherever you go.�
�What are you goin� to do, boss?�
�I�m goin� to hit the sheets and dream I�m out,� said Little John.
Dog-tired though he was, he could not get to sleep. His mind yanked him away from dreams, back to prison, to the death-house, where men were lying in the dark, as he was, trying to sleep.
�They got the bulge on me, at that,� he thought. �They know when they�re goin� to get it.�
He felt like a man reading his own obituary, complete but for two facts: where and when.
He knew he was safe where he was, but not for long. They�d comb all the known hideouts. He tried to think of some friend he could trust to hide him. Name after name he considered and rejected. He had come to the ninety-sixth name and found no one he could count on when he fell asleep.

A light in his eyes and a voice in his ear jerked him awake.
A man was bending over him, smiling and saying:
�Wake up, dear. You�ll be late for school.�
He was a huge, soft-looking young man with a jovial freckled face. His suit was bottle-green and expensive. Sarto had never seen him before.
�Up, up, pet,� he said, and waved at Sarto a big blue-black automatic.
A second man watched from the other side of the bed. He was younger and smaller than the first man, and his flour-white face was perfectly blank. Sarto did not know him either.
Sarto sat up in bed.
�Listen, fellas,� he said, �if I get a break you get five grand.�
�Got it on you, darling?� asked the freckled man.
�Nope. But I can dig it up inside a week.�
�Sorry. We do a strictly cash business,� the freckled man said.
�I�ll make it ten grand,� said Little John. He addressed the pallid man. �Wadda you say, bud? Ten G�s.�
The freckled man chuckled.
�He�d say �no� if he could say anything,� he said. �He doesn�t hear, either. His eyes are good, though. His name is Harold, but we call him Dummy.�
Sarto held his naked, flabby body very stiff and straight.
�Do your stuff,� he said.
Dummy took his hand from his pocket. There was a pistol in it. The freckled man brushed the gun aside.
�We don�t want to give this charming place a bad name,� he explained to Sarto. �For Dutchy�s sake.�
�So that fat rat tipped you,� said Sarto.
�Yes,� said the freckled man. �For a modest fee. Come along, baby.�

They were speeding through open farm country. The speedometer hit seventy-five. Sarto closed his mouth and his eyes.
�Praying?� asked the freckled man.
�Naw!�
�Better start, toots.�
�I know nuttin� can help me.�
�That�s right,� said the freckled man cheerfully. �Nothing but a miracle. But you might pray for your soul.�
�Aw, go to hell.�
They turned into a rutty, weed-grown road. As they bumped along through a tunnel of trees, suddenly, silently Little John Sarto began to pray.
�Listen! This is Little John Sarto of Chicago, Illinois, U.S.A. I know I got no right to ask any favors. I guess I got a bad rep up there. Well, I ain�t goin� to try to lie away my record. Everything on the blotter is true. I don�t claim I rate a break. All I say is I need one bad and I�ll pay for it. I don�t know how; but look me up in the big book. It ought to say that when I make a deal I never run out on it. If I�m talkin� out of turn, forget it. But I won�t forget if��
�Last stop. All out,� sang out the freckled man. He halted the car by a thicket of thigh-high brush.
Sarto got out of the car. Dummy got out, too. He kept his gun against Little John�s backbone.
�Goodbye, now,� said the freckled man, and lit a cigarette.
Dummy marched Sarto off the road and into the thicket. Abruptly, like a spotlight, the moon came out. Dummy spun Sarto around. Sarto could see his face. It held neither hate nor pity. Dummy raised his pistol. As he brought it up on a level with Sarto�s forehead, the breeze whipped a straggling branch of a wild rosebush across the back of his hand, and the thorns cut a wet, red line. For part of a second Dummy dropped his eyes to his bleeding hand. Sarto wheeled and dove into the underbrush. Dummy fired three quick shots. One missed. One raked across Sarto�s skull. One seared his shoulder. He staggered, but kept plunging on. Dummy darted after him. Then the moon went out.
As Sarto floundered on he could hear Dummy crashing through the brush behind him. But Dummy could not hear his quarry. Dizzy and weak, the wounded man fought his frantic way through tar-black brush. Thorns stabbed him, briers clawed. A low branch smashed him on the nose, and he reeled and nearly went down. Bending double, he churned on. Then his head hit something hard, and he dropped, stunned for a moment. He reached out an unsteady hand and felt an ivy-covered wall. No sound of pursuit came to his ears.
Painfully he dragged himself up to the top of the wall. Not a sob of breath was left in him. He straddled the wall and clung to it. Then he fainted.

In the monastery of the Floratines, today was like yesterday and yesterday was like a day in the ninth century when the order was founded. Neither time nor war nor the hate of kings had changed their humble habits or their simple creed. Over the door this creed was carved: �Be poor in purse, pure in heart, kind in word and deed, and beautify the lives of men with flowers.�
These were the words of the Blessed Edric, their founder, and, ever since his day, Floratines in every land had lived by them, harming no one, helping man, raising flowers.
When King Henry VIII set his face against other monks, he let no hostile hand be laid on the few Floratines.
�They do much good,� the monarch said, �and, in sooth, they have nothing worth the taking, these Little Brothers of the Flowers.�
They kept the name, and it gave rise to a custom. When a man left the world behind to enter their ranks, he left his name, too, and took the name of a flower.
In the first light of a new day they sat in their refectory, forty-four men in snuff-hued robes, most of them growing old. Their tonsured polls were brown from the sun, their faces serene from inner peace.
�Brother Geranium is late with the milk,� observed Brother Tulip, eying his dry porridge.
�Perhaps the cow kicked him,� suggested Brother Hollyhock.
�She wouldn�t. She�s fond of him,� said Brother Nasturtium. �I�ll go down to the dairy and see if anything has happened to him,� volunteered Brother Nasturtium. But as he rose from his bench, Brother Geranium, popeyed and panting, burst into the room.
�There�s a naked man lying in the petunia bed,� he gasped out. �I think he�s dead.�

Little John Sarto thought he was dead, too, when he opened his eyes in the infirmary and saw Abbot Jonquil and Brother Nasturtium at his bedside.
�I made it,� he exclaimed huskily. �I beat the rap.�
�Take it easy, son,� said the abbot. �You�ve been badly hurt.�
�But I ain�t in hell,� said Little John. Then he added, �Or if I am what are you guys doing here?�
�You�re alive and in a safe place.�
Sarto stared at him.
�Say, do you know who I am?� he asked.
�No.�
�You musta seen my mug in the papers.�
�We don�t see newspapers here,� the abbot said. �And we don�t ask who a man is if he needs help.�
Sarto touched his bandaged head.
�How long am I in for?� he inquired.
�Until you are well and strong again.�
�I got no money.�
�Neither have we,� said the abbot. �So that makes you one of us, doesn�t it?�
�That�s one for the book, mister,� said Little John.
�I�m Abbot Jonquil. This is Brother Nasturtium, your nurse. If you wish us to notify your friends��
�I got no friends,� grunted Little John.
�You have now,� said the abbot.
�I tell you I�m broke.�
�You poor fellow,� said the abbot gently. �What a life you must have led!�
�I been round long enough to know you never get sumpin� for nuttin�.�
�I think you have talked enough for the present,� the abbot said. �Try to rest and try not to worry � about anything. You may stay here as long as you wish, as our guest.�
He went to the door.
�I�ll look in again this evening,� the abbot said. �Meantime, if you need anything, tell Brother Nasturtium.�
His sandals shuffled softly away down the stone corridor.
Sarto squinted at the bulky monk.
�Get me a slug of bourbon, Nasty,� he said.
�If you don�t mind, I�d rather be called Brother Nasturtium,� said the other mildly.
�Whatever you say, only gimme a snort.�
Brother Nasturtium brought him a glass of water.
�Try it,� he said. � �Twill give you strength.�
�Water?� said Sarto disdainfully.
�Look at lions and tigers,� said Brother Nasturtium.
As he drank the water, Little John studied the man. He noted the dented nose, gnarled ears, lumpy knuckles and the jaw like an anvil.
�You was a fighter, wasn�t you?� said Sarto.
�We don�t ask questions like that,� said Brother Nasturtium. �What we were, rich or poor, big or small, good or bad, does not matter here.�
�That�s double jake by me,� said Little John. �I think I�m going to like it here.�
�I hope so.�
�Say, tell me sumpin�, big boy. What�s your graft?�
Brother Nasturtium�s eyes twinkled.
� �Tis twenty years and more since I�ve heard such talk,� he said. �We raise flowers and sell them in the city.�
�There�s a good gelt in that,� said Sarto. �You boys must be cuttin� up a nice profit.�
�What we clear, and it isn�t much, goes to the poor.�
�That�s a nutsy way to run a business,� observed Little John.

He closed his eyes. Presently he said:
�How does a guy join up with this outfit?�
�It�s fairly easy,� Brother Nasturtium told him, �if a man wants to be a lay brother��
�A which?�
�Lay brother. I�m one. They don�t take holy orders. They have few religious duties, chiefly saying their prayers. They are not permitted to go outside the walls, and they must obey their superiors. The discipline is rather severe. Some men say it�s like being in prison��
�They do, do they?� said Little John.
�Except that there are no bars.�
�That might make a slight difference,� conceded Little John. �What are the other catches?�
�Before a man can take his first vows as a lay brother, he must be on probation for a year. That means��
�I know about probation,� said Little John. �Where do I sign?�
�You�ll have to talk to the abbot.�
�Shoo him in.�
�Lay brothers do not shoo abbots.�
�Then tell him I wanta proposition him.�
�If you�re in earnest about this,� Brother Nasturtium said, �you might be choosing the name we are to call you.�
�Just call me �Lucky.� �
�It must be the name of a flower.�
Little John thought a moment.
�I�ve picked my new tag,� he announced.
�What is it?�
�Brother Orchid.�

At dusk Brother Nasturtium left the sickroom to get his patient�s supper.
When he had gone, Little John began to laugh. It hurt him to laugh, but he couldn�t help it.
�Boy, oh, boy!� he said. �What a hideout!�

As he weeded the rose garden Brother Orchid sang softly:
�Johnny saw Frankie a-coming,
Out the back door he did scoot.
Frankie took aim with her pistol,
And the gun went rooty-toot-toot.
He was her man��


He turned the tune deftly into �Abide with Me� as he saw Brother Nasturtium come out of the greenhouse and head toward him.
Three nights before he had taken the vows that made him a full-fledged lay brother. As he flicked a ladybug from a leaf, he reflected that it hadn�t been such a tough year. The routine didn�t bother him; he was used to one far more rigid; but he was not used to men like Abbot Jonquil, Brother Nasturtium, and the rest. At first he felt sure that some sly, dark purpose lay behind their kindness to him. He watched, warily, for the trap. No trap was sprung. Always they were thoughtful, patient, pleasant with him and with one another.
�Maybe I�ve got into a high-class whacky-house,� he thought.
Whatever it was, he decided, it was perfect for his plans. There he could bide his time, snug and safe, ready to strike. He was old enough to know the wonders time can work. And he was wise enough to know that while Jack Buck reigned as czar he must remain in exile. If he ventured back to his old kingdom now, he might just as well go straight to the morgue and book a slab. But czars slip, and czars fall, sometimes suddenly in this violent world. He�d wait and be ready.
�Well, Brother Orchid, your roses are doing well,� said Brother Nasturtium as he came up.
�Lay you three to one they bring more than your lilies,� said Brother Orchid.
�It�s a hundred to one they won�t bring anything,� said Brother Nasturtium, somberly. Brother Orchid looked up and saw that the face, usually so benign, was grave.
�What�s the gag?� he asked.
�Our market is gone.�
�How come?�
�They won�t handle our flowers.�
�Who won�t?�
�The wholesalers. We don�t belong to the association.�
�Why don�t we join it?�
�They won�t let us. Not a flower can be sold in the city that isn�t grown in their own nurseries.�
�I get it,� said Brother Orchid. �The old chisel. Who�s the wheels in this shakedown?�
�A man named Buck is behind it, I believe. So Abbot Jonquil learned when he was in town. He tried to see this Mr. Buck to plead with him not to take away our only means of livelihood. One of Buck�s ruffians kicked him downstairs.�
�I suppose the abbot was sucker enough to go to the coppers,� said Brother Orchid.
�He did go to the police.�
�What did they do � slug him?�
�No. They were polite enough. But they said that so far as they knew the Floral Protective Association was a legitimate business concern.�

�The bulls still know the answers,� said Brother Orchid. �And the D.A. said he�d like to do sumpin�, but his hands is tied, because you gotta have evidence, and all the witnesses is scared to talk.�
�You seem to know all about it.�
�I seen movies,� said Brother Orchid.
He weeded away, deep in thought.
�Have we got any jack in the old sock?� he asked suddenly.
�About four hundred dollars, the abbot told me.�
�Peanuts,� said Brother Orchid. �But enough for a couple of secondhand choppers. You and me could handle �em. We�d need roscoes for the rest of the boys. But I know an armory that�s a soft touch. You and me and Geranium and Lilac could charge out tonight, hustle a hot short, and knock it off. Once we was heeled we could move in on Buck and his gorillas and��
�Man alive, what sort of talk is that?� demanded the scandalized Brother Nasturtium.
�Forget it, pal,� said Brother Orchid. �I guess this sun has made me slap-happy. What are we goin� to do?�
�Be patient and pray.�
�And eat what?�
�Heaven knows.�
�Yeah, and they claim it helps guys that help themselves.�
�Maybe Mr. Buck will see the light.�
Brother Orchid plucked up a clump of sour grass.
�Maybe this weed�ll turn into an American Beauty,� he said.
He wrung the weed�s neck and hurled it into his basket.
�That�s the only way to treat weed,� he said.
�But is it?� said Brother Nasturtium. �Wasn�t everything put into the world for some good use, if man had the sense to find out what that use is?�
�That�s a lot of words,� said Brother Orchid. �Weeds is weeds.�
�No,� said Brother Nasturtium, as he turned away, �weeds are flowers out of place.�

Hungry after their day of work, the Little Brothers of the Flowers waited in the refectory for their abbot to come in and say grace. They tried to make light talk of events in their small world. But there was a shadow over them.
Abbot Jonquil entered, walking slowly. It came to them for the first time that he was a very old man.
�I�m afraid I have more bad news,� he said. �Our funds have been taken from my safe. Of course none of us took them��
He stopped and looked down the long table.
�Where is Brother Orchid?� he asked.
�Maybe he�s in his cell, praying,� said Brother Nasturtium. �Shall I fetch him?�
�Yes, please.�
Brother Nasturtium came back alone. His big ruddy face was twisted with trouble.
�Maybe I was wrong about weeds,� he said.

In his office, Thomas Jefferson Brownlow, special prosecutor of rackets, was talking to the press. The reporters liked him. He was so earnest and so green.
�Same old story, boys,� he said. �All I can tell you is that men are selfish animals, and that�s not news. I know Buck is back of all these new rackets. So do you. But I can�t prove it in a court of law. The men who can simply will not go before the grand jury and tell their stories. They put their skins before their civic duty. I�m not blaming them. But the fact remains I can�t force them to testify. They�re not afraid of me. I wish they were. That�s all today, gentlemen.�
The reporters filed out. Brownlow bent morosely over the indictment of a jobless man who had stolen a peck of potatoes.
Swerling, his assistant, bustled in. He was excited.
�Chief,� he said, �they�re back.�
�Who?�
�Those florists and laundrymen and fruit peddlers. And they�re ready to talk.�
�The devil you say!�
�Better grab �em while they�re hot, Chief,� urged Swerling.
�But what�s got into �em?�
�You have me there.�
�It doesn�t matter,� said Brownlow, �if they�ll talk. Send �em in and lock all the doors.�
Once they started to talk Thomas Jefferson Brownlow had a hard job to stop them. The Grand Jury was back before its seats in the box had cooled off, and shortly thereafter Jack Buck and three of his top aides were passengers on a special train that would not stop till it had carried them to a station near a big, gray gate. Most of his lesser lieutenants also took trips, accompanied by large, official-looking men, who returned alone. A few escaped, some by taking to their heels, others by wriggling through loopholes in the law.
Mr. Brownlow was walking toward his office, debating whether he should run for governor or the Senate, when he bumped into Mr. Chris Poppadoppalous, emerging from the room where witnesses are paid their fees. Mr. Poppadoppalous beamed, bowed, and handed Mr. Brownlow a large box.
�Gardenias,� he said. �I brink dem for you.�
�Thanks,� said Brownlow. �And there�s one more thing you can do for me.�
�Anythink,� said Mr. Poppadoppalous with another bow.
�One day you boys were afraid to talk. The next day you talked. Why?�
�We were afraid not to,� said Mr. Poppadoppalous.
�Afraid of me?� asked Brownlow, rather pleased.
Mr. Poppadoppalous tittered apologetically.
�Oh, no, sir,� he said. �You�re a nice man. You don�t say, �Talk, you Greek so-and-so, or I�ll tear out your heart and eat it before your eyes.� �
�Did somebody say that to you?�
�Yes, sir. To all us boys.�
�Who?�
�The little fellow,� said Mr. Poppadoppalous, and bowed, and scurried away.

From his hotel window Little John Sarto looked out over the lighted city spread at his feet. Somebody knocked on his door.
�Come in,� said Sarto.
The freckled young man came in. He had on a new suit, moss-green this time, and he was still jovial.
�Hello, sweetheart,� he said.
�Hello, Eddie,� said Sarto.
�You know why I�m here.�
�Sure,� said Sarto. �Have a drink?�
�Why not?� said Eddie, and poured out a drink from a bottle of bourbon on the table. Sarto took one, too.
�Nice going, boss,� said Eddie, raising his glass. �We�ll run this town right.�
�We?�
�You will, I mean,� said Eddie. �I�ll be glad to work under a man with your brains. Poor Jack didn�t have many. Nerve, yes. But he never looked ahead. You do. Well, what do you say, boss? Dummy and some of the boys are waiting downstairs for the answer. They�re solid for you, boss. Anything you say goes.�
Sarto didn�t say anything. He went to the window and looked out over the city.
�Of course, things are rather ragged right now,� said Eddie. �We�ll have to take it slow and easy for a while. But the boys are counting on you to work out some nice, new, juicy angles. The town�s yours.�
�I don�t want it,� said Little John.
�What do you mean?� Eddie was not jovial now.
�I got other plans.�
�You can�t run out on us.�
�I�m walking out,� said Sarto. �Right now.�
�The boys won�t like that.�
�I�m doing what I like.�
�That�s always expensive,� said Eddie.
�I know all about that.�
Eddie shrugged his shoulders.
�Okay,� he said, and sauntered out of the room.
Hurriedly, Little John Sarto began to strip off his loud, plaid suit.

�I�m right,� said the warden to the chaplain, laying down the morning paper. �You say all men have some good in them. I say some men are all bad and nothing can change them. Take this fellow, Sarto. Last night in Chicago, as he was getting on a bus, he was filled full of lead.�
�That hardly proves your point.� The chaplain smiled. �Bullets are very democratic. They�ll kill good men as well as bad, you know.�
�There was nothing good about Sarto. Just listen to this: �The police say Sarto plotted to return to power in the underworld. They are at a loss to explain why, at the time of his death, he was disguised as a monk.� Why, the scheming wolf! Whether there�s any good whatsoever in such a man, I leave it to you to judge.�
�He does sound pretty bad, I grant you,� the chaplain said. �But, even so, I hate to condemn him or any man. I might be reversed by a higher Judge.�

Isn�t This Thrilling?
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From a View to a Kill
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Later in the year, apparently having difficulty coming up with plots for new books, Fleming pulled the ideas together for a collection of stories; �From a View to a Kill� was one of them. The original title for the book publication was �The Rough with the Smooth.�
The story is set in Paris and its environs, an area Fleming evidently knew well as he describes several hotels and caf�s and has Bond eat and drink appropriately for the time and place. In the story, a Cold War motorcycle dispatch rider is assassinated and his killer steals the secret documents he was carrying from SHAPE (Supreme Allied Powers Europe). M has Bond investigate. He disguises himself as a dispatch rider and takes the same route to the Allies� base. As expected, the motorcycle assassin shows up and tries to kill Bond but, as also expected, Bond turns the tables on him.
The �Bond girl� in the story is named Mary Ann Russell, probably after Fleming�s former girlfriend, Maud Russell.
Fleming, born in London, began his career as a journalist and, while officially a correspondent in Moscow for the London Times, he unofficially worked for the Foreign Office. Although he wrote other books, notably the children�s classic Chitty Chitty Bang Bang (1964), it is for the creation of James Bond, the most famous spy in literature and probably the most famous literary creation of the twentieth century, that he is best known. He wrote twelve books about the charismatic 007, beginning with Casino Royale, and enjoyed modest but not spectacular success until President John F. Kennedy publicly expressed his fondness for the books.
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Director: John Glen
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The screenplay has as great a similarity to Fleming�s short story as it does to a Miss Marple novel. Apart from retaining Bond and part of the title, it would not be recognizable to Fleming himself if he rose from his grave.
That is not to say it isn�t any good. It is, if you like James Bond movies � which, if you don�t, probably means you don�t like ice cream, sunshine, or puppies, either. The most popular film franchise in the history of crime/thriller/mystery cinema, it carried Sean Connery, Roger Moore, and other actors who played Bond to a kind of international stardom that dwarfed their previous fame.

FROM A VIEW TO A KILL
Ian Fleming

The eyes behind the wide black rubber goggles were cold as flint. In the howling speed-turmoil of a B.S.A. M.20 doing seventy, they were the only quiet things in the hurtling flesh and metal. Protected by the glass of the goggles, they stared fixedly ahead from just above the centre of the handle-bars, and their dark unwavering focus was that of gun muzzles. Below the goggles, the wind had got into the face through the mouth and had wrenched the lips back into a square grin that showed big tombstone teeth and strips of whitish gum. On both sides of the grin the cheeks had been blown out by the wind into pouches that fluttered slightly. To right and left of the hurtling face under the crash helmet, the black gauntlets, broken-wristed at the controls, looked like the attacking paws of a big animal.
The man was dressed in the uniform of a dispatch-rider in the Royal Corps of Signals, and his machine, painted olive green, was, with certain modifications to the valves and the carburettor and the removal of some of the silencer baffles to give more speed, identical with a standard British Army machine. There was nothing in the man or his equipment to suggest that he was not what he appeared to be, except a fully loaded Luger held by a clip to the top of the petrol tank.
It was seven o�clock on a May morning and the dead straight road through the forest glittered with the tiny luminous mist of spring. On both sides of the road the moss- and flower-carpeted depths between the great oak trees held the theatrical enchantment of the royal forests of Versailles and St. Germain. The road was D.98, a secondary road serving local traffic in the St. Germain area, and the motor-cyclist had just passed beneath the Paris � Mantes autoroute already thundering with commuter traffic for Paris. He was heading north towards St. Germain and there was no one else in sight in either direction, except, perhaps half a mile ahead, an almost identical figure � another Royal Corps dispatch-rider. He was a younger, slimmer man and he sat comfortably back on his machine, enjoying the morning and keeping his speed to around forty. He was well on time and it was a beautiful day. He wondered whether to have his eggs fried or scrambled when he got back to H.Q. around eight.
Five hundred yards, four hundred, three, two, one. The man coming up from behind slowed to fifty. He put his right gauntlet up to his teeth and pulled it off. He stuffed the gauntlet between the buttons of his tunic and reached down and unclipped the gun.

By now he must have been big in the driving-mirror of the young man ahead, for suddenly the young man jerked his head round, surprised to find another dispatch-rider on his run at that time of the morning. He expected that it would be an American or perhaps French military police. It might be anyone from the eight N.A.T.O. nations that made up the staff of SHAPE, but when he recognized the uniform of the Corps he was astonished and delighted. Who the hell could it be? He raised a cheerful right thumb in recognition and cut his speed to thirty, waiting for the other man to drift up alongside. With one eye on the road ahead and the other on the approaching silhouette in the mirror, he ran through the names of the British riders in the Special Service Transportation Unit at Headquarters Command. Albert, Sid, Wally � might be Wally, same thick build. Good show! He�d be able to pull his leg about that little frog bit in the canteen � Louise, Elise, Lise � what the hell was her name.
The man with the gun had slowed. Now he was fifty yards away. His face, undistorted by the wind, had set into blunt, hard, perhaps Slav lines. A red spark burned behind the black, aimed muzzles of the eyes. Forty yards, thirty. A single magpie flew out of the forest ahead of the young dispatch-rider. It fled clumsily across the road into the bushes behind a Michelin sign that said that St. Germain was one kilometre to go. The young man grinned and raised an ironical finger in salute and self-protection � �One magpie is sorrow.�
Twenty yards behind him the man with the gun took both hands off the handle-bars, lifted the Luger, rested it carefully on his left forearm and fired one shot.
The young man�s hands whipped off his controls and met across the centre of his backward-arching spine. His machine veered across the road, jumped a narrow ditch and ploughed into a patch of grass and lilies of the valley. There it rose up on its screaming back wheel and slowly crashed backwards on top of its dead rider. The B.S.A. coughed and kicked and tore at the young man�s clothes and at the flowers, and then lay quiet.
The killer executed a narrow turn and stopped with his machine pointing back the way he had come. He stamped down the wheel-rest, pulled his machine up on to it and walked in among the wild flowers under the trees. He knelt down beside the dead man and brusquely pulled back an eyelid. Just as roughly he tore the black leather dispatch-case off the corpse and ripped open the buttons of the tunic and removed a battered leather wallet. He wrenched a cheap wristwatch so sharply off the left wrist that the chrome expanding bracelet snapped in half. He stood up and slung the dispatch-case over his shoulder. While he stowed the wallet and the watch away in his tunic pocket he listened. There were only forest sounds and the slow tick of hot metal from the crashed B.S.A. The killer retraced his steps to the road. He walked slowly, scuffing leaves over the tyre marks in the soft earth and moss. He took extra trouble over the deep scars in the ditch and the grass verge, and then stood beside his motor-cycle and looked back towards the lily of the valley patch. Not bad! Probably only the police dogs would get it, and, with ten miles of road to cover, they would be hours, perhaps days � plenty long enough. The main thing in these jobs was to have enough safety margin. He could have shot the man at forty yards, but he had preferred to get to twenty. And taking the watch and the wallet had been nice touches � pro touches.
Pleased with himself, the man heaved his machine off its rest, vaulted smartly into the saddle and kicked down on the starter. Slowly, so as not to show skid marks, he accelerated away back down the road and in a minute or so he was doing seventy again and the wind had redrawn the empty turnip grin across his face.
Around the scene of the killing, the forest, which had held its breath while it was done, slowly began to breathe again.

James Bond had his first drink of the evening at Fouquet�s. It was not a solid drink. One cannot drink seriously in French caf�s. Out of doors on a pavement in the sun is no place for vodka or whisky or gin. A fine � l�eau is fairly serious, but it intoxicates without tasting very good. A quart de champagne or a champagne � l�orange is all right before luncheon, but in the evening one quart leads to another quart and a bottle of indifferent champagne is a bad foundation for the night. Pernod is possible, but it should be drunk in company, and anyway Bond had never liked the stuff because its liquorice taste reminded him of his childhood. No, in caf�s you have to drink the least offensive of the musical comedy drinks that go with them, and Bond always had the same thing � an Americano � Bitter Campari, Cinzano, a large slice of lemon peel and soda. For the soda he always stipulated Perrier, for in his opinion expensive soda water was the cheapest way to improve a poor drink.
When Bond was in Paris he invariably stuck to the same addresses. He stayed at the Terminus Nord, because he liked station hotels and because this was the least pretentious and most anonymous of them. He had luncheon at the Caf� de la Paix, the Rotonde or the D�me, because the food was good enough and it amused him to watch the people. If he wanted a solid drink he had it at Harry�s Bar, both because of the solidity of the drinks and because, on his first ignorant visit to Paris at the age of sixteen, he had done what Harry�s advertisement in the Continental Daily Mail had told him to do and had said to his taxi-driver �Sank Roo Doe Noo.� That had started one of the memorable evenings of his life, culminating in the loss, almost simultaneous, of his virginity and his notecase. For dinner, Bond went to one of the great restaurants � V�four, the Caneton, Lucas-Carton, or the Cochon d�Or. These he considered, whatever Michelin might say about the Tour d�Argent, Maxims, and the like, to have somehow avoided the tarnish of the expense account and the dollar. Anyway, he preferred their cooking. After dinner he generally went to the Place Pigalle to see what would happen to him. When, as usual, nothing did, he would walk home across Paris to the Gare du Nord and go to bed.
Tonight Bond decided to tear up this dusty address-book and have himself an old-fashioned ball. He was on his way through Paris after a dismally failed assignment on the Austro-Hungarian border. It had been a question of getting a certain Hungarian out. Bond had been sent from London specially to direct the operation over the head of Station V. This had been unpopular with the Vienna Station. There had been misunderstandings � wilful ones. The man had been killed in the frontier minefield. There would have to be a Court of Inquiry. Bond was due back at his London headquarters on the following day to make his report, and the thought of it all depressed him. Today had been so beautiful � one of those days when you almost believe that Paris is beautiful and gay � and Bond had decided to give the town just one more chance. He would somehow find himself a girl who was a real girl, and he would take her to dinner at some make-believe place in the Bois like the Armenonville. To clean the money-look out of her eyes � for it would certainly be there � he would as soon as possible give her fifty thousand francs. He would say to her: �I propose to call you Donatienne, or possibly Solange, because these are names that suit my mood and the evening. We knew each other before and you lent me this money because I was in a jam. Here it is, and now we will tell each other what we have been doing since we last met in St. Tropez just a year ago. In the meantime, here is the menu and the wine list and you must choose what will make you happy and fat.� And she would look relieved at not having to try any more, and she would laugh and say: �But, James, I do not want to be fat.� And there they would be, started on the myth of �Paris in the Spring,� and Bond would stay sober and be interested in her and everything she said. And, by God, by the end of the evening it would not be his fault if it transpired that there was in fact no shred of stuffing left in the hoary old fairytale of �A good time in Paris.�
Sitting in Fouquet�s, waiting for his Americano, Bond smiled at his vehemence. He knew that he was only playing at this fantasy for the satisfaction of launching a last kick at a town he had cordially disliked since the War. Since 1945, he had not had a happy day in Paris. It was not that the town had sold its body. Many towns have done that. It was its heart that was gone � pawned to the tourists, pawned to the Russians and Roumanians and Bulgars, pawned to the scum of the world who had gradually taken the town over. And, of course, pawned to the Germans. You could see it in the people�s eyes � sullen, envious, ashamed. Architecture? Bond glanced across the pavement at the shiny black ribbons of cars off which the sun glinted painfully. Everywhere it was the same as in the Champs-Elys�es. There were only two hours in which you could even see the town � between five and seven in the morning. After seven it was engulfed in a thundering stream of black metal with which no beautiful buildings, no spacious, tree-lined boulevards, could compete.
The waiter�s tray clattered down on the marble-topped table. With a slick one-handed jerk that Bond had never been able to copy, the waiter�s bottle-opener prised the cap off the Perrier. The man slipped the tab under the ice-bucket, said a mechanical �Voil�, M�sieur� and darted away. Bond put ice into his drink, filled it to the top with soda and took a long pull at it. He sat back and lit a Laurens jaune. Of course the evening would be a disaster. Even supposing he found the girl in the next hour or so, the contents would certainly not stand up to the wrapping. On closer examination she would turn out to have the heavy, dank, wide-pored skin of the bourgeois French. The blonde hair under the rakish velvet beret would be brown at the roots and as coarse as piano wire. The peppermint on the breath would not conceal the midday garlic. The alluring figure would be intricately scaffolded with wire and rubber. She would be from Lille and she would ask him if he was American. And, Bond smiled to himself, she or her maquereau would probably steal his notecase. La ronde! He would be back where he came in. More or less, that was. Well, to hell with it!
A battered black Peugeot 403 broke out of the centre stream of traffic, cut across the inside line of cars and pulled in to double park at the kerb. There was the usual screaming of brakes, hooting and yelling. Quite unmoved, a girl got out of the car and, leaving the traffic to sort itself out, walked purposefully across the sidewalk. Bond sat up. She had everything, but absolutely everything that belonged in his fantasy. She was tall and, although her figure was hidden by a light raincoat, the way she moved and the way she held herself promised that it would be beautiful. The face had the gaiety and bravado that went with her driving, but now there was impatience in the compressed lips and the eyes fretted as she pushed diagonally through the moving crowd on the pavement.
Bond watched her narrowly as she reached the edge of the tables and came up the aisle. Of course it was hopeless. She was coming to meet someone � her lover. She was the sort of woman who always belongs to somebody else. She was late for him. That�s why she was in such a hurry. What damnable luck � right down to the long blonde hair under the rakish beret! And she was looking straight at him. She was smiling...!
Before Bond could pull himself together, the girl had come up to his table and had drawn out a chair and sat down.
She smiled rather tautly into his startled eyes. �I�m sorry I�m late, and I�m afraid we�ve got to get moving at once. You�re wanted at the office.� She added under her breath: �Crash dive.�
Bond jerked himself back to reality. Whoever she was, she was certainly from �the firm.� �Crash dive� was a slang expression the Secret Service had borrowed from the Submarine Service. It meant bad news � the worst. Bond dug into his pocket and slid some coins over the table. He said �Right. Let�s go,� and got up and followed her down through the tables and across to her car. It was still obstructing the inner lane of traffic. Any minute now there would be a policeman. Angry faces glared at them as they climbed in. The girl had left the engine running. She banged the gears into second and slid out into the traffic.
Bond looked sideways at her. The pale skin was velvet. The blonde hair was silk � to the roots. He said: �Where are you from and what�s it all about?�
She said, concentrating on the traffic: �From the Station. Grade two assistant. Number 765 on duty, Mary Ann Russell off. I�ve no idea what it�s all about. I just saw the signal from H.Q.�� personal from M. to Head of Station. Most Immediate and all that. He was to find you at once and if necessary use the Deuxi�me to help. Head of F said you always went to the same places when you were in Paris, and I and another girl were given a list.� She smiled. �I�d only tried Harry�s Bar, and after Fouquet�s I was going to start on the restaurants. It was marvellous picking you up like that.� She gave him a quick glance. �I hope I wasn�t very clumsy.�
Bond said: �You were fine. How were you going to handle it if I�d had a girl with me?�
She laughed. �I was going to do much the same except call you �sir.� I was only worried about how you�d dispose of the girl. If she started a scene I was going to offer to take her home in my car and for you to take a taxi.�
�You sound pretty resourceful. How long have you been in the Service?�
�Five years. This is my first time with a Station.�
�How do you like it?�
�I like the work all right. The evenings and days off drag a bit. It�s not easy to make friends in Paris without� � her mouth turned down with irony � �without all the rest. I mean,� she hastened to add, �I�m not a prude and all that, but somehow the French make the whole business such a bore. I mean I�ve had to give up taking the Metro or buses. Whatever time of day it is, you end up with your behind black and blue.� She laughed. �Apart from the boredom of it and not knowing what to say to the man, some of the pinches really hurt. It�s the limit. So to get around I bought this car cheap, and other cars seem to keep out of my way. As long as you don�t catch the other driver�s eye, you can take on even the meanest of them. They�re afraid you haven�t seen them. And they�re worried by the bashed-about look of the car. They give you a wide berth.�
They had come to the Rond Point. As if to demonstrate her theory, she tore round it and went straight at the line of traffic coming up from the Place de la Concorde. Miraculously it divided and let her through into the Avenue Matignon.
Bond said: �Pretty good. But don�t make it a habit. There may be some French Mary Anns about.�
She laughed. She turned into the Avenue Gabrielle and pulled up outside the Paris headquarters of the Secret Service: �I only try that sort of manoeuvre in the line of duty.�
Bond got out and came round to her side of the car. He said: �Well, thanks for picking me up. When this whirl is over, can I pick you up in exchange? I don�t get the pinches, but I�m just as bored in Paris as you are.�
Her eyes were blue and wide apart. They searched his. She said seriously: �I�d like that. The switchboard here can always find me.�
Bond reached in through the window and pressed the hand on the wheel. He said �Good,� and turned and walked quickly in through the archway.
Wing Commander Rattray, Head of Station F, was a fattish man with pink cheeks and fair hair brushed straight back. He dressed in a mannered fashion with turned-back cuffs and double slits to his coat, bow-ties and fancy waistcoats. He made a good-living, wine-and-food-society impression in which only the slow, rather cunning blue eyes struck a false note. He chain-smoked Gauloises and his office stank of them. He greeted Bond with relief. �Who found you?�
�Russell. At Fouquet�s. Is she new?�
�Six months. She�s a good one. But take a pew. There�s the hell of a flap on and I�ve got to brief you and get you going.� He bent to his intercom and pressed down a switch. �Signal to M., please. Personal from Head of Station. �Located 007 briefing now.� Okay?� He let go the switch.
Bond pulled a chair over by the open window to keep away from the fog of Gauloises. The traffic on the Champs-Elys�es was a soft roar in the background. Half an hour before he had been fed up with Paris, glad to be going. Now he hoped he would be staying.
Head of F said: �Somebody got our dawn dispatch-rider from SHAPE to the St. Germain Station yesterday morning. The weekly run from the SHAPE Intelligence Division with the Summaries, Joint Intelligence papers, Iron Curtain Order of Battle � all the top gen. One shot in the back. Took his dispatch-case and his wallet and watch.�
Bond said: �That�s bad. No chance that it was an ordinary hold-up? Or do they think the wallet and watch were cover?�
�SHAPE Security can�t make up their minds. On the whole they guess it was cover. Seven o�clock in the morning�s a rum time for a hold-up. But you can argue it out with them when you get down there. M.�s sending you as his personal representative. He�s worried as hell. Apart from the loss of the Intelligence dope, their I. people have never liked having one of our Stations outside the Reservation so to speak. For years they�ve been trying to get the St. Germain unit incorporated in the SHAPE Intelligence set-up. But you know what M. is, independent old devil. He�s never been happy about N.A.T.O. Security. Why, right in the SHAPE Intelligence Division there are not only a couple of Frenchmen and an Italian, but the head of their Counter Intelligence and Security section is a German!�
Bond whistled.
�The trouble is that this damnable business is all SHAPE needs to bring M. to heel. Anyway, he says you�re to get down there right away. I�ve fixed up clearance for you. Got the passes. You�re to report to Colonel Schreiber, Headquarters Command Security Branch. American. Efficient chap. He�s been handling the thing from the beginning. As far as I can gather, he�s already done just about all there was to be done.�
�What�s he done? What actually happened?�
Head of F picked up a map from his desk and walked over with it. It was the big-scale Michelin Environs de Paris. He pointed with a pencil. �Here�s Versailles, and here, just north of the park, is the big junction of the Paris-Mantes and the Versailles autoroutes. A couple of hundred yards north of that, on N.184, is SHAPE. Every Wednesday, at seven in the morning, a Special Services dispatch-rider leaves SHAPE with the weekly Intelligence stuff I told you about. He has to get to this little village called Fourqueux, just outside St. Germain, deliver his stuff to the duty officer at our H.Q., and report back to SHAPE by seven-thirty. Rather than go through all this built-up area, for security reasons his orders are to take this N.307 to St. Nom, turn right-handed on to D.98 and go under the autoroute and through the forest of St. Germain. The distance is about twelve kilometres, and taking it easy he�ll do the trip in under a quarter of an hour. Well, yesterday it was a corporal from the Corps of Signals, good solid man called Bates, and when he hadn�t reported back to SHAPE by seven-forty-five they sent another rider to look for him. Not a trace, and he hadn�t reported at our H.Q. By eight-fifteen the Security Branch was on the job, and by nine the roadblocks were up. The police and the Deuxi�me were told and search parties got under way. The dogs found him, but not till the evening around six, and by that time if there had been any clues on the road they�d have been wiped out by the traffic.� Head of F handed the map to Bond and walked back to his desk. �And that�s about the lot, except that all the usual steps have been taken � frontiers, ports, aerodromes, and so forth. But that sort of thing won�t help. If it was a professional job, whoever did it could have had the stuff out of the country by midday or into an embassy in Paris inside an hour.�
Bond said impatiently: �Exactly! And so what the hell does M. expect me to do? Tell SHAPE Security to do it all over again, but better? This sort of thing isn�t my line at all. Bloody waste of time.�
Head of F smiled sympathetically. �Matter of fact I put much the same point of view to M. over the scrambler. Tactfully. The old man was quite reasonable. Said he wanted to show SHAPE he was taking the business just as seriously as they were. You happened to be available and more or less on the spot, and he said you had the sort of mind that might pick up the invisible factor. I asked him what he meant, and he said that at all closely guarded headquarters there�s bound to be an invisible man � a man everyone takes so much for granted that he just isn�t noticed � gardener, window cleaner, postman. I said that SHAPE had thought of that, and that all those sort of jobs were done by enlisted men. M. told me not to be so literal-minded and hung up.�
Bond laughed. He could see M.�s frown and hear the crusty voice. He said: �All right, then. I�ll see what I can do. Who do I report back to?�
�Here. M. doesn�t want the St. Germain unit to get involved. Anything you have to say I�ll put straight on the printer to London. But I may not be available when you call up. I�ll make someone your duty officer and you�ll be able to get them any time in the twenty-four hours. Russell can do it. She picked you up. She might as well carry you. Suit you?�
�Yes,� said Bond. �That�ll be all right.�
The battered Peugeot, commandeered by Rattray, smelled of her. There were bits of her in the glove compartment � half a packet of Suchard milk chocolate, a twist of paper containing bobby pins, a paperback John O�Hara, a single black suede glove. Bond thought about her as far as the Etoile and then closed his mind to her and pushed the car along fast through the Bois. Rattray had said it would take about fifteen minutes at fifty. Bond said to halve the speed and double the time and to tell Colonel Schreiber that he would be with him by nine-thirty. After the Porte de St. Cloud there was little traffic, and Bond held seventy on the autoroute until the second exit road came up on his right and there was the red arrow for SHAPE. Bond turned up the slope and on to N.184. Two hundred yards farther, in the centre of the road, was the traffic policeman Bond had been told to look out for. The policeman waved him in through the big gates on the left and he pulled up at the first checkpoint. A grey-uniformed American policeman hung out of his cabin and glanced at his pass. He was told to pull inside and hold it. Now a French policeman took his pass, noted the details on a printed form clipped to a board, gave him a large plastic windscreen number and waved him on. As Bond pulled in to the car park, with theatrical suddenness a hundred arc-lights blazed and lit up the acre of low-lying hutments in front of him as if it was day. Feeling naked, Bond walked across the open gravel beneath the flags of the N.A.T.O. countries and ran up the four shallow steps to the wide glass doors that gave entrance to the Supreme Headquarters Allied Forces Europe. Now there was the main Security desk. American and French military police checked his pass and noted the details. He was handed over to a red-capped British M.P. and led off down the main corridor past endless office doors. They bore no names but the usual alphabetical abracadabra of all headquarters. One said COMSTRIKFLTLANT AND SACLANT LIAISON TO SACEUR. Bond asked what it meant. The military policeman, either ignorant or, more probably, security-minded, said stolidly: �Couldn�t rightly say, sir.�
Behind a door that said Colonel G. A. Schreiber, Chief of Security, Headquarters Command was a ramrod-straight, middle-aged American with greying hair and the politely negative manner of a bank manager. There were several family photographs in silver frames on his desk and a vase containing one white rose. There was no smell of tobacco smoke in the room. After cautiously amiable preliminaries, Bond congratulated the Colonel on his security. He said: �All these checks and double checks don�t make it easy for the opposition. Have you ever lost anything before, or have you ever found signs of a serious attempt at a coup?�
�No to both questions, Commander. I�m quite satisfied about Headquarters. It�s only the outlying units that worry me. Apart from this section of your Secret Service, we have various detached signal units. Then, of course, there are the Home Ministries of fourteen different nations. I can�t answer for what may leak from those quarters.�
�It can�t be an easy job,� agreed Bond. �Now, about this mess. Has anything else come up since Wing Commander Rattray spoke to you last?�
�Got the bullet. Luger. Severed the spinal cord. Probably fired at around thirty yards, give or take ten yards. Assuming our man was riding a straight course, the bullet must have been fired from dead astern on a level trajectory. Since it can�t have been a man standing in the road, the killer must have been moving in or on some vehicle.�
�So your man would have seen him in the driving-mirror?�
�Probably.�
�If your riders find themselves being followed, do they have any instructions about taking evasive action?�
The Colonel smiled slightly. �Sure. They�re told to go like hell.�
�And at what speed did your man crash?�
�Not fast, they think. Between twenty and forty. What are you getting at, Commander?�
�I was wondering if you�d decided whether it was a pro or an amateur job. If your man wasn�t trying to get away, and assuming he saw the killer in his mirror, which I agree is only a probability, that suggests that he accepted the man on his tail as friend rather than foe. That could mean some sort of disguise that would fit in with the set-up here � something your man would accept even at that hour of the morning.�
A small frown had been gathering across Colonel Schreiber�s smooth forehead. �Commander,� there was an edge of tension in the voice, �we have, of course, been considering every angle of this case, including the one you mention. At midday yesterday the Commanding General declared emergency in this matter, standing security and security ops committees were set up, and from that moment on every angle, every hint of a clue, has been systematically run to earth. And I can tell you, Commander,� the Colonel raised one well-manicured hand and let it descend in soft emphasis on his blotting-pad, �any man who can come up with an even remotely original idea on this case will have to be closely related to Einstein. There is nothing, repeat nothing, to go on in this case whatsoever.�
Bond smiled sympathetically. He got to his feet. �In that case, Colonel, I won�t waste any more of your time this evening. If I could just have the minutes of the various meetings to bring myself up to date, and if one of your men could show me the way to the canteen and my quarters...�
�Sure, sure.� The Colonel pressed a bell. A young crew-cutted aide came in. �Proctor, show the Commander to his room in the V.I.P. wing, would you, and then take him along to the bar and the canteen.� He turned to Bond. �I�ll have those papers ready for you after you�ve had a meal and a drink. They�ll be in my office. They can�t be taken out, of course, but you�ll find everything to hand next door, and Proctor will be able to fill you in on anything that�s missing.� He held out his hand. �Okay? Then we�ll meet again in the morning.�
Bond said goodnight and followed the aide out. As he walked along the neutral-painted, neutral-smelling corridors, he reflected that this was probably the most hopeless assignment he had ever been on. If the top security brains of fourteen countries were stumped, what hope had he got? By the time he was in bed that night, in the Spartan luxury of the visitors� overnight quarters, Bond had decided he would give it a couple more days � largely for the sake of keeping in touch with Mary Ann Russell for as long as possible � and then chuck it. On this decision he fell immediately into a deep and untroubled sleep.

Not two, but four days later, as the dawn came up over the Forest of St. Germain, James Bond was lying along the thick branch of an oak tree keeping watch over a small empty glade that lay deep among the trees bordering D.98, the road of the murder.
He was dressed from head to foot in parachutists� camouflage � green, brown and black. Even his hands were covered with the stuff, and there was a hood over his head with slits cut for the eyes and mouth. It was good camouflage which would be still better when the sun was higher and the shadows blacker, and from anywhere on the ground, even directly below the high branch, he could not be seen.
It had come about like this. The first two days at SHAPE had been the expected waste of time. Bond had achieved nothing except to make himself mildly unpopular with the persistence of his double-checking questions. On the morning of the third day he was about to go and say his goodbyes when he had a telephone call from the Colonel. �Oh, Commander, thought I�d let you know that the last team of police dogs got in late last night � your idea that it might be worth while covering the whole forest. Sorry� � the voice sounded un-sorry � �but negative, absolutely negative.�
�Oh. My fault for the wasted time.� As much to annoy the Colonel as anything, Bond said: �Mind if I have a talk with the handler?�
�Sure, sure. Anything you want. By the way, Commander, how long are you planning to be around? Glad to have you with us for as long as you like. But it�s a question of your room. Seems there�s a big party coming in from Holland in a few days� time. Top level staff course or something of the kind, and Admin says they�re a bit pushed for space.�
Bond had not expected to get on well with Colonel Schreiber and he had not done so. He said amiably: �I�ll see what my Chief has to say and call you back, Colonel.�
�Do that, would you.� The Colonel�s voice was equally polite, but the manners of both men were running out and the two receivers broke the line simultaneously.
The chief handler was a Frenchman from the Landes. He had the quick sly eyes of a poacher. Bond met him at the kennels, but the handler�s proximity was too much for the Alsatians and, to get away from the noise, he took Bond into the duty-room, a tiny office with binoculars hanging from pegs, and waterproofs, gum-boots, dog-harness and other gear stacked round the walls. There were a couple of deal chairs and a table covered with a large-scale map of the Forest of St. Germain. This had been marked off into pencilled squares. The handler made a gesture over the map. �Our dogs covered it all, Monsieur. There is nothing there.�
�Do you mean to say they didn�t check once?�
The handler scratched his head. �We had trouble with a bit of game, Monsieur. There was a hare or two. A couple of foxes� earths. We had quite a time getting them away from a clearing near the Carrefour Royal. They probably still smelled the gipsies.�
�Oh.� Bond was only mildly interested. �Show me. Who were these gipsies?�
The handler pointed daintily with a grimy little finger. �These are the names from the old days. Here is the Etoile Parfaite, and here, where the killing took place, is the Carrefour des Curieux. And here, forming the bottom of the triangle, is the Carrefour Royal. It makes,� he added dramatically, �a cross with the road of death.� He took a pencil out of his pocket and made a dot just off the crossroads. �And this is the clearing, Monsieur. There was a gipsy caravan there for most of the winter. They left last month. Cleaned the place up all right, but, for the dogs, their scent will hang about there for months.�
Bond thanked him, and after inspecting and admiring the dogs and making some small talk about the handler�s profession, he got into the Peugeot and went off to the gendarmerie in St. Germain. �Yes, certainly they had known the gipsies. Real Romany-looking fellows. Hardly spoke a word of French, but they had behaved themselves. There had been no complaints. Six men and two women. No. No one had seen them go. One morning they just weren�t there any more. Might have been gone a week for all one knew. They had chosen an isolated spot.�
Bond took the D.98 through the forest. When the great autoroute bridge showed up a quarter of a mile ahead over the road, Bond accelerated and then switched off the engine and coasted silently until he came to the Carrefour Royal. He stopped and got out of the car without a sound, and, feeling rather foolish, softly entered the forest and walked with great circumspection towards where the clearing would be. Twenty yards inside the trees he came to it. He stood in the fringe of bushes and trees and examined it carefully. Then he walked in and went over it from end to end.
The clearing was about as big as two tennis courts and floored in thick grass and moss. There was one large patch of lilies of the valley and, under the bordering trees, a scattering of bluebells. To one side there was a low mound, perhaps a tumulus, completely surrounded and covered with brambles and brier roses now thickly in bloom. Bond walked round this and gazed in among the roots, but there was nothing to see except the earthy shape of the mound.
Bond took one last look round and then went to the corner of the clearing that would be nearest to the road. Here there was easy access through the trees. Were there traces of a path, a slight flattening of the leaves? Not more than would have been left by the gipsies or last year�s picnickers. On the edge of the road there was a narrow passage between two trees. Casually Bond bent to examine the trunks. He stiffened and dropped to a crouch. With a fingernail, he delicately scraped away a narrow sliver of caked mud. It hid a deep scratch in the tree-trunk. He caught the scraps of mud in his free hand. He now spat and moistened the mud and carefully filled up the scratch again. There were three camouflaged scratches on one tree and four on the other. Bond walked quickly out of the trees onto the road. His car had stopped on a slight slope leading down under the autoroute bridge. Although there was some protection from the boom of the traffic on the autoroute, Bond pushed the car, jumped in, and only engaged the gears when he was well under the bridge.
And now Bond was back in the clearing, above it, and he still did not know if his hunch had been right. It had been M.�s dictum that had put him on the scent � if it was a scent � and the mention of the gipsies. �It was the gipsies the dogs smelled... Most of the winter... they went last month. No complaints... morning they just weren�t there any more.� The invisible factor. The invisible man. The people who are so much part of the background that you don�t know if they�re there or not. Six men and two girls and they hardly spoke a word of French. Good cover, gipsies. You could be a foreigner and yet not a foreigner, because you were only a gipsy. Some of them had gone off in the caravan. Had some of them stayed, built themselves a hide-out during the winter, a secret place from which the hijacking of the top secret dispatches had been the first sortie? Bond had thought he was building fantasies until he found the scratches, the carefully camouflaged scratches, on the two trees. They were just at the height where, if one was carrying any kind of a cycle, the pedals might catch against the bark. It could all be a pipe-dream, but it was good enough for Bond. The only question in his mind was whether these people had made a one-time-only coup or whether they were so confident of their security that they would try again. He confided only in Station F. Mary Ann Russell told him to be careful. Head of F, more constructively, ordered his unit at St. Germain to cooperate. Bond said goodbye to Colonel Schreiber and moved to a camp bed in the unit�s H.Q.�� an anonymous house in an anonymous village back street. The unit had provided the camouflage outfit and the four Secret Service men who ran the unit had happily put themselves under Bond�s orders. They realized as well as Bond did that if Bond managed to wipe the eye of the whole security machine of SHAPE, the Secret Service would have won a priceless feather in its cap vis-�-vis the SHAPE High Command, and M.�s worries over the independence of his unit would be gone for ever.
Bond, lying along the oak branch, smiled to himself. Private armies, private wars. How much energy they siphoned off from the common cause, how much fire they directed away from the common enemy!
Six-thirty. Time for breakfast. Cautiously Bond�s right hand fumbled in his clothing and came up to the slit of his mouth. Bond made the glucose tablet last as long as possible and then sucked another. His eyes never left the glade. The red squirrel that had appeared at first light and had been steadily eating away at young beech shoots ever since, ran a few feet nearer to the rose-bushes on the mound, picked up something and began turning it in his paws and nibbling at it. Two wood-pigeons that had been noisily courting among the thick grass started to make clumsy, fluttering love. A pair of hedge-sparrows went busily on collecting bits and pieces for a nest they were tardily building in a thorn-bush. The fat thrush finally located its worm and began pulling at it, its legs braced. Bees clustered thick among the roses on the mound, and from where he was, perhaps twenty yards away from and above the mound, Bond could just hear their summery sound. It was a scene from a fairy-tale � the roses, the lilies of the valley, the birds and the great shafts of sunlight lancing down through the tall trees into the pool of glistening green. Bond had climbed to his hide-out at four in the morning and he had never examined so closely or for so long the transition from night to a glorious day. He suddenly felt rather foolish. Any moment now and some damned bird would come and sit on his head!
It was the pigeons that gave the first alarm. With a loud clatter they took off and dashed into the trees. All the birds followed, and the squirrel. Now the glade was quiet except for the soft hum of the bees. What had sounded the alarm? Bond�s heart began to thump. His eyes hunted, quartering the glade for a clue. Something was moving among the roses. It was a tiny movement, but an extraordinary one. Slowly, inch by inch, a single thorny stem, an unnaturally straight and rather thick one, was rising through the upper branches. It went on rising until it was a clear foot above the bush. Then it stopped. There was a solitary pink rose at the tip of the stem. Separated from the bush, it looked unnatural, but only if one happened to have watched the whole process. At a casual glance it was a stray stem and nothing else. Now, silently, the petals of the rose seemed to swivel and expand, the yellow pistils drew aside and sun glinted on a glass lens the size of a shilling. The lens seemed to be looking straight at Bond, but then very, very slowly, the rose-eye began to turn on its stem and continued to turn until the lens was again looking at Bond and the whole glade had been minutely surveyed. As if satisfied, the petals softly swivelled to cover the eye and very slowly the single rose descended to join the others.
Bond�s breath came out with a rush. He momentarily closed his eyes to rest them. Gipsies! If that piece of machinery was any evidence, inside the mound, deep down in the earth, was certainly the most professional left-behind spy unit that had ever been devised � far more brilliant than anything England had prepared to operate in the wake of a successful German invasion, far better than what the Germans themselves had left behind in the Ardennes. A shiver of excitement and anticipation � almost of fear � ran down Bond�s spine. So he had been right! But what was to be the next act?
Now, from the direction of the mound, came a thin high-pitched whine � the sound of an electric motor at very high revs. The rose-bush trembled slightly. The bees took off, hovered, and settled again. Slowly, a jagged fissure formed down the centre of the big bush and smoothly widened. Now the two halves of the bush were opening like double doors. The dark aperture broadened until Bond could see the roots of the bush running into the earth on both sides of the opening doorway. The whine of machinery was louder and there was a glint of metal from the edges of the curved doors. It was like the opening of a hinged Easter egg. In a moment the two segments stood apart and the two halves of the rose-bush, still alive with bees, were splayed widely open. Now the inside of the metal caisson that supported the earth and the roots of the bush were naked to the sun. There was a glint of pale electric light from the dark aperture between the curved doors. The whine of the motor had stopped. A head and shoulders appeared, and then the rest of the man. He climbed softly out and crouched, looking sharply round the glade. There was a gun � a Luger � in his hand. Satisfied, he turned and gestured into the shaft. The head and shoulders of a second man appeared. He handed up three pairs of what looked like snowshoes and ducked out of sight. The first man selected a pair and knelt and strapped them over his boots. Now he moved about more freely, leaving no footprints, for the grass flattened only momentarily under the wide mesh and then rose slowly again. Bond smiled to himself. Clever bastards!
The second man emerged. He was followed by a third. Between them they manhandled a motor-cycle out of the shaft and stood holding it slung between them by harness webbing while the first man, who was clearly the leader, knelt and strapped the snowshoes under their boots. Then, in single file, they moved off through the trees towards the road. There was something extraordinarily sinister about the way they softly high-stepped along through the shadows, lifting and carefully placing each big webbed foot in turn.
Bond let out a long sigh of released tension and laid his head softly down on the branch to relax the strain in his neck muscles. So that was the score! Even the last small detail could now be added to the file. While the two underlings were dressed in grey overalls, the leader was wearing the uniform of the Royal Corps of Signals and his motor-cycle was an olive green B.S.A. M.20 with a British Army registration number on its petrol tank. No wonder the SHAPE dispatch-rider had let him get within range. And what did the unit do with its top secret booty? Probably radioed the cream of it out at night. Instead of the periscope, a rose-stalk aerial would rise up from the bush, the pedal generator would get going deep down under the earth and off would go the high-speed cipher groups. Ciphers? There would be many good enemy secrets down that shaft if Bond could round up the unit when it was outside the hide-out. And what a chance to feed back phoney intelligence to GRU, the Soviet Military Intelligence Apparat which was presumably the control! Bond�s thoughts raced.
The two underlings were coming back. They went into the shaft and the rose-bush closed over it. The leader with his machine would be among the bushes on the verge of the road. Bond glanced at his watch. Six-fifty-five. Of course! He would be waiting to see if a dispatch-rider came along. Either he did not know the man he had killed was doing a weekly run, which was unlikely, or he was assuming that SHAPE would now change the routine for additional security. These were careful people. Probably their orders were to clean up as much as possible before the summer came and there were too many holiday-makers about in the forest. Then the unit might be pulled out and put back again in the winter. Who could say what the long-term plans were? Sufficient that the leader was preparing for another kill.
The minutes ticked by. At seven-ten the leader reappeared. He stood in the shadow of a big tree at the edge of the clearing and whistled once on a brief, high, birdlike note. Immediately the rose-bush began to open and the two underlings came out and followed the leader back into the trees. In two minutes they were back with the motor-cycle slung between them. The leader, after a careful look round to see that they had left no traces, followed them down into the shaft and the two halves of the rose-bush closed swiftly behind him.
Half an hour later life had started up in the glade again. An hour later still, when the high sun had darkened the shadows, James Bond silently edged backwards along his branch, dropped softly on to a patch of moss behind some brambles and melted carefully back into the forest.

That evening Bond�s routine call with Mary Ann Russell was a stormy one. She said: �You�re crazy. I�m not going to let you do it. I�m going to get Head of F to ring up Colonel Schreiber and tell him the whole story. This is SHAPE�s job. Not yours.�
Bond said sharply: �You�ll do nothing of the sort. Colonel Schreiber says he�s perfectly happy to let me make a dummy run tomorrow morning instead of the duty dispatch-rider. That�s all he needs to know at this stage. Reconstruction of the crime sort of thing. He couldn�t care less. He�s practically closed the file on this business. Now, be a good girl and do as you�re told. Just put my report on the printer to M. He�ll see the point of me cleaning this thing up. He won�t object.�
�Damn M.! Damn you! Damn the whole silly Service!� There were angry tears in the voice. �You�re just a lot of children playing at Red Indians. Taking these people on by yourself! It�s... it�s showing off. That�s all it is. Showing off.�
Bond was beginning to get annoyed. He said: �That�s enough, Mary Ann. Put that report on the printer. I�m sorry, but it�s an order.�
There was resignation in the voice. �Oh, all right. You don�t have to pull your rank on me. But don�t get hurt. At least you�ll have the boys from the local Station to pick up the bits. Good luck.�
�Thanks, Mary Ann. And will you have dinner with me tomorrow night? Some place like Armenonville. Pink champagne and gipsy violins. Paris in the spring routine.�
�Yes,� she said seriously. �I�d like that. But then take care all the more, would you? Please?�
�Of course I will. Don�t worry. Goodnight.�
�Night.�
Bond spent the rest of the evening putting a last high polish on his plans and giving a final briefing to the four men from the Station.

It was another beautiful day. Bond, sitting comfortably astride the throbbing B.S.A. waiting for the off, could hardly believe in the ambush that would now be waiting for him just beyond the Carrefour Royal. The corporal from the Signal Corps who had handed him his empty dispatch-case and was about to give him the signal to go said: �You look as if you�d been in the Royal Corps all your life, sir. Time for a haircut soon, I�d say, but the uniform�s bang on. How d�you like the bike, sir?�
�Goes like a dream. I�d forgotten what fun these damned things are.�
�Give me a nice little Austin A.40 any day, sir.� The corporal looked at his watch. �Seven o�clock just coming up.� He held up his thumb. �Okay.�
Bond pulled the goggles down over his eyes, lifted a hand to the corporal, kicked the machine into gear and wheeled off across the gravel and through the main gates.
Off 184 and on to 307, through Bailly and Noisy-le-Roi and there was the straggle of St. Nom. Here he would be turning sharp right on to D.98 � the �route de la mort,� as the handler had called it. Bond pulled into the grass verge and once more looked to the long-barrel .45 Colt. He put the warm gun back against his stomach and left the jacket button undone. On your marks! Get set...!
Bond took the sharp corner and accelerated up to fifty. The viaduct carrying the Paris autoroute loomed up ahead. The dark mouth of the tunnel beneath it opened and swallowed him. The noise of his exhaust was gigantic, and for an instant there was a tunnel smell of cold and damp. Then he was out in the sunshine again and immediately across the Carrefour Royal. Ahead the oily tarmac glittered dead straight for two miles through the enchanted forest and there was a sweet smell of leaves and dew. Bond cut his speed to forty. The driving-mirror by his left hand shivered slightly with his speed. It showed nothing but an empty unfurling vista of road between lines of trees that curled away behind him like a green wake. No sign of the killer. Had he taken fright? Had there been some hitch? But then there was a tiny black speck in the centre of the convex glass � a midge that became a fly and then a bee and then a beetle. Now it was a crash-helmet bent low over handle-bars between two big black paws. God, he was coming fast! Bond�s eyes flickered from the mirror to the road ahead and back to the mirror. When the killer�s right hand went for his gun...
Bond slowed � thirty-five, thirty, twenty. Ahead the tarmac was smooth as metal. A last quick look in the mirror. The right hand had left the handle-bars. The sun on the man�s goggles made huge fiery eyes below the rim of the crash-helmet. Now! Bond braked fiercely and skidded the B.S.A. through forty-five degrees, killing the engine. He was not quite quick enough on the draw. The killer�s gun flared twice and a bullet tore into the saddle-springs beside Bond�s thigh. But then the Colt spoke its single word, and the killer and his B.S.A., as if lassoed from within the forest, veered crazily off the road, leapt the ditch and crashed head-on into the trunk of a beech. For a moment the tangle of man and machinery clung to the broad trunk and then, with a metallic death-rattle, toppled backwards into the grass.
Bond got off his machine and walked over to the ugly twist of khaki and smoking steel. There was no need to feel for a pulse. Wherever the bullet had struck, the crash-helmet had smashed like an eggshell. Bond turned away and thrust his gun back into the front of his tunic. He had been lucky. It would not do to press his luck. He got on the B.S.A. and accelerated back down the road.
He leant the B.S.A. up against one of the scarred trees just inside the forest and walked softly through to the edge of the clearing. He took up his stand in the shadow of the big beech. He moistened his lips and gave, as near as he could, the killer�s bird-whistle. He waited. Had he got the whistle wrong? But then the bush trembled and the high thin whine began. Bond hooked his right thumb through his belt within inches of his gun-butt. He hoped he would not have to do any more killing. The two underlings had not seemed to be armed. With any luck they would come quietly.
Now the curved doors were open. From where he was, Bond could not see down the shaft, but within seconds the first man was out and putting on his snow-shoes and the second followed. Snow-shoes! Bond�s heart missed a beat. He had forgotten them! They must be hidden back there in the bushes. Blasted fool! Would they notice?
The two men came slowly towards him, delicately placing their feet. When he was about twenty feet away, the leading man said something softly in what sounded like Russian. When Bond did not reply, the two men stopped in their tracks. They stared at him in astonishment, waiting perhaps for the answer to a password. Bond sensed trouble. He whipped out his gun and moved towards them, crouching. �Hands up.� He gestured with the muzzle of the Colt. The leading man shouted an order and threw himself forward. At the same time the second man made a dash back towards the hide-out. A rifle boomed from among the trees and the man�s right leg buckled under him. The men from the Station broke cover and came running. Bond fell to one knee and clubbed upwards with his gun-barrel at the hurtling body. It made contact, but then the man was on him. Bond saw fingernails flashing towards his eyes, ducked and ran into an upper-cut. Now a hand was at his right wrist and his gun was being slowly turned on him. Not wanting to kill, he had kept the safety catch up. He tried to get his thumb to it. A boot hit him in the side of the head and he let the gun go and fell back. Through a red mist he saw the muzzle of the gun pointing at his face. The thought flashed through his mind that he was going to die � die for showing mercy...
Suddenly the gun-muzzle had gone and the weight of the man was off him. Bond got to his knees and then to his feet. The body, spread-eagled in the grass beside him, gave a last kick. There were bloody rents in the back of the dungarees. Bond looked round. The four men from the Station were in a group. Bond undid the strap of his crash-helmet and rubbed the side of his head. He said: �Well, thanks. Who did it?�
Nobody answered. The men looked embarrassed.
Bond walked towards them, puzzled. �What�s up?�
Suddenly Bond caught a trace of movement behind the men. An extra leg showed � a woman�s leg. Bond laughed out loud. The men grinned sheepishly and looked behind them. Mary Ann Russell, in a brown shirt and black jeans, came out from behind them with her hands up. One of the hands held what looked like a .22 target pistol. She brought her hands down and tucked the pistol into the top of her jeans. She came up to Bond. She said anxiously: �You won�t blame anybody, will you? I just wouldn�t let them leave this morning without me.� Her eyes pleaded. �Rather lucky I did come, really. I mean, I just happened to get to you first. No one wanted to shoot for fear of hitting you.�
Bond smiled into her eyes. He said: �If you hadn�t come, I�d have had to break that dinner date.� He turned back to the men, his voice business-like. �All right. One of you take the motor-bike and report the gist of this to Colonel Schreiber. Say we�re waiting for his team before we take a look at the hide-out. And would he include a couple of anti-sabotage men. That shaft may be booby-trapped. All right?�
Bond took the girl by the arm. He said: �Come over here. I want to show you a bird�s nest.�
�Is that an order?�
�Yes.�

The Most Dangerous Game
RICHARD CONNELL

THE STORY
Original publication:Collier�s, January 19, 1924, winning the O. Henry Memorial Prize; first collected in Variety by Richard Connell (New York, Minton, 1925)

A successful and prolific short story writer who also enjoyed success in Hollywood, Richard Edward Connell (1893�1949) is best known today for �The Most Dangerous Game,� one of the most anthologized stories ever written and the basis for numerous film versions, including the 1932 RKO film of the same title (called The Hounds of Zaroff in England).
At the age of eighteen, Connell became the city editor of The New York Times, then went to Harvard, where he was the editor of the Harvard Lampoon and the Harvard Crimson. Upon graduation, he returned to journalism but was soon offered a lucrative job writing advertising copy. After serving in World War I, he sold several short stories and became a full-time freelancer, becoming one of America�s most popular and prolific magazine writers; several of his stories served as the basis for motion pictures.
Connell also produced four novels: The Mad Lover (1927), a romantic work in the style of F. Scott Fitzgerald in which a wealthy young man falls in love with a woman who rejects him because he is a wastrel without drive or ambition; the book ends with a surprisingly humorous denouement. In Murder at Sea (1929), twelve passengers are on the Pendragon, bound for Bermuda, when one is brutally murdered and the question is who did it but, even more baffling, is why? Playboy (1936) is a light comedy about the idle rich, featuring the titular character, �Million-a-Year-Mike,� the heir to the Van Dyke fortune, amassed by his grandfather with his Two-Bit chain of stores. What Ho! (1937) is a British country house romantic comedy in the P. G. Wodehouse manner (though not a competitor on the hilarity scale) in which an Iowa taxidermist sells his business to rent the manor house of an earl with whom he shares a last name.

THE FILM
Title: The Most Dangerous Game, 1932
Studio: RKO Radio Pictures
Directors: Irving Pichel, Ernest�B. Schoedsack
Screenwriter: James Ashmore Creelman
Producers: David O. Selznick (executive); Merian C. Cooper (associate)

THE CAST
��Joel McCrea (Bob Rainsford)
��Fay Wray (Eve Trowbridge)
��Robert Armstrong (Martin Trowbridge)
��Leslie Banks (General Zaroff)

The essential storyline remains intact for the film version of Connell�s thrilling tale. Robert Rainsford, a famous big-game hunter, is on a yacht, making his way to hunt jaguars with a friend, when it crashes on a reef. He swims to an island where he comes upon a luxurious mansion, the home of General Zaroff, also a noted hunter. Apart from Zaroff�s menacing assistant, Ivan, only a young woman and her brother, also survivors of a shipwreck, are in the house. Zaroff has a conversation with Rainsford in which he explains that hunting has come to bore him but that there is one prey that he finds truly challenging and exhilarating and Rainsford realizes that he means humans. After Martin disappears, Eve and Rainsford recognize that they are scheduled to be the next quarry.
There is no woman or brother in the short story, but it is not a surprise that Hollywood wanted a pretty girl to serve as a love interest. The film is otherwise true to its inspiration.
The following year, the wildly successful King Kong (1933) was released and brought back virtually the entire team who had made The Most Dangerous Game: stars Fay Wray and Robert Armstrong, directors Cooper and Schoedsack, screenwriter Creelman (with Ruth Rose), executive producer Selznick, and producers Cooper and Schoedsack.
Connell�s story has inspired numerous dramatic versions, including feature films A Game of Death (RKO, 1945, with John Loder, Edgar Barrier, and Audrey Long); Run for the Sun (United Artists, 1956, with Richard Widmark, Jane Greer, and Trevor Howard); The Most Dangerous Game (Wild Eye, 2016; rereleased as Never Leave Alive, 2017), with John Hennigan, Michelle Taylor, and Eric Etebari; and The Hounds of Zaroff (Lucky 70, 2016; not released until 2018), with Rachel Schrey, Devin Schmidt, and Timo Schrey.
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THE MOST DANGEROUS GAME
Richard Connell

�Off there to the right � somewhere � is a large island,� said Whitney. �It�s rather a mystery��
�What island is it?� Rainsford asked.
�The old charts called it Ship-Trap Island,� Whitney replied. �A suggestive name, isn�t it? Sailors have a curious dread of the place. I don�t know why. Some superstition��
�Can�t see it,� remarked Rainsford, trying to peer through the dank tropical night that pressed its thick warm blackness in upon the yacht.
�You�ve good eyes,� said Whitney with a laugh, �and I�ve seen you pick off a moose moving in the brown fall bush at four hundred yards, but even you can�t see four miles or so through a moonless Caribbean night.�
�Nor four yards,� admitted Rainsford. �Ugh! It�s like moist black velvet.�
�It will be light enough in Rio,� promised Whitney. �We should make it in a few days. I hope the jaguar guns have come from Purdey�s. We should have some good hunting up the Amazon. Great sport, hunting.�
�The best sport in the world,� agreed Rainsford.
�For the hunter,� amended Whitney. �Not for the jaguar.�
�Don�t talk rot, Whitney. You�re a big-game hunter, not a philosopher. Who cares how a jaguar feels?�
�Perhaps the jaguar does.�
�Bah! They�ve no understanding.�
�Even so, I rather think they understand one thing � fear. The fear of pain and the fear of death.�
�Nonsense,� laughed Rainsford. �This hot weather is making you soft, Whitney. Be a realist. The world is made up of two classes � the hunters and the huntees. Luckily you and I are hunters. Do you think we have passed that island yet?�
�I can�t tell in the dark. I hope so.�
�Why?�
�The place has a reputation � a bad one.�
�Cannibals?�
�Hardly. Even cannibals wouldn�t live in such a God-forsaken place. But it�s gotten into sailor lore, somehow. Didn�t you notice that the crew�s nerves seemed a bit jumpy today?�
�They were a bit strange, now you mention it. Even Captain Nielsen.�
�Yes, even that tough-minded old Swede, who�d go up to the devil himself and ask him for a light. Those fishy blue eyes held a look I never saw there before. All I could get out of him was: �This place has an evil name among seafaring men, sir.� Then he said, gravely: �Don�t you feel anything?� Now you mustn�t laugh but I did feel a sort of chill, and there wasn�t a breeze. What I felt was a � a mental chill, a sort of dread.�
�Pure imagination,� said Rainsford. �One superstitious sailor can taint a whole ship�s company with his fear.�
�Maybe. Sometimes I think sailors have an extra sense which tells them when they are in danger... anyhow I�m glad we are getting out of this zone. Well, I�ll turn in now, Rainsford.�
�I�m not sleepy. I�m going to smoke another pipe on the after deck.�
There was no sound in the night as Rainsford sat there but the muffled throb of the yacht�s engine and the swish and ripple of the propeller.
Rainsford, reclining in a steamer chair, puffed at his favourite briar. The sensuous drowsiness of the night was on him. �It�s so dark,� he thought, �that I could sleep without closing my eyes; the night would be my eyelids��
An abrupt sound startled him. Off to the right he heard it, and his ears, expert in such matters, could not be mistaken. Again he heard the sound, and again. Somewhere, off in the blackness, someone had fired a gun three times.
Rainsford sprang up and moved quickly to the rail, mystified. He strained his eyes in the direction from which the reports had come, but it was like trying to see through a blanket. He leaped upon the rail and balanced himself there, to get greater elevation; his pipe, striking a rope, was knocked from his mouth. He lunged for it; a short, hoarse cry came from his lips as he realized he had reached too far and had lost his balance. The cry was pinched off short as the blood-warm waters of the Caribbean Sea closed over his head.
He struggled to the surface and cried out, but the wash from the speeding yacht slapped him in the face and the salt water in his open mouth made him gag and strangle. Desperately he struck out after the receding lights of the yacht, but he stopped before he had swum fifty feet. A certain cool-headedness had come to him, for this was not the first time he had been in a tight place. There was a chance that his cries could be heard by someone aboard the yacht, but that chance was slender and grew more slender as the yacht raced on. He wrestled himself out of his clothes and shouted with all his power. The lights of the boat became faint and vanishing fireflies; then they were blotted out by the night.
Rainsford remembered the shots. They had come from the right, and doggedly he swam in that direction, swimming slowly, conserving his strength. For a seemingly endless time he fought the sea. He began to count his strokes; he could do possibly a hundred more and then�
He heard a sound. It came out of the darkness, a high, screaming sound, the cry of an animal in an extremity of anguish and terror. He did not know what animal made the sound. With fresh vitality he swam towards it. He heard it again; then it was cut short by another noise, crisp, staccato.
�Pistol shot,� muttered Rainsford, swimming on.
Ten minutes of determined effort brought to his ears the most welcome sound he had ever heard, the breaking of the sea on a rocky shore. He was almost on the rocks before he saw them; on a night less calm he would have been shattered against them. With his remaining strength he dragged himself from the swirling waters. Jagged crags appeared to jut into the opaqueness; he forced himself up hand over hand. Gasping, his hands raw, he reached a flat place at the top. Dense jungle came down to the edge of the cliffs, and careless of everything but his weariness Rainsford flung himself down and tumbled into the deepest sleep of his life.
When he opened his eyes he knew from the position of the sun that it was late in the afternoon. Sleep had given him vigour; a sharp hunger was picking at him.
�Where there are pistol shots there are men. Where there are men there is food,� he thought; but he saw no sign of a trail through the closely knit web of weeds and trees; it was easier to go along the shore. Not far from where he had landed, he stopped.
Some wounded thing, by the evidence a large animal, had crashed about in the underwood. A small glittering object caught Rainsford�s eye and he picked it up. It was an empty cartridge.
�A twenty-two,� he remarked. �That�s odd. It must have been a fairly large animal, too. The hunter had his nerve with him to tackle it with a light gun. It is clear the brute put up a fight. I suppose the first three shots I heard were when the hunter flushed his quarry and wounded it. The last shot was when he trailed it here and finished it.�
He examined the ground closely and found what he had hoped to find � the print of hunting boots. They pointed along the cliff in the direction he had been going. Eagerly he hurried along, for night was beginning to settle down on the island.
Darkness was blacking out sea and jungle before Rainsford sighted the lights. He came upon them as he turned a crook in the coast line, and his first thought was that he had come upon a village, as there were so many lights. But as he forged along he saw that all the lights were in one building � a ch�teau on a high bluff.
�Mirage,� thought Rainsford. But the stone steps were real enough. He lifted the knocker and it creaked up stiffly as if it had never before been used.
The door, opening, let out a river of glaring light. A tall man, solidly built and black-bearded to the waist, stood facing Rainsford with a revolver in his hand.
�Don�t be alarmed,� said Rainsford, with a smile that he hoped was disarming. �I�m no robber. I fell off a yacht. My name is Sanger Rainsford of New York City.�
The man gave no sign that he understood the words or had even heard them. The menacing revolver pointed as rigidly as if the giant were a statue.
Another man was coming down the broad, marble steps, an erect slender man in evening clothes. He advanced and held out his hand.
In a cultivated voice marked by a slight accent which gave it added precision and deliberateness, he said: �It is a great pleasure and honour to welcome Mr. Sanger Rainsford, the celebrated hunter, to my home.�
Automatically Rainsford shook the man�s hand.
�I�ve read your book about hunting snow leopards in Tibet,� explained the man. �I am General Zaroff.�
Rainsford�s first impression was that the man was singularly handsome; his second, that there was a bizarre quality about the face. The general was a tall man past middle age, for his hair was white; but his eyebrows and moustache were black. His eyes, too, were black and very bright. He had the face of a man used to giving orders. Turning to the man in uniform, he made a sign. The fellow put away his pistol, saluted, withdrew.
�Ivan is an incredibly strong fellow,� remarked the general, �but he has the misfortune to be deaf and dumb. A simple fellow, but a bit of a savage.�
�Is he Russian?�
�A Cossack,� said the general, and his smile showed red lips and pointed teeth. �So am I.�
�Come,� he said, �we shouldn�t be chatting here. You want clothes, food, rest. You shall have them. This is a most restful spot.�
Ivan had reappeared and the general spoke to him with lips that moved but gave forth no sound.
�Follow Ivan if you please, Mr. Rainsford. I was about to have my dinner, but will wait. I think my clothes will fit you.�
It was to a huge beam-ceilinged bedroom with a canopied bed large enough for six men that Rainsford followed the man. Ivan laid out an evening suit and Rainsford, as he put it on, noticed that it came from a London tailor.
�Perhaps you were surprised,� said the general as they sat down to dinner in a room which suggested a baronial hall of feudal times, �that I recognized your name; but I read all books on hunting published in English, French, and Russian. I have but one passion in life, and that is the hunt.�
�You have some wonderful heads here,� said Rainsford, glancing at the walls. �That Cape buffalo is the largest I ever saw.�
�Oh, that fellow? He charged me, hurled me against a tree and fractured my skull. But I got the brute.�
�I�ve always thought,� said Rainsford, �that the Cape buffalo is the most dangerous of all big game.�
For a moment the general did not reply, then he said slowly: �No, the Cape buffalo is not the most dangerous.� He sipped his wine. �Here in my preserve on this island I hunt more dangerous game.�
�Is there big game on this island?�
The general nodded. �The biggest.�
�Really?�
�Oh, it isn�t here naturally. I have to stock the island.�
�What have you imported, General? Tigers?�
The general grinned. �No, hunting tigers ceased to interest me when I exhausted their possibilities. No thrill left in tigers, no real danger. I live for danger, Mr. Rainsford.�
The general took from his pocket a gold cigarette case and offered his guest a long black cigarette with a silver tip; it was perfumed and gave off a smell like incense.
�We will have some capital hunting, you and I,� said the general.
�But what game�� began Rainsford.
�I�ll tell you. You will be amused, I know. I think I may say, in all modesty, that I have done a rare thing. I have invented a new sensation. May I pour you another glass of port?�
�Thank you, General.�
The general filled both glasses and said: �God makes some men poets. Some he makes kings, some beggars. Me he made a hunter. But after years of enjoyment I found that the hunt no longer fascinated me. You can perhaps guess why?�
�No � why?�
�Simply this: hunting had ceased to be what you call a �sporting proposition.� I always got my quarry... always... and there is no greater bore than perfection.�
The general lit a fresh cigarette.
�The animal has nothing but his legs and his instinct. Instinct is no match for reason. When I realized this, it was a tragic moment for me.�
Rainsford leaned cross the table, absorbed in what his host was saying.
�It came to me as an inspiration what I must do.�
�And that was?�
�I had to invent a new animal to hunt.�
�A new animal? You are joking.�
�I never joke about hunting. I needed a new animal. I found one. So I bought this island, built this house, and here I do my hunting. The island is perfect for my purpose � there are jungles with a maze of trails in them, hills, swamps��
�But the animal, General Zaroff?�
�Oh,� said the general, �it supplies me with the most exciting hunting in the world. Every day I hunt, and I never grow bored now, for I have a quarry with which I can match my wits.�
Rainsford�s bewilderment showed in his face.
�I wanted the ideal animal to hunt, so I said, �What are the attributes of an ideal quarry?� and the answer was, of course: �It must have courage, cunning, and, above all, it must be able to reason.� �
�But no animal can reason,� objected Rainsford.
�My dear fellow,� said the general, �there is one that can.�
�But you can�t mean��
�And why not?�
�I can�t believe you are serious, General Zaroff. This is a grisly joke.�
�Why should I not be serious? I am speaking of hunting.�
�Hunting? Good God, General Zaroff, what you speak of is murder.�
The general regarded Rainsford quizzically. �Surely your experiences in the war��
�Did not make me condone cold-blooded murder,� finished Rainsford stiffly.
Laughter shook the general. �I�ll wager you�ll forget your notions when you go hunting with me. You�ve a genuine new thrill in store for you, Mr. Rainsford.�
�Thank you, I am a hunter, not a murderer.�
�Dear me,� said the general, quite unruffled, �again that unpleasant word; but I hunt the scum of the earth � sailors from tramp ships � lascars, blacks, Chinese, whites, mongrels.�
�Where do you get them?�
The general�s left eyelid fluttered down in a wink. �This island is called Ship-Trap. Come to the window with me.�
Rainsford went to the window and looked out towards the sea.
�Watch! Out there!� exclaimed the general, as he pressed a button. Far out Rainsford saw a flash of lights. �They indicate a channel where there�s none. Rocks with razor edges crouch there like a sea-monster. They can crush a ship like a nut. Oh, yes, that is electricity. We try to be civilized.�
�Civilized? And you shoot down men?�
�But I treat my visitors with every consideration,� said the general in his most pleasant manner. �They get plenty of good food and exercise. They get into splendid physical condition. You shall see for yourself tomorrow.�
�What do you mean?�
�We�ll visit my training school,� smiled the general. �It is in the cellar. I have about a dozen there now. They�re from the Spanish bark Sanlucar, which had the bad luck to go on the rocks out there. An inferior lot, I regret to say, and more accustomed to the deck than the jungle.�
He raised his hand and Ivan brought thick Turkish coffee. �It is a game, you see,� pursued the general blandly. �I suggest to one of them that we go hunting. I give him three hours� start. I am to follow, armed only with a pistol of smallest calibre and range. If my quarry eludes me for three whole days, he wins the game. If I find him� � the general smiled � �he loses.�
�Suppose he refuses to be hunted?�
�I give him the option. If he does not wish to hunt I turn him over to Ivan. Ivan once served as official knouter to the Great White Tsar, and he has his own ideas of sport. Invariably they choose the hunt.�
�And if they win?�
The smile on the general�s face widened. �To date I have not lost.�
Then he added, hastily: �I don�t wish you to think me a braggart, Mr. Rainsford, and one did almost win. I eventually had to use the dogs.�
�The dogs?�
�This way, please. I�ll show you.�
The general led the way to another window. The lights sent a flickering illumination that made grotesque patterns on the courtyard below, and Rainsford could see a dozen or so huge black shapes moving about. As they turned towards him he caught the green glitter of eyes.
�They are let out at seven every night. If anyone should try to get into my house � or out of it � something regrettable would happen to him. And now I want to show you my new collection of heads. Will you come to the library?�
�I hope,� said Rainsford, �that you will excuse me tonight. I�m really not feeling at all well.�
�Ah, indeed? You need a good restful night�s sleep. Tomorrow you�ll feel like a new man. Then we�ll hunt, eh? I�ve one rather promising prospect��
Rainsford was hurrying from the room.
�Sorry you can�t go with me tonight,� called the general. �I expect rather fair sport. A big, strong black. He looks resourceful��
The bed was good and Rainsford was tired, but nevertheless he could not sleep, and had only achieved a doze when, as morning broke, he heard, far off in the jungle, the faint report of a pistol.
General Zaroff did not appear till luncheon. He was solicitous about Rainsford�s health. �As for me,� he said, �I do not feel so well. The hunting was not good last night. He made a straight trail that offered no problems at all.�
�General,� said Rainsford firmly, �I want to leave the island at once.�
He saw the dead black eyes of the general on him, studying him. The eyes suddenly brightened. �Tonight,� said he, �we will hunt � you and I.�
Rainsford shook his head. �No, General,� he said, �I will not hunt.�
The general shrugged his shoulders. �As you wish. The choice rests with you, but I would suggest that my idea of sport is more diverting than Ivan�s.�
�You don�t mean�� cried Rainsford.
�My dear fellow,� said the general, �have I not told you I always mean what I say about hunting? This is really an inspiration. I drink to a foeman worthy of my steel at last.�
The general raised his glass, but Rainsford sat staring at him. �You�ll find this game worth playing,� the general said, enthusiastically. �Your brain against mine. Your woodcraft against mine. Your strength and stamina against mine. Outdoor chess! And the stake is not without value, eh?�
�And if I win�� began Rainsford huskily.
�If I do not find you by midnight of the third day, I�ll cheerfully acknowledge myself defeated,� said General Zaroff. �My sloop will place you on the mainland near a town.�
The general read what Rainsford was thinking.
�Oh, you can trust me,� said the Cossack. �I will give you my word as a gentleman and a sportsman. Of course, you, in turn, must agree to say nothing of your visit here.�
�I�ll agree to nothing of the kind.�
�Oh, in that case � but why discuss that now? Three days hence we can discuss it over a bottle of Veuve Cliquot, unless��
The general sipped his wine.
Then a business-like air animated him. �Ivan,� he said, �will supply you with hunting clothes, food, a knife. I suggest you wear moccasins; they leave a poorer trail. I suggest, too, that you avoid the big swamp in the southeast corner of the island. We call it Death Swamp. There�s quicksand there. One foolish fellow tried it. The deplorable part of it was that Lazarus followed him. You can�t imagine my feelings, Mr. Rainsford. I loved Lazarus; he was the finest hound in my pack. Well, I must beg you to excuse me now. I always take a siesta after lunch. You�ll hardly have time for a nap, I fear. You�ll want to start, no doubt. I shall not follow until dusk. Hunting at night is so much more exciting than by day, don�t you think? Au revoir, Mr. Rainsford, au revoir.�
As General Zaroff, with a courtly bow, strolled from the room, Ivan entered by another door. Under one arm he carried hunting clothes, a haversack of food, a leathern sheath containing a long-bladed hunting knife; his right hand rested on a cocked revolver thrust in the crimson sash about his waist...

Rainsford had fought his way through the bush for two hours, but at length he paused, saying to himself through tight teeth, �I must keep my nerve.�
He had not been entirely clear-headed when the ch�teau gates closed behind him. His first idea was to put distance between himself and General Zaroff and, to this end, he had plunged along, spurred by the sharp rowels of something approaching panic. Now, having got a grip on himself, he had stopped to take stock of himself and the situation.
Straight flight was futile for it must inevitably bring him to the sea. Being in a picture with a frame of water, his operations, clearly, must take place within that frame.
�I�ll give him a trail to follow,� thought Rainsford, striking off from the path into trackless wilderness. Recalling the lore of the fox-hunt and the dodges of the fox, he executed a series of intricate loops, doubling again and again on his trail. Night found him leg-weary, with hands and face lashed by the branches. He was on a thickly wooded ridge. As his need for rest was imperative, he thought: �I have played the fox, now I must play the cat of the fable.�
A big tree with a thick trunk and outspread branches was near by, and, taking care to leave no marks, he climbed into the crotch and stretched out on one of the broad limbs. Rest brought him new confidence and almost a feeling of security.
An apprehensive night crawled slowly by like a wounded snake. Towards morning, when a dingy grey was varnishing the sky, the cry of a startled bird focussed Rainsford�s attention in its direction. Something was coming through the bush, coming slowly, carefully, coming by the same winding way that Rainsford had come. He flattened himself against the bough and, through a screen of leaves almost as thick as tapestry, watched.
It was General Zaroff. He made his way along, with his eyes fixed in concentration on the ground. He paused, almost beneath the tree, dropped to his knees and studied the ground. Rainsford�s impulse was to leap on him like a panther, but he saw that the general�s right hand held a small automatic.
The hunter shook his head several times as if he were puzzled. Then, straightening himself, he took from his case one of his black cigarettes; its pungent incense-like smoke rose to Rainsford�s nostrils.
Rainsford held his breath. The general�s eyes had left the ground and were travelling inch by inch up the tree. Rainsford froze, every muscle tensed for a spring. But the sharp eyes of the hunter stopped before they reached the limb where Rainsford lay. A smile spread over his brown face. Very deliberately he blew a smoke ring into the air; then he turned his back on the tree and walked carelessly away along the trail he had come. The swish of the underbrush against his hunting boots grew fainter and fainter.
The pent-up air burst hotly from Rainsford�s lungs. His first thought made him feel sick and numb. The general could follow a trail through the woods at night; he could follow an extremely difficult trail; he must have uncanny powers; only by the merest chance had he failed to see his quarry.
Rainsford�s second thought was more terrible. It sent a shudder through him. Why had the general smiled? Why had he turned back?
Rainsford did not want to believe what his reason told him was true � the general was playing with him, saving him for another day�s sport. The Cossack was the cat; he was the mouse. Then it was that Rainsford knew the meaning of terror.
�I will not lose my nerve,� he told himself, �I will not.�
Sliding down from the tree, he set off into the woods. Three hundred yards from his hiding-place he stopped where a huge dead tree leaned precariously on a smaller, living one. Throwing off his sack of food, he took his knife from its sheath and set to work.
When the job was finished, he threw himself down behind a fallen log a hundred feet away. He did not have to wait long. The cat was coming back to play with the mouse.
Following the trail with the sureness of a bloodhound came General Zaroff. Nothing escaped those searching black eyes, no crushed blade of grass, no bent twig, no mark, no matter how faint, in the moss. So intent was the Cossack on his stalking that he was upon the thing Rainsford had made before he saw it. His foot touched the protruding bough that was the trigger. Even as he touched it, the general sensed his danger, and leaped back with the agility of an ape. But he was not quite quick enough; the dead tree, delicately adjusted to rest on the cut living one, crashed down and struck the general a glancing blow on the shoulder as it fell; but for his alertness he must have been crushed beneath it. He staggered but he did not fall; nor did he drop his revolver. He stood there, rubbing his injured shoulder, and Rainsford, with fear again gripping his heart, heard the general�s mocking laugh ring through the jungle.
�Rainsford,� called the general, �if you are within sound of my voice let me congratulate you. Not many men know how to make a Malay man catcher. Luckily for me I, too, have hunted in Malacca. You are proving interesting, Mr. Rainsford. I am now going to have my wound dressed; it is only a slight one. But I shall be back. I shall be back.�
When the general, nursing his wounded shoulder, had gone, Rainsford again took up his flight. It was flight now, and it carried him on for some hours. Dusk came, then darkness, and still he pressed on. The ground grew softer under his moccasins; the vegetation grew ranker, denser; insects bit him savagely. He stepped forward and his foot sank into ooze. He tried to wrench it back, but the mud sucked viciously at his foot as if it had been a giant leech. With a violent effort he tore his foot loose. He knew where he was now. Death Swamp and its quicksand.
The softness of the earth had given him an idea. Stepping back from the quicksand a dozen feet, he began, like some huge prehistoric beaver, to dig.
Rainsford had dug himself in, in France, when a second�s delay would have meant death. Compared to his digging now, that had been a placid pastime. The pit grew deeper; when it was above his shoulders he climbed out and from some hard saplings cut stakes, sharpening them to a fine point. These stakes he planted at the bottom of the pit with the points up. With flying fingers he wove a rough carpet of weeds and branches and with it covered the mouth of the pit. Then, wet with sweat and aching with tiredness, he crouched behind the stump of a lightning-blasted tree.
By the padding sound of feet on the soft earth he knew his pursuer was coming. The night breeze brought him the perfume of the general�s cigarette. It seemed to the hunted man that the general was coming with unusual swiftness; that he was not feeling his way along, foot by foot. Rainsford, from where he was crouching, could not see the general, neither could he see the pit. He lived a year in a minute. Then he heard the sharp crackle of breaking branches as the cover of the pit gave way; heard the sharp scream of pain as the pointed stakes found their mark. Then he cowered back. Three feet from the pit a man was standing with an electric torch in his hand.
�You�ve done well, Rainsford,� cried the general. �Your Burmese tiger pit has claimed one of my best dogs. Again you score. I must now see what you can do against my whole pack. I�m going home for a rest now. Thank you for a most amusing evening.�
At daybreak Rainsford, lying near the swamp, was awakened by a distant sound, faint and wavering, but he knew it for the baying of a pack of hounds.
Rainsford knew he could do one of two things. He could stay where he was. That was suicide. He could flee. That was postponing the inevitable. For a moment, he stood there thinking. An idea that held a wild chance came to him, and, tightening his belt, he headed away from the swamp.
The baying of the hounds drew nearer, nearer. Rainsford climbed a tree. Down a watercourse, not a quarter of a mile away, he could see the bush moving. Straining his eyes, he saw the lean figure of General Zaroff. Just ahead of him Rainsford made out another figure, with wide shoulders, which surged through the jungle reeds. It was the gigantic Ivan and he seemed to be pulled along. Rainsford realized that he must be holding the pack in leash.
They would be on him at any moment now. His mind worked frantically, and he thought of a native trick he had learned in Uganda. Sliding down the tree, he caught hold of a springy young sapling and to it fastened his hunting knife, with the blade pointing down the trail. With a bit of wild grape-vine he tied back the sapling... and ran for his life. As the hounds hit the fresh scent, they raised their voices and Rainsford knew how an animal at bay feels.
He had to stop to get his breath. The baying of the hounds stopped abruptly, and Rainsford�s heart stopped, too. They must have reached the knife.
Shinning excitedly up a tree, he looked back. His pursuers had stopped. But the hope in Rainsford�s brain died, for he saw that General Zaroff was still on his feet. Ivan, however, was not. The knife, driven by the recoil of the springing tree, had not wholly failed.
Hardly had Rainsford got back to the ground when, once more, the pack took up the cry.
�Nerve, nerve, nerve!� he panted to himself as he dashed along. A blue gap showed through the trees dead ahead. The hounds drew nearer. Rainsford forced himself on towards that gap. He reached the sea, and across a cove could see the grey stone of the ch�teau. Twenty feet below him the sea rumbled and hissed. Rainsford hesitated. He heard the hounds. Then he leaped far out into the water.
When the general and his pack reached the opening, the Cossack stopped. For some moments he stood regarding the blue-green expanse of water. Then he sat down, took a drink of brandy from a silver flask, lit a perfumed cigarette, and hummed a bit from Madame Butterfly.

General Zaroff ate an exceedingly good dinner in his great panelled hall that evening. With it he had a bottle of Pol Roger and half a bottle of Chambertin. Two slight annoyances kept him from perfect enjoyment. One was that it would be difficult to replace Ivan; the other, that his quarry had escaped him. Of course � so thought the general, as he tasted his after-dinner liqueur � the American had not played the game.
To soothe himself, he read in his library from the works of Marcus Aurelius. At ten he went to his bedroom. He was comfortably tired, he said to himself, as he turned the key of his door. There was a little moonlight, so before turning on the light he went to the window and looked down on the courtyard. He could see the great hounds, and he called: �Better luck another time.� Then he switched on the light.
A man who had been hiding in the curtains of the bed, was standing before him.
�Rainsford!� screamed the general. �How in God�s name did you get here?�
�Swam. I found it quicker than walking through the jungle.�
The other sucked in his breath and smiled. �I congratulate you. You have won the game.�
Rainsford did not smile. �I am still a beast at bay,� he said, in a low, hoarse voice. �Get ready, General Zaroff.�
The general made one of his deepest bows. �I see,� he said. �Splendid. One of us is to furnish a repast for the hounds. The other will sleep in this very excellent bed. On guard, Rainsford...�

He had never slept in a better bed, Rainsford decided.

Thirteen Lead Soldiers
H. C. McNEILE

THE STORY
Original publication:The Strand Magazine, December 1937; first collected in The Best Short Stories by �Sapper� (London, Dent, 1984)

Herman Cyril McNeile (1888�1937) served in the British Army Corps of Engineers for twelve years, retiring as a lieutenant colonel shortly after the end of World War I. During his years of service, he wrote numerous military adventure stories, but it was with the creation of Bulldog Drummond in 1920 that he became one of the most popular writers in England, using the pseudonym �Sapper� for his British publications, a word derived from the military slang term for an engineer. Most of McNeile�s fiction is fast-paced, with cliff-hangers, romance, and action in long supply, while stylistic nuance and characterization are not.
Partially based on his friend Gerard Fairlie (who continued the Drummond adventures when McNeile died of a war-related illness), Captain Hugh Drummond was bored after the war and ran a newspaper advertisement that read: �Demobilized officer, finding peace incredibly tedious, would welcome diversion. Legitimate, if possible; but crime, if of a comparatively humorous description, no objection. Excitement essential. Would be prepared to consider permanent job if suitably impressed by applicant for his services. Reply at once Box X10.�
The fiercely patriotic Drummond finds England�s enemies everywhere, especially among Germans and Russians, and will risk his life (as well as that of his wife, Phyllis, and his valet, Algy) if needed to protect England. His greatest adversary is Carl Peterson, a supervillain who cares nothing about countries or nationalities as long as his allies aid his selfish goals.
McNeile wrote ten novels about Bulldog Drummond, Fairlie wrote seven, and there were more than twenty films based on his exploits. The heroic Englishman also starred in a somewhat inauthentic 1940s radio series that opened with, �Out of the fog, out of the night, and into his American adventures steps Bulldog Drummond...�
According to an article by Christopher Fowler in the April 1, 2012, issue of London�s The Independent on Sunday, McNeile was the highest-paid short story writer in the world during the 1920s, an honor that also has been attributed by others to Edgar Wallace and F. Scott Fitzgerald.
�Thirteen Lead Soldiers� is a story that uncharacteristically presents Drummond mostly as a detective, not as a spy.

THE FILM
Title: Thirteen Lead Soldiers, 1948
Studio: Twentieth Century-Fox
Director: Frank McDonald
Screenwriters: Irving Elman, Dwight V. Babcock
Producers: Bernard Small, Ben Pivar

THE CAST
��Tom Conway (Captain Hugh �Bulldog� Drummond)
��John Newland (Algernon �Algy� Longworth)
��Maria Palmer (Estelle Prager, aka Estelle Gorday)
��Helen Westcott (Cynthia Stedman)
��William Stelling (Phillip Coleman)

McNeile�s short story is a relatively straightforward mystery that has been dramatically altered and fleshed out to fill the brief running time of the film�s sixty-four minutes, adding some characters and a good story to go along with the discovery of a rare manuscript. The major contribution of the story to the screenplay was its title.
As popular as Bulldog Drummond was in book and magazine stories, he was an even greater presence on the screen, with more than twenty films produced that featured the patriotic British adventurer.
The first, simply titled Bulldog Drummond (1922), was a silent, as was the second, amusingly called Bulldog Drummond�s Third Round (1925). The first sound version was also titled Bulldog Drummond (1929) and starred Ronald Colman, beginning the parade of big-name actors who went on to play Drummond for nearly a half century; he reprised the role in Bulldog Drummond Strikes Back (1934).
Among the A-list stars who played the role of the �isn�t this fun?� hero were Ralph Richardson, in The Return of Bulldog Drummond (1934); Ray Milland, in Bulldog Drummond Escapes (1937); John Barrymore, in Bulldog Drummond Comes Back (1937), Bulldog Drummond�s Revenge (1937), and Bulldog Drummond�s Peril (1938); Tom Conway, in The Challenge (1948) and Thirteen Lead Soldiers (1948); and Walter Pidgeon, in Calling Bulldog Drummond (1951).
The last Bulldog Drummond film was Some Girls Do, which was clearly influenced by the success of the James Bond movies; it was released in 1969.
Alfred Hitchcock had planned to direct a Bulldog Drummond film in 1933 and already had a screenplay by Charles Bennett titled Bulldog Drummond�s Baby. The rights to the character, however, were controlled by British International Pictures, which declined to allow the use of the character. Hitchcock and Bennett rewrote the screenplay, turning it into The Man Who Knew Too Much (1934), without Drummond.
Ian Fleming admitted that his James Bond character was � �Sapper (H. C. McNeile)� from the waist up and Mickey Spillane below.� (Presumably, he meant their characters, Bulldog Drummond and Mike Hammer, rather than the authors themselves.)

THIRTEEN LEAD SOLDIERS
H. C. McNeile

�You mustn�t touch them, Uncle Hugh, because they�re still wet. Mr. Stedman is going to paint some more when he comes back.�
Hugh Drummond � uncle by courtesy � looked down at the small boy on the floor. Around him was strewn the litter inseparable from small boys, be it trains, airplanes, or hairy bugs. In this case, the central motif consisted of toy soldiers, with paints and brushes and pools of multi-colored water. In addition, there were boxes of infantry, and cavalry, and guns all of a dull-grey color, whilst on a tray, resplendent in scarlet, stood some freshly painted heroes.
�Mr. Stedman says it�s far more fun to paint them oneself,� explained the proud owner. �He says it doesn�t matter if there is no full dress no more.�
�I quite agree with Mr. Stedman, Billy,� said Drummond. �Red looks much better than khaki, doesn�t it. That�s a good-looking Highlander next door to the General on the horse.�
�Yes. I�ve got some more of those. They�re Cameron Highlanders.�
�Not Camerons, old man. They might be Gordons.�
�Mr. Stedman said Camerons,� persisted the boy. �Didn�t you?� He looked up as a tall, dark man entered the room.
�Didn�t I say what, Billy?�
�Say these were Cameron Highlanders. Uncle Hugh says they�re Gordons.�
�Only after they�re painted, son,� said Drummond. �Before they�re painted, they might be any Highland regiment.�
�But Mr. Stedman painted him and he said he was a Cameron. Why can�t he be a Cameron?�
�Because he�s got the wrong-colored kilt on, old man. I might stretch a point and say he was a Seaforth, but I can�t allow Cameron, I�m afraid. You see, that kilt gives the general impression of being dark-green, or even black, whereas the Cameron kilt strikes one as red.�
�The complete Scotchman, I see,� said Stedman with a smile, and Drummond glanced at him. There was no friendliness behind the smile.
�Even to the extent of always saying, �Guid nicht the noo,� � he answered placidly.
�The color of a kilt seems a somewhat trifling matter to worry the child�s head with.�
Drummond raised his eyebrows and laughed.
�I don�t suppose that it would materially affect Billy�s future career if he was told that the Archbishop of Canterbury always preached in purple pajamas,� he remarked. �At the same time, if you are painting soldiers and thereby giving the child a little lesson in things military, it does no harm to get such trifles as facings and kilts correct.�
He lit a cigarette and strolled over to the window.
�The rain has stopped: I think I shall take exercise. I suppose the great ones are still conferring?�
�They are,� said Stedman shortly � and with an amused glance at him, Drummond lounged out of the room. One of those tedious individuals, he reflected, who hate to be found wrong in anything. And yet able, presumably, or he wouldn�t have his present job.

�Algy, you noxious blight,� he remarked to Longworth, whom he found in the hall, �you may accompany me to the village. The evening paper should be in by now, and I want to see if I�ve backed my fifteenth consecutive loser. Tell me,� he continued as they walked down the drive, �what do you think of the man Stedman?�
�I don�t,� said Algy, �if I can help it. Why?�
�I just wondered. We�ve been chatting on kilts and things and I don�t think he was amused. Incidentally, painting toy soldiers is a new one on me.�
�Same here. But the kid seems to like it. And I suppose it was decent of the fellow to go all the way to Manchester to get unpainted ones. What�s this about kilts?�
�Nothing of importance,� answered Drummond, halting for a moment and looking back at the house. �What a magnificent old pile it is.�
Outlined against the westering sun, the towers and battlements of Oxshott Castle stood out dark and somber. Trees as old as the house flanked it on each side: in front lay a lake, placid as a sheet of glass. And as they looked, four men came through the front door and strolled across the drive.
It was easy to recognize them even at this distance. Slim and upright, their seventy-year, silver-haired host, Lord Surrey, came first with the Frenchman, the Comte de Dinard. Behind them, the smoke from their cigars almost motionless in the still air, were the Belgian, Monsieur Meteren, with Sir Charles Dorking. And as they disappeared round a corner of the house, Drummond gave a short laugh.
�It�s quaint, Algy, you know, when you think of it,� he said. �At this moment the fate of Europe is quite possibly being settled: Stedman is painting toy soldiers for Billy, and you and I are going to see who won the two-thirty.�
Algy looked at him anxiously. �You�ll be quoting Ella Wheeler Wilcox in a moment, my lad,� he remarked. �What you want is beer in a large can. And what has stung you now?�
Drummond, his eyes narrowed, was staring down the drive toward the lodge.
�I�d know that walk anywhere,� he said. �If that isn�t our old friend Andrews of Scotland Yard, I will consume my headgear. Now what the deuce is he doing here?�
They strolled on, and a few moments later the three men met.
�Good evening, gentlemen,� cried the jovial-faced Inspector cheerily. �I was hoping I might meet you.�
Drummond glanced at him in surprise.
�Very kind of you, old lad,� he remarked, �and the same to you and all that. But may I inquire how you knew we were here?�
�Because I suggested that you should be asked,� answered Andrews calmly. �When discussing the house party with his Lordship, it transpired that he knew both you and Mr. Longworth very well. So, as I say, I suggested that he should send you invitations for the weekend.�
�Again very kind of you,� said Drummond, looking even more surprised. �But why?�
�Because I may want your assistance,� replied the Inspector. �What about a pint at the Barley-Mow, and I�ll tell you the lay of the ground.�
�A brave thought, bravely spoken,� said Drummond. �By the way, d�you know what won the two-thirty?�
�Moonlight. Sharpshooter second.�
�Hell!� said Drummond. �Another fiver down the drain. I shall soon be known as the bookmaker�s friend.�
They entered the bar, and found it empty.
�What about that table over in the corner?� suggested Drummond. �I am frankly very curious, Andrews, to hear why you should have discussed the party with Lord Surrey.�
�I suppose you�re aware, Captain Drummond,� said the Inspector as they sat down, �that some very important discussions are on foot at the present moment between England, France, and Belgium.�
�I am,� replied Drummond.
�That being the case, has it struck you as strange that a reporter isn�t lurking behind every bush on Oxshott Castle?�
�It had not struck me up to date,� admitted Drummond. �But now that you mention it, I get your meaning.�
�The reason why they�re not here,� continued Andrews, �is that this conference has been kept a profound secret. The Press, of course, know that Meteren and the Comte de Dinard are in England. They know further that they are not over here to enjoy the English climate, but for the express purpose of meeting Sir Charles. And since the one thing the statesmen wished to avoid at the present stage of affairs was publicity, this weekend was arranged at Lord Surrey�s suggestion. The whole plan was kept completely dark, and the very fact that there are no reporters here proves that we succeeded.�
He paused and took a pull at his tankard, while the others waited.
�Yes, Captain Drummond,� he repeated, �we succeeded � so far as the reporters are concerned � which, believe me, is no mean feat. But we have not succeeded entirely. Some unauthorized person knew of this conference four days ago.�
�At any rate, he seems to have kept the information to himself,� remarked Drummond. �Incidentally, how did you find out that somebody knew?�
�I�m coming to that,� continued Andrews. �Four days ago, when I went to my office in the morning, I was as certain as a man could be that everything was all right. The only people who knew about the weekend were Lord Surrey himself, the three statesmen and their confidential secretaries � Mr. Stedman and the other two � and, of course, myself. I had fixed all the staff work over cars and, as I say, I felt quite confident that all was well. You can judge then my consternation when I received a letter by the second post that blew my optimism sky high. It was undated, bore no address, and naturally was not signed. And it ran as follows. �Guard the Comte de Dinard at Oxshott. Guns are useless.� �
He took another pull at his beer.
�Short and pithy, you�ll agree,� he went on. �It gave me the devil of a jolt. To trace the writer was, of course, an utter impossibility, even if there had been time. And there we were confronted with the fact that what we thought was a jealously guarded secret was nothing of the sort. So I went off posthaste to see Lord Surrey. Should we alter the arrangements, postpone the conference, or what?
�Well, postponement was out of the question: Mr. Meteren has to be back in Brussels on Monday. To alter arrangements would have been difficult since the Comte had just flown back to Paris and was only returning that night. So we decided to carry on � and do as the anonymous writer had suggested, guard the Comte. And it was then that I took the liberty, when I found out that his Lordship knew you both, of asking him to invite you. Your methods, Captain Drummond, may at times be irregular, but there are few people I would sooner have beside me if there�s any trouble about than yourself.� He made a little bow.
�Very nice of you to say so,� said Drummond. �I should like to play.�
�The trouble is,� continued Andrews, �that I have no idea whatever as to what the game is likely to be.�
�It�s just possible,� put in Algy, �that the letter is a hoax.�
�Possibly, but not likely, Mr. Longworth. And even if it were, it doesn�t alter the fact that somebody, inadvertently or otherwise, has spilled the beans. Because it�s preposterous to think that any of the other seven people in the know could have sent me that note. No: I don�t think that letter is a hoax. It is, I believe, a definite warning, sent by someone who has found out about this weekend, who knows that an attempt may be made on the Frenchman�s life, and whose conscience has pricked him. You see, there�s no secret about the fact that there is a large section of people in France, and in other countries, too, who would rejoice if the Comte was out of the way.�
�Has he been told about it?� asked Drummond.
�He has. And pooh-poohs the whole thing. Takes the line that if people in his position paid any attention to threats of that sort they might as well chuck up the sponge straight away. Which is quite true. But the last thing I or Lord Surrey want is that the chucking up should occur here.�
�Naturally,� agreed Drummond. �You�ve got some men down, I suppose?�
�Four,� said Andrews. �They�re on the grounds now � they�ll be in the house tonight.�
� �Guns are useless.� I wonder what that means. Poison?�
The Inspector shrugged his shoulders. �Possibly. But unless he eats or drinks something different to everybody else, the whole house party is in for it.�
�Thanks,� said Drummond with a grin. �What about the servants?�
�Been with his Lordship for years. Besides, it�s inconceivable that one of them should have sent the note, or given the show away. It would mean that Lord Surrey himself had been indiscreet � otherwise they could never have known.�
�Still, somebody has given it away,� remarked Drummond. �And assuming what you�ve said to be correct, it must be one of you eight.�
�My own belief is that it�s the Comte himself,� said Andrews. �Quite unintentionally, of course. He�s one of those men who is reckless to the point of foolhardiness where his own safety is concerned. For all that, he�s got to submit to some safety measures tonight, whether he likes it or not.�
�Are they hush-hush?� asked Drummond.
�Not from you,� said the Inspector, �though I don�t want you to pass them on at present. But he�s not going to sleep in the room he occupies now. He will dress for dinner there, and then just before he goes to bed a strange defect will be discovered in a fuse. Or else Lord Surrey will tell him the truth point-blank. He will sleep in another room, with one of my men outside his door, and I shall spend the night in his present one. Which may lead to us finding out something.�
�You evidently take this as serious,� said Drummond.
�I do. But in any case it�s just as well to be on the safe side. And I think my arrangements, simple though they are, give the maximum of security with the minimum of inconvenience. If trouble comes from the outside, it finds me; if it comes from the inside, it has to pass one of my men.�
�And what do you want us to do?�
�Keep your eyes open during the evening for anything that strikes you as being suspicious. I shall be on hand in one of the sitting rooms, if you want to get hold of me. And if the phrase �Guns are useless� means anything in the nature of a rough house, you won�t want any prompting,� he added with a grin as he rose. �No, I won�t have another, thanks. I must go and inspect my myrmidons. Probably see you later.�
�So that�s why we were honored, Algy,� said Drummond as the door closed behind the Inspector. �I had hoped that my advice was going to be asked on high matters of state, but life is full of disappointments. However, if we�ve got to do the Sherlock Holmes stunt, more beer is indicated. And then we�d better toddle back. But one wonders,� he continued as another tankard was put before him, �why the letter-writer was so cryptic. Having gone to the trouble of saying what he did, why the dickens didn�t he say more? Didn�t he know himself, or what stung him?�
�It�s that that made me suspect a hoax,� said Algy.
�You frightful liar,� remarked Drummond dispassionately. �You never thought of the point till I mentioned it. Now mop up your ale, and wipe your chin, and then you must go back and change your dickey. And for heaven�s sake, don�t tell old Dinard that French story of yours or all Andrews�s precautions will be wasted. Though I admit,� he added brutally, �that death could only be regarded as a merciful release from listening to it.�

Any setting less suggestive of violence or murder than Oxshott Castle that night it would have been hard to imagine. They had dined in state in the large banqueting hall, a dinner which reflected credit on even Lord Surrey�s far-famed chef � and the conversation at times had been amazingly indiscreet. It had taken the three diplomats a certain amount of time to understand the reason for Drummond�s and Algy�s presence, since by tacit consent no mention was made of the threatening note. The Comte especially appeared to think that Algy was mental � a skeleton in the family cupboard and Drummond his keeper � but the fact did not prevent him making one or two remarks that Fleet Street would have paid thousands for. And Meteren was not far behind in frankness.
It was a dinner to remember.
No women were present, and no other guests had been asked in. And as the meal progressed, Drummond found himself so absorbed in the glimpses � the human, scandalous glimpses � that lie at times behind the wheels of state that he almost forgot the real reason for his presence. And then, the drawn curtains � drawn ostensibly to keep out the mosquitoes � with the motionless bulges behind them on each side of the open window would bring him back to reality. For the bulges were two of Andrews�s men, and two more were outside the door.
He was sitting between the Belgian minister and Mark Stedman, who seemed to have recovered from his temporary irritation of the afternoon.
�I had no idea, Captain Drummond,� he said over the port, �that you were such a friend of Lord Surrey�s.�
�Hardly the way to put it,� smiled Drummond. �His eldest son, who married my first cousin, and I were at Sandhurst together, and the old boy has asked me to shoot several times. Hence grandson Billy calls me uncle.�
�Quite. I thought you were a sort of unofficial bravo brought in to help to protect our guest.�
�You�re perfectly right � I am. I shouldn�t be here but for the anonymous threat.�
�What�s your opinion of it?� asked Stedman.
�I haven�t one,� said Drummond frankly.
�I saw Inspector Andrews before dinner, and he seems equally at sea. However, he�s neglecting no precautions. Would it be indiscreet to ask what is your role?�
�Not at all,� answered Drummond. �Since neither Andrews nor his merry men can actually join the party, my job is to keep my eyes skinned in the room itself for anything unusual that may happen.�
�But what could happen?� said Stedman with an amused smile. �It sounds like the thriller of fiction: a secret death-dealing ray or something ridiculous of that sort.�
�It does rather, I admit,� agreed Drummond. �Certainly nothing could appear more removed from anything of that sort than the table at present.�
�And yet,� said Stedman thoughtfully, �it�s an amazing thing how science has helped crime, though it sounds rather as if I were contradicting myself.�
�It has helped the detection of crime just as much,� Drummond argued.
�I wonder. I agree with you, of course, over crude commonplace crime, but in those cases the criminal is not availing himself of science, whereas the detective is. The crime I�m alluding to belongs to a higher category, and of necessity must be murder.�
�Why, of necessity?�
�Because in burglary or forgery, let us say, however much science is employed in the committing of the crime, the criminal can only obtain his reward by a process where science is of no avail. He must go to a fence: he must pass his dud fivers. And it is in the disposal of his goods, a thing over which the technique is much the same as it was last century, that he gets caught. That does not apply to murder.�
�Perhaps not. But since the time of Cain and Abel there is one thing that has always applied to murder, and no science can alter that.�
�And supposing there is no motive.�
�Then the murderer is a madman,� said Drummond. �Or someone of the Jack the Ripper type.�
�I will amend my remark. Supposing there is no motive that points to any particular individual.�
�I don�t quite get you,� remarked Drummond.
Stedman hitched his chair a little nearer and lowered his voice.
�Let us take an academic case,� he said, �our friend over whom the precautions are being taken tonight. Now the reasons why anyone desires his removal are nothing whatever to do with his private life. There is no question of love, or jealousy, or personal hatred pointing at a specific being and saying, �Thou art the man.� The reasons are purely public and apply to his political views, which are intensely unpopular amongst thousands of people. That is why I say that if the Comte was murdered tonight, though the motive would be obvious, it wouldn�t help the police to find the murderer.�
�That�s true,� agreed Drummond. �And provided the crime was committed with such skill that the criminal made a clear getaway and left no obvious clues behind him, doubtless he would never be discovered.�
�Which is what I was getting at in the first place,� said Stedman. �Fifty years ago, with the precautions that have been taken tonight, a getaway would have been impossible because the methods of committing the crime were so crude. Short of a gang of men overpowering the police and shooting him, or someone poisoning his whiskey, there was no method of doing the deed. Today that is not the case. And that is where science has helped the criminal more than the detective.�
�I wonder if the Yard would agree with you,� remarked Drummond with a smile.
�Somewhat improbable,� grinned Stedman. �Though it doesn�t alter the fact that it�s the truth. I am firmly convinced that, given time, brains, and a sufficiency of money, it would be a comparatively simple matter to commit an undiscoverable murder.�
�A good many people have thought the same thing and found they were wrong,� said Drummond as they all rose from the table.
�And quite as many have found they were right,� replied Stedman as they moved into the hall. �However, let�s hope there�s no question of its being put to the test tonight. I�ve promised to finish two more soldiers for Billy, and high art of that sort requires a steady hand.�

Certainly there had been no question of it when the house party reassembled about midnight prior to going to bed. The three statesmen had disappeared with their host into secret conclave. Stedman, refusing to join the others at drink, had devoted himself to things military in a corner of the billiard room. And now, as everyone helped himself to his own particular nightcap, he pointed with pardonable pride to the result of his labors.
Ranged in single file on a tray were the twelve gallant infantrymen and the field marshal on his prancing black horse. The command was small, Stedman admitted, for such an exalted officer, but any attempt to reduce him in rank had been firmly vetoed by Billy. And his actual position on parade was hardly according to the drill book. Instead of leading his Army into action, the cowardly old gentleman very nearly brought up the rear. Behind him strode a Greenjacket, a stout-hearted warrior leading an Army mule, and the sanitary squad in the shape of an R.A.M.C. orderly. The remainder of the force led by the drum major stretched out in front, glistening in their scarlet tunics.
�Don�t touch,� warned Stedman. �They�re still wet.�
�I don�t envy the Highlander,� laughed his Lordship. �It seems to me that the off fore of the field marshal�s charger is down his neck.�
�Specially arranged by Billy, sir,� said Stedman. �The Highlander is the field marshal�s own private guard.�
He put the tray on the windowsill and glanced at Drummond.
�We compromised on the Black Watch,� he laughed. �So honor is satisfied. Hullo � what has stung the Comte?�
He was gesticulating freely by the fireplace, and Lord Surrey was soothing him down.
�But, my dear fellow,� cried the Frenchman, �it is absurd! I appreciate greatly your care for my safety, and the precautions of the good Inspector, but to change my bedroom because some madman has written a crazy note � it is surely ridiculous! You will be asking that I look under the bed next, like a hopeful old lady. However � if you insist, I can only obey my so charming host. I will go, I think now, if I may.�
�What�s all the excitement?� whispered Stedman to Drummond.
�One of Inspector Andrews�s precautions,� answered Drummond. �Even the servants don�t know. The Comte�s bedroom has been changed, and Andrews himself is occupying the one he had originally. What on earth is the matter?� he added with a laugh. �You seem quite distressed about it.�
�Don�t be ridiculous,� said Stedman. �Why should it distress me? Though I�m inclined to agree with the Comte as to its being most unnecessary.�
�Perhaps. Still, it�s as well to be on the safe side.�
He turned away. Why had Stedman registered any reaction at all on hearing the news? It had only been momentary � gone in a flash � but to a shrewd observer like Drummond it had stuck out a yard. And how could it possibly affect Stedman personally if the Comte slept in his own bedroom or in the coal hole?
He sipped his drink thoughtfully, the conversation at dinner coming back to him. Also Stedman�s annoyance over the matter of the kilt. Could it be possible that they were two widely different manifestations of the same failing � conceit? The kilt, irritability because he had been proved wrong; the other, a sort of inverted pride in something planned, and which he could not resist bragging about even though his audience should be unaware of the fact.
� �Old �ard,� muttered Drummond to himself, �you ain�t even trotting � you�re galloping. You�re accusing this bloke Stedman of being the thorn in the flesh. And that�s rot.
�Then why,� came the reiterated question, �should he care the snap of a finger which is old Dinard�s bedroom? And he did. Of that there�s not a shadow of doubt.�
He turned round to find Algy at his elbow.
�Coming to bed, old bird?� remarked that worthy. �I thought of taking up one of the pikes out of the hall in case a general action occurs during the night. The only thing against it is that a man impaled on the end of a pike would be a dreadful sight at three in the morning. He wouldn�t go with my yellow pajamas at all well.�
He looked at Drummond curiously. �What�s stung you, Hugh? You seem devilish thoughtful.�
�I�m just wondering, Algy, if I�m being a complete halfwit, or if I�m not. By the way, Andrews did say, didn�t he, that one of his minions was going to be on guard outside Dinard�s door tonight?�
�He did, and there he is. Further, there is one on guard in the corridor. I�ve just been up to fill my cigarette case and I saw �em.�
�Good. Then let�s go to bed. I�ve probably got the mental jitters.�

It was half an hour later that the door of Algy�s room opened. He had just smashed his tooth glass with his slipper, in an unsuccessful attempt to swat a mosquito, and was engaged in picking up the fragments when Drummond came in.
�Unless I�m much mistaken, Algy,� he remarked quietly, �strange things will be abroad tonight.�
The other one stared. �What sort of things?�
�I haven�t the faintest idea,� said Drummond. �So the curtain goes up on a completely unknown play.�
�You annoying blighter,� cried Algy, �can�t you be a bit more explicit?�
�I can�t,� answered Drummond simply. �I give you my word of honor, I�m completely in the dark.�

And he still was the following morning, when by ones and twos the guests drifted into breakfast. For nothing had happened in the night, except that, in common with most of the others, he had been bitten by a mosquito. Once in the distance he thought he had heard the sound of a motor being started and driven away; beyond that, nothing had occurred. And with the coming of dawn he had slept.
Breakfast over, he strolled out of doors � followed by an openly derisive Algy. And outside the open window of the billiard room, he paused and looked through at Billy arranging his Army, now dry, in new formations, whilst fresh victims were being prepared for Stedman�s art. Then, still in silence, he walked on with Algy beside him.
�What did you think was going to happen, old boy?� asked that worthy for the tenth time. �Or what made you think that anything was going to happen?�
�The Cameron Highlanders,� said Drummond. �Anyone who is sufficiently interested in toy soldiers as to paint them ought to know the color of their kilts. Hullo � what has Andrews got hold of?�
Coming toward them was the Inspector, with one of his men, holding in his hand what seemed to be a long, thin twig.
�Good morning, Captain Drummond,� he cried cheerfully. �What do you make of this?�
On closer inspection, it proved to be part of the top joint of a salmon rod, snapped off about three feet from the end. But the interesting thing was the small attachment. About an inch below the top of the rod was a small muslin box, fastened securely to the rod. The box was about two inches square, and the framework was made of wood with the fabric stretched taut between. To one side was tied a piece of fine string, which passed through the top ring of the rod in the fashion of an ordinary fishing line, and now hung trailing on the ground.
�As you can see,� said Andrews, �when you pull that string, you open the box. And unless you pull the string, the box can�t open because the lid is held in position by that bit of elastic inside.�
�Where did you find it?� asked Drummond.
�Snapped off in the bush which is Jenkins�s hiding place by day. Moreover, it was not there yesterday or he�d have seen it then.�
�Which means it was broken off last night. Any footprints?�
�None. But with the ground like a board, one wouldn�t expect any help in that direction.�
�What do you make of it, Andrews?� said Drummond.
�Since it obviously didn�t get there by itself, there must have been someone prowling around last night carrying the rod of which this is the top. In the darkness it got tangled up in the bush and snapped off, and whatever was inside here escaped. It was something, Captain Drummond, that he intended to poke up from outside through a window in the castle and allow to escape into the Comte de Dinard�s room. �Guns are useless,� don�t forget. But when he broke his rod and the thing escaped, the whole plan failed.�
�Somehow or other I don�t think I�d have left that in the bush even if it was broken,� said Drummond thoughtfully. �That little muslin box is beautifully made and could be used again on another rod.�
�But he did leave it there.�
�Yes. But I wonder if it was on the way to the castle. I wonder if by any chance he did just what you have suggested, then got alarmed or something and broke it on the way back, when the box was no longer of any use and he didn�t mind losing it.�
�Ingenious, my dear Captain Drummond, except for one point you overlooked. You forget that so far as any outsider could know, I was occupying the Comte�s room. And you may take it from me that nobody flapped boxes outside my window last night.�
�No, I hadn�t overlooked it, old boy,� said Drummond quietly. �Anyway, the great point is that the Comte�s health, judging by his verbosity at breakfast, is quite unimpaired.�
The Inspector looked at him curiously. �You�re not satisfied, sir?� he said.
�I�m not,� answered Drummond. �Though I daresay I shall prove utterly wrong.�
�But what�s stinging you?�
Drummond frowned. �The fact that the kilt of the Camerons is reddish in hue.�
The Inspector looked at Algy. Algy looked at the Inspector.
�He�ll be better after he�s had some beer, Andrews,� he said. �Captain Drummond gets taken like this at times.�

That afternoon, the party broke up, and a few days later the whole episode was beginning to fade from Drummond�s mind. He had made a mistake: his suspicions had been fantastic. In any event, the Comte de Dinard was still going strong in Paris, which was all that really mattered. No harm had come to him at Oxshott Castle � the worthy Andrews deserved full marks. And, so far as he knew, no harm had come to anyone else. So it came as almost a shock to him when, returning to dress for dinner one evening, he found the Inspector waiting for him in his sitting room.
�Have you a few minutes to spare, Captain Drummond?� he said gravely.
�Certainly, Andrews. As long as you like. I see,� he added, �that something has happened.�
�Something so strange that I have come straight to you. I remember that you were not satisfied when you left the castle, but at the time you would say nothing. Now you must.�
�Go on,� said Drummond quietly.
�Have you ever heard of yellow fever?� asked Andrews.
�I have. A tropical disease,� answered Drummond, surprised.
�And a very dangerous one. It is fatal more often than not. Do you know how it is carried?�
�I can�t say that I do,� Drummond acknowledged.
�By mosquitoes.� Andrews paused. �You may remember there were a good many mosquitoes at the castle,� he continued.
�There were,� agreed Drummond.
�You may also remember that little muslin box?�
Drummond nodded.
�And our theory as to what it was for? To let out something � we knew not what � into the Comte�s bedroom?�
Once again Drummond nodded.
�We were right. And what is more, you were right when you suggested that the rod had been broken after the owner had been to the castle and not before.�
�I was, was I?� said Drummond softly.
�That muslin box, Captain Drummond, contained mosquitoes carrying the germs of yellow fever. And the owner of the rod succeeded in reaching the castle and liberating those mosquitoes. Only he set them free in the wrong room. This afternoon Mr. Stedman died of yellow fever in the Hospital for Tropical Diseases.�
There was a long silence, then Drummond rose and began pacing up and down the room.
�You may further remember,� continued Andrews, �that you told me you hadn�t overlooked the point when I alluded to the nocturnal visitor coming to my window. That now requires elucidation. Have you any idea as to why he went to Mr. Stedman�s? Or was it a fluke?�
�It wasn�t a fluke,� said Drummond gravely. �I sent him there.�
�You sent him there?� The Inspector shot out of his chair as if he had been stung. �What on earth do you mean?�
�You needn�t think I took him by the hand and led him there,� answered Drummond with a faint smile. �Until this moment I didn�t even know he�d been there. In fact, I�ve never seen him or spoken to him. For all that, I sent him there. Listen, Andrews, and I�ll tell you.
�You remember the billiard room, don�t you, with its broad window sill? Before we went to bed that night, a tray of newly painted toy soldiers was placed on the sill. They had been painted by Stedman for the little boy, and we were all of us instructed not to touch them. They were arranged in single file � twelve infantrymen and one large man on a prancing horse. And one of the infantrymen was a Highlander in whom I was particularly interested, because of an argument on kilts that I had had with the artist. And my Highlander was placed so that he was just in front of the horseman.
�Then quite unexpectedly it was announced that the Comte de Dinard was going to change his room. He protested but complied, and everybody went to bed � everybody, that is, except me. I wasn�t feeling sleepy, and I sat down in an alcove in the room with a book. I was practically hidden, so that when Stedman returned he didn�t see me. And he crossed to the window, remained there a second, and then went out again.
�So after a moment or two, I also went to the window � and there I noticed a very strange thing. My Highlander, in whom I was so interested, had changed places with the field marshal!�
�Good heavens!� whispered Andrews.
�You see it, don�t you?� said Drummond gravely. �Stedman neither knew nor cared anything about soldiers, but hearing that little Billy did he thought of a darned original scheme for indicating the Comte�s bedroom to someone on the outside. Soldiers that had to be painted and so couldn�t be moved. A tray placed on the windowsill so that any man looking in from outside could see it and see where the field marshal was. Thirteen bedrooms were on our floor � thirteen soldiers were on the tray. And when the Comte moved into the next room�� Drummond shrugged his shoulders.
�I wonder why Stedman wanted to have him murdered,� he went on thoughtfully.
For a space, there was silence whilst Andrews stared at him.
�Stedman�s bedroom was third from the other end,� he said at length.
�I know. That�s why the field marshal made yet another move. Just before I turned out the lights and went to bed, I placed two men in front of him. Have a drink.�

The Traitor
W. SOMERSET MAUGHAM

THE STORY
Original publication:Cosmopolitan, September 1927; first collected in Ashenden; or, The British Agent (London, Heinemann, 1928)

Noted as one of the most popular and successful authors of the twentieth century and the most highly paid author of the 1930s, William Somerset Maugham (1874�1965) was an important historical figure in the world of mystery and thriller fiction. His groundbreaking work, Ashenden; or, The British Agent (1928), variously called a novel (inaccurately) and a short story collection, is generally regarded as the first modern book of espionage fiction.
In Ashenden, secret agents are portrayed as ordinary people in unusual circumstances, not as dashing heroes whose lives are filled with beautiful, compliant women, secret societies, and cliff-hanging adventures.
It was Maugham�s World War I experience with British Intelligence that provided him with material for the connected stories about Richard Ashenden, a well-known author who meets a British colonel known to the Intelligence Department only as R., who asks the author to work as a secret agent.
It is thought that his profession as a writer will allow him to travel freely without causing suspicion and that his knowledge of European languages will prove useful. The last advice that R. gives to Ashenden before his first assignment impresses the author: �If you do well, you�ll get no thanks, and if you get into trouble you�ll get no help.�
Ashenden admires goodness in others but has learned to live with evil. His interest in other people goes no further than the scientist�s feelings for experimental rabbits. They are source material for future books, and he is as realistic about their bad points as he is about their good qualities. Never bored, he believes that only stupid people require external stimulation to be amused; a man of intellect can avoid boredom by using his own resources.
Ashenden, a quiet, gentlemanly figure, was to a degree based on the exceptionally shy Maugham himself, and is said to have inspired some of the characteristics of Ian Fleming�s own espionage agent, James Bond � though only some, as it would be difficult to think of 007 as shy.

THE FILM
Title: Secret Agent, 1936
Studio: Gaumont-British Pictures
Director: Alfred Hitchcock
Screenwriters: Charles Bennett, Alma Reville, Ian Hay
Producers: Michael Balcon, Ivor Montagu

THE CAST
��John Gielgud (Ashenden)
��Peter Lorre (The General)
��Madeleine Carroll (Elsa Carrington/Mrs. Ashenden)
��Robert Young (Robert Marvin)
��Percy Marmont (Caypor)
��Florence Kahn (Mrs. Caypor)
��Charles Carson (R.)
��Lilli Palmer (Lilli)

Secret Agent makes liberal use of two of the stories in Ashenden with important elements of the film based on the incidents in �The Hairless Mexican,� �The Traitor,� and a play by Campbell Dixon (1895�1960), an Australian film critic who had adapted Maugham�s book for the stage, though it does not appear ever to have been produced or published. It is Dixon�s play that adds a woman and a love interest to the storyline.
Another major difference between the stories in Ashenden and the screenplay, as noted by British censors, is that in the original, R. is never shown as suggesting that murder would be acceptable, nor that he would countenance it. It was not until many years later that any British secret agent would be portrayed in popular fiction or motion picture as having a �license to kill.�
At the outset of World War I, novelist Edgar Brodie is invited to serve as a secret agent under the nom de guerre Richard Ashenden. His job is to identify a German spy who is believed to be at a Swiss hotel and, it is tacitly understood, to kill him with the assistance of an odd companion, a killer known variously as �the Hairless Mexican� and �the General,� though he is not Mexican, hairless, or a general.
When Ashenden arrives at the hotel, he finds that he has been teamed with an attractive �wife� as part of his cover. Ashenden has determined that the suspicious, secretive Caypor, a guest at the little hotel, is their man but, after the �Hairless Mexican� kills him, they learn that he was not the spy after all.
For filmgoers, Hitchcock resorted to the tropes of many of his other films, as well as of other popular films, adding an attractive woman to the core of the plot, which is why Dixon�s play is given credit above Maugham�s book. It worked for Hitchcock with The 39 Steps (1935), his much-loved previous film, which also starred Madeleine Carroll, a character added to John Buchan�s novel; it also did not have a female love interest.
Remarkably, John Gielgud shot the film with Hitchcock during the day while starring on the London stage at night in Romeo and Juliet with Edith Evans, Peggy Ashcroft, and Laurence Olivier.
Perhaps even more remarkably, the organist Louis Vierne was found dead in 1937 with one foot on a pedal note at the organ of Notre Dame in Paris � the exact same fate that befell the organist in Secret Agent.
Although Secret Agent is not a candidate for the honor roll of the greatest Alfred Hitchcock films, it certainly bears his directorial flair, notably with a great train wreck that serves to end the chase after an enemy agent, and a police chase through a chocolate factory, the unlikely headquarters of the spy ring. Incidentally, the Hays office cautioned Hitchcock that the scene in the Swiss chocolate factory should be handled with �careful consideration� in order �not to give offense to the Swiss nation.�
Hitchcock had wanted Robert Donat, who had teamed with Madeleine Carroll in The 39 Steps, to be reunited with her in Secret Agent but he wouldn�t commit, so he tried to get Leslie Howard, who was under contract to another studio and would not be released. When he settled for the lesser-known John Gielgud, Hitchcock had the roles of a couple of subsidiary characters beefed up so that he could cast the popular actors Peter Lorre and Lilli Palmer.

THE TRAITOR
W. Somerset Maugham

Having taken a room at the hotel at which he had been instructed to stay Ashenden went out; it was a lovely day, early in August, and the sun shone in an unclouded sky. He had not been to Lucerne since he was a boy and but vaguely remembered a covered bridge, a great stone lion, and a church in which he had sat, bored yet impressed, while they played an organ; and now wandering along a shady quay (and the lake looked just as tawdry and unreal as it looked on the picture-postcards) he tried not so much to find his way about a half-forgotten scene as to reform in his mind some recollection of the shy and eager lad, so impatient for life (which he saw not in the present of his adolescence but only in the future of his manhood) who so long ago had wandered there. But it seemed to him that the most vivid of his memories was not of himself, but of the crowd; he seemed to remember sun and heat and people; the train was crowded and so was the hotel, the lake steamers were packed and on the quays and in the streets you threaded your way among the throng of holiday makers. They were fat and old and ugly and odd, and they stank. Now, in war-time, Lucerne was as deserted as it must have been before the world at large discovered that Switzerland was the playground of Europe. Most of the hotels were closed, the streets were empty, the rowing boats for hire rocked idly at the water�s edge and there was none to take them, and in the avenues by the lake the only persons to be seen were serious Swiss taking their neutrality, like a dachshund, for a walk with them. Ashenden felt exhilarated by the solitude, and sitting down on a bench that faced the water surrendered himself deliberately to the sensation. It was true that the lake was absurd, the water was too blue, the mountains too snowy, and its beauty, hitting you in the face, exasperated rather than thrilled; but all the same there was something pleasing in the prospect, an artless candour, like one of Mendelssohn�s Songs Without Words, that made Ashenden smile with complacency. Lucerne reminded him of wax flowers under glass cases and cuckoo clocks and fancy work in Berlin wool. So long at all events as the fine weather lasted he was prepared to enjoy himself. He did not see why he should not at least try to combine pleasure to himself with profit to his country. He was travelling with a brand-new passport in his pocket, under a borrowed name, and this gave him an agreeable sense of owning a new personality. He was often slightly tired of himself and it diverted him for a while to be merely a creature of R.�s facile invention. The experience he had just enjoyed appealed to his acute sense of the absurd. R., it is true, had not seen the fun of it: what humour R. possessed was of a sardonic turn and he had no facility for taking in good part a joke at his own expense. To do that you must be able to look at yourself from the outside and be at the same time spectator and actor in the pleasant comedy of life. R. was a soldier and regarded introspection as unhealthy, un-English, and unpatriotic.
Ashenden got up and strolled slowly to his hotel. It was a small German hotel, of the second class, spotlessly clean, and his bedroom had a nice view; it was furnished with brightly varnished pitch-pine, and though on a cold wet day it would have been wretched, in that warm and sunny weather it was gay and pleasing. There were tables in the hall and he sat down at one of these and ordered a bottle of beer. The landlady was curious to know why in that dead season he had come to stay and he was glad to satisfy her curiosity. He told her that he had recently recovered from an attack of typhoid and had come to Lucerne to get back his strength. He was employed in the Censorship Department and was taking the opportunity to brush up his rusty German. He asked her if she could recommend to him a German teacher. The landlady was a blond and blowsy Swiss, good-humoured and talkative, so that Ashenden felt pretty sure that she would repeat in the proper quarter the information he gave her. It was his turn now to ask a few questions. She was voluble on the subject of the war on account of which the hotel, in that month so full that rooms had to be found for visitors in neighbouring houses, was nearly empty. A few people came in from outside to eat their meals en pension, but she had only too lots of resident guests. One was an old Irish couple who lived in Vevey and passed their summers in Lucerne and the other was an Englishman and his wife. She was a German and they were obliged on that account to live in a neutral country. Ashenden took care to show little curiosity about them-he recognized in the description Grantley Caypor-but of her own accord she told him that they spent most of the day walking about the mountains. Herr Caypor was a botanist and much interested in the flora of the country. His lady was a very nice woman and she felt her position keenly. Ah, well, the war could not last for ever. The landlady bustled away and Ashenden went upstairs.
Dinner was at seven, and, wishing to be in the dining-room before anyone else so that he could take stock of his fellow-guests as they entered, he went down as soon as he heard the bell. It was a very plain, stiff, whitewashed room, with chairs of the same shiny pitch-pine as in his bedroom, and on the walls were oleographs of Swiss lakes. On each little table was a bunch of flowers. It was all neat and clean and presaged a bad dinner. Ashenden would have liked to make up for it by ordering a bottle of the best Rhine-wine to be found in the hotel, but did not venture to draw attention to himself by extravagance (he saw on two or three tables half-empty bottles of table hock, which made him surmise that his fellow-guests drank thriftily, and so contended himself with ordering a pint of lager. Presently one or two persons came in, single men with some occupation in Lucerne and obviously Swiss, and sat down each at his own little table and untied the napkins that at the end of luncheon they had neatly tied up. They propped newspapers against their water-jugs and read while they somewhat noisily ate their soup. Then entered a very old tall bent man, with white hair and a drooping white moustache, accompanied by a little old white-haired lady in black. These were certainly the Irish colonel and his wife of whom the landlady had spoken. They took their seats and the colonel poured out a thimbleful of wine for his wife and a thimbleful for himself. They waited in silence for their dinner to be served to them by the buxom, hearty maid.
At last the persons arrived for whom Ashenden had been waiting. He was doing his best to read a German book and it was only by an exercise of self-control that he allowed himself only for one instant to raise his eyes as they came in. His glance showed him a man of about forty-five with short dark hair, somewhat grizzled, of the middle height, but corpulent, with a broad red clean-shaven face. He wore a shirt open at the neck, with a wide collar, and a grey suit. He walked ahead of his wife, and of her Ashenden only caught the impression of a German woman self-effaced and dusty. Grantley Caypor sat down and began in a loud voice explaining to the waitress that they had taken an immense walk. They had been up some mountain the name of which meant nothing to Ashenden but which excited in the maid expressions of astonishment and enthusiasm. Then Caypor, still in fluent German but with a marked English accent, said that they were so late they had not even gone up to wash, but had just rinsed their hands outside. He had a resonant voice and a jovial manner.
�Serve me quick, we�re starving with hunger, and bring beer, bring three bottles. Lieber Gott, what a thirst I have!�
He seemed to be a man of exuberant vitality. He brought into that dull, overclean dining-room the breath of life and everyone in it appeared on a sudden more alert. He began to talk to his wife, in English, and everything he said could be heard by all; but presently she interrupted him with a remark made in an undertone. Caypor stopped and Ashenden felt that his eyes were turned in his direction. Mrs. Caypor had noticed the arrival of a stranger and had drawn her husband�s attention to it. Ashenden turned the page of the book he was pretending to read, but he felt that Caypor�s gaze was fixed intently upon him. When he addressed his wife again it was in so low a tone that Ashenden could not even tell what language he used, but when the maid brought them their soup Caypor, his voice still low, asked her a question. It was plain that he was enquiring who Ashenden was. Ashenden could catch of the maid�s reply but the one word l�nder.
One or two people finished their dinner and went out picking their teeth. The old Irish colonel and his old wife rose from their table and he stood aside to let her pass. They had eaten their meal without exchanging a word. She walked slowly to the door; but the colonel stopped to say a word to a Swiss who might have been a local attorney, and when she reached it she stood there, bowed and with a sheep-like look, patiently waiting for her husband to come and open it for her. Ashenden realized that she had never opened a door for herself. She did not know how to. In a minute the colonel with his old, old gait came to the door and opened it; she passed out and he followed. The little incident offered a key to their whole lives, and from it Ashenden began to reconstruct their histories, circumstances, and characters; but he pulled himself up: he could not allow himself the luxury of creation. He finished his dinner.
When he went into the hall he saw tied to the leg of a table a bull-terrier and in passing mechanically put down his hand to fondle the dog�s drooping, soft ears. The landlady was standing at the foot of the stairs.
�Whose is this lovely beast?� asked Ashenden.
�He belongs to Herr Caypor. Fritzi, he is called. Herr Caypor says he has a longer pedigree than the King of England.�
Fritzi rubbed himself against Ashenden�s leg and with his nose sought the palm of his hand. Ashenden went upstairs to fetch his hat, and when he came down saw Caypor standing at the entrance of the hotel talking with the landlady. From the sudden silence and their constrained manner he guessed that Caypor had been making enquiries about him. When he passed between them, into the street, out of the corner of his eye he saw Caypor give him a suspicious stare. That frank, jovial red face bore then a look of shifty cunning.
Ashenden strolled along till he found a tavern where he could have his coffee in the open and to compensate himself for the bottle of beer that his sense of duty had urged him to drink at dinner ordered the best brandy the house provided. He was pleased at last to have come face to face with the man of whom he had heard so much and in a day or two hoped to become acquainted with him. It is never very difficult to get to know anyone who has a dog. But he was in no hurry; he would let things take their course: with the object he had in view he could not afford to be hasty.
Ashenden reviewed the circumstances. Grantley Caypor was an Englishman, born according to his passport in Birmingham, and he was forty-two years of age. His wife, to whom he had been married for eleven years, was of German birth and parentage. That was public knowledge. Information about his antecedents was contained in a private document. He had started life, according to this, in a lawyer�s office in Birmingham and then had drifted into journalism. He had been connected with an English paper in Cairo and with another in Shanghai. There he got into trouble for attempting to get money on false pretences and was sentenced to a short term of imprisonment. All trace of him was lost for two years after his release, when he reappeared in a shipping-office in Marseilles. From there, still in the shipping business, he went to Hamburg, where he married, and to London. In London he set up for himself, in the export business, but after some time failed and was made a bankrupt. He returned to journalism. At the outbreak of war he was once more in the shipping business and in August 1914 was living quietly with his German wife at Southampton. In the beginning of the following year he told his employers that owing to the nationality of his wife his position was intolerable; they had no fault to find with him and, recognizing that he was in an awkward fix, granted his request that he should be transferred to Genoa. Here he remained till Italy entered the war, but then gave notice and with his papers in perfect order crossed the border and took up his residence in Switzerland.
All this indicated a man of doubtful honesty and unsettled disposition, with no background and of no financial standing; but the facts were of no importance to anyone till it was discovered that Caypor, certainly from the beginning of the war and perhaps sooner, was in the service of the German Intelligence Department. He had a salary of forty pounds a month. But though dangerous and wily no steps would have been taken to deal with him if he had contented himself with transmitting such news as he was able to get in Switzerland. He could do no great harm there and it might even be possible to make use of him to convey information that it was desirable to let the enemy have. He had no notion that anything was known of him. His letters, and he received a good many, were closely censored; there were few codes that the people who dealt with such matters could not in the end decipher and it might be that sooner or later through him it would be possible to lay hands on the organization that still flourished in England. But then he did something that drew R.�s attention to him. Had he known it none could have blamed him for shaking in his shoes: R. was not a very nice man to get on the wrong side of. Caypor scraped acquaintance in Z�rich with a young Spaniard, Gomez by name, who had lately entered the British secret service, by his nationality inspired him with confidence, and managed to worm out of him the fact that he was engaged in espionage. Probably the Spaniard, with a very human desire to seem important, had done no more than talk mysteriously; but on Caypor�s information he was watched when he went to Germany and one day caught just as he was posting a letter in a code that was eventually deciphered. He was tried, convicted, and shot. It was bad enough to lose a useful and disinterested agent, but it entailed besides the changing of a safe and simple code. R. was not pleased. But R. was not the man to let any desire of revenge stand in the way of his main object and it occurred to him that if Caypor was merely betraying his country for money it might be possible to get him to take more money to betray his employers. The fact that he had succeeded in delivering into their hands an agent of the Allies must seem to them an earnest of his good faith. He might be very useful. But R. had no notion what kind of man Caypor was, he had lived his shabby, furtive life obscurely, and the only photograph that existed of him was one taken for a passport. Ashenden�s instructions were to get acquainted with Caypor and see whether there was any chance that he would work honestly for the British: if he thought there was, he was entitled to sound him and if his suggestions were met with favour to make certain propositions. It was a task that needed tact and a knowledge of men. If on the other hand Ashenden came to the conclusion that Caypor could not be bought he was to watch and report his movements. The information he had obtained from Gustav was vague, but important; there was only one point in it that was interesting, and this was that the head of the German Intelligence Department in Berne was growing restive at Caypor�s lack of activity. Caypor was asking for a higher salary and Mayor von P. had told him that he must earn it. It might be that he was urging him to go to England. If he could be induced to cross the frontier Ashenden�s work was done.
�How the devil do you expect me to persuade him to put his head in a noose?� asked Ashenden.
�It won�t be a noose, it�ll be a firing squad,� said R.
�Caypor�s clever.�
�Well, be cleverer, damn your eyes.�
Ashenden made up his mind that he would take no steps to make Caypor�s acquaintance, but allow the first advances to be made by him. If he was being pressed for results it must surely occur to him that it would be worthwhile to get into conversation with an Englishman who was employed in the Censorship Department. Ashenden was prepared with a supply of information that it could not in the least benefit the Central Powers to possess. With a false name and a false passport he had little fear that Caypor would guess that he was a British agent.
Ashenden did not have to wait long. Next day he was sitting in the doorway of the hotel, drinking a cup of coffee and already half asleep after a substantial mittagessen, when the Caypors came out of the dining-room. Mrs. Caypor went upstairs and Caypor released his dog. The dog bounded along and in a friendly fashion leaped up against Ashenden.
�Come here, Fritzi,� cried Caypor, and then to Ashenden: �I�m so sorry. But he�s quite gentle.�
�Oh, that�s all right. He won�t hurt me.�
Caypor stopped at the doorway.
�He�s a bull-terrier. You don�t often see them on the Continent.� He seemed while he spoke to be taking Ashenden�s measure; he called to the maid. �A coffee, please, fr�ulein. You�ve just arrived, haven�t you?�
�Yes, I came yesterday.�
�Really? I didn�t see you in the dining-room last night. Are you making a stay?�
�I don�t know. I�ve been ill and I�ve come here to recuperate.�
The maid came with the coffee and seeing Caypor talking to Ashenden put the tray on the table at which he was sitting. Caypor gave a laugh of faint embarrassment.
�I don�t want to force myself upon you. I don�t know why the maid put my coffee on your table.�
�Please sit down,� said Ashenden.
�It�s very good of you. I�ve lived so long on the Continent that I�m always forgetting that my countrymen are apt to look upon it as confounded cheek if you talk to them. Are you English, by the way, or American?�
�English,� said Ashenden.
Ashenden was by nature a very shy person, and he had in vain tried to cure himself of a failing that at his age was unseemly, but on occasion he knew how to make effective use of it. He explained now in a hesitating and awkward manner the facts that he had the day before told the landlady and that he was convinced she had already passed on to Caypor.
�You couldn�t have come to a better place than Lucerne. It�s an oasis of peace in this war-weary world. When you�re here you might almost forget that there is such a thing as a war going on. That is why I�ve come here. I�m a journalist by profession.�
�I couldn�t help wondering if you wrote,� said Ashenden, with an eagerly timid smile.
It was clear that he had not learnt that �oasis of peace in a war-weary world� at the shipping-office.
�You see, I married a German lady,� said Caypor gravely.
�Oh, really?�
�I don�t think anyone could be more patriotic than I am, I�m English through and through and I don�t mind telling you that in my opinion the British Empire is the greatest instrument for good that the world has ever seen, but having a German wife I naturally see a good deal of the reverse of the medal. You don�t have to tell me that the Germans have faults, but frankly I�m not prepared to admit that they�re devils incarnate. At the beginning of the war my poor wife had a very rough time in England and I for one couldn�t have blamed her if she�d felt rather bitter about it. Everyone thought she was a spy. It�ll make you laugh when you know her. She�s the typical German hausfrau who cares for nothing but her house and her husband and our only child Fritzi.� Caypor fondled his dog and gave a little laugh. �Yes, Fritzi, you are our child, aren�t you? Naturally it made my position very awkward, I was connected with some very important papers, and my editors weren�t quite comfortable about it. Well, to cut a long story short I thought the most dignified course was to resign and come to a neutral country till the storm blew over. My wife and I never discuss the war, though I�m bound to tell you that it�s more on my account than hers, she�s much more tolerant than I am and she�s more willing to look upon this terrible business from my point of view than I am from hers.�
�That is strange,� said Ashenden. �As a rule women are so much more rabid than men.�
�My wife is a very remarkable person. I should like to introduce you to her. By the way, I don�t know if you know my name. Grantley Caypor.�
�My name is Somerville,� said Ashenden.
He told him then of the work he had been doing in the Censorship Department, and he fancied that into Caypor�s eyes came a certain intentness. Presently he told him that he was looking for someone to give him conversation-lessons in German so that he might rub up his rusty knowledge of the language; and as he spoke a notion flashed across his mind: he gave Caypor a look and saw that the same notion had come to him. It had occurred to them at the same instant that it would be a very good plan for Ashenden�s teacher to be Mrs. Caypor.
�I asked our landlady if she could find me someone and she said she thought she could. I must ask her again. It ought not to be very hard to find a man who is prepared to come and talk German to me for an hour a day.�
�I wouldn�t take anyone on the landlady�s recommendation,� said Caypor. �After all you want someone with a good north-German accent and she only talks Swiss. I�ll ask my wife if she knows anyone. My wife�s a very highly educated woman and you could trust her recommendation.�
�That�s very kind of you.�
Ashenden observed Grantley Caypor at his ease. He noticed how the small, grey-green eyes, which last night he had not been able to see, contradicted the red good-humoured frankness of the face. They were quick and shifty, but when the mind behind them was seized by an unexpected notion they were suddenly still. It gave one a peculiar feeling of the working of the brain. They were not eyes that inspired confidence; Caypor did that with his jolly, good-natured smile, the openness of his broad, weather-beaten face, his comfortable obesity and the cheeriness of his loud, deep voice. He was doing his best now to be agreeable. While Ashenden talked to him, a little shyly still but gaining confidence from that breezy, cordial manner, capable of putting anyone at his ease, it intrigued him to remember that the man was a common spy. It gave a tang to his conversation to reflect that he had been ready to sell his country for no more than forty pounds a month. Ashenden had known Gomez, the young Spaniard whom Caypor had betrayed. He was a high-spirited youth, with a love of adventure, and he had undertaken his dangerous mission not for the money he earned by it, but from a passion for romance. It amused him to outwit the clumsy German and it appealed to his sense of the absurd to play a part in a shilling shocker. It was not very nice to think of him now six feet underground in a prison yard. He was young and he had a certain grace of gesture. Ashenden wondered whether Caypor had felt a qualm when he delivered him up to destruction.
�I suppose you know a little German?� asked Caypor, interested in the stranger.
�Oh, yes, I was a student in Germany, and I used to talk it fluently, but that is long ago and I have forgotten. I can still read it very comfortably.�
�Oh, yes, I noticed you were reading a German book last night.�
Fool! It was only a little while since he had told Ashenden that he had not seen him at dinner. He wondered whether Caypor had observed the slip. How difficult it was never to make one! Ashenden must be on his guard; the thing that made him most nervous was the thought that he might not answer readily enough to his assumed name of Somerville. Of course there was always the chance that Caypor had made the slip on purpose to see by Ashenden�s face whether he noticed anything. Caypor got up.
�There is my wife. We go for a walk up one of the mountains every afternoon. I can tell you some charming walks. The flowers even now are lovely.�
�I�m afraid I must wait till I�m a bit stronger,� said Ashenden, with a little sigh.
He had naturally a pale face and never looked as robust as he was. Mrs. Caypor came downstairs and her husband joined her. They walked down the road, Fritzi bounding round them, and Ashenden saw that Caypor immediately began to speak with volubility. He was evidently telling his wife the results of his interview with Ashenden. Ashenden looked at the sun shining so gaily on the lake; the shadow of a breeze fluttered the green leaves of the trees; everything invited to a stroll: he got up, went to his room and throwing himself on his bed had a very pleasant sleep.
He went into dinner that evening as the Caypors were finishing, for he had wandered melancholy about Lucerne in the hope of finding a cocktail that would enable him to face the potato salad that he foresaw, and on their way out of the dining-room Caypor stopped and asked him if he would drink coffee with them. When Ashenden joined them in the hall Caypor got up and introduced him to his wife. She bowed stiffly and no answering smile came to her face to respond to Ashenden�s civil greeting. It was not hard to see that her attitude was definitely hostile. It put Ashenden at his ease. She was a plainish woman, nearing forty, with a muddy skin and vague features; her drab hair was arranged in a plait round her head like that of Napoleon�s Queen of Prussia; and she was squarely built, plump rather than fat, and solid. But she did not look stupid; she looked on the contrary a woman of character and Ashenden, who had lived enough in Germany to recognize the type, was ready to believe that though capable of doing the housework, cooking the dinner, and climbing a mountain, she might be also prodigiously well-informed. She wore a white blouse that showed a sunburned neck, a black skirt and heavy walking boots. Caypor addressing her in English told her in his jovial way, as though she did not know it already, what Ashenden had told him about himself. She listened grimly.
�I think you told me you understood German,� said Caypor, his big red face wreathed in polite smiles but his little eyes darting about restlessly.
�Yes, I was for some time a student in Heidelberg.�
�Really?� said Mrs. Caypor in English, an expression of faint interest for a moment chasing away the sullenness from her face. �I know Heidelberg very well. I was at school there for one year.�
Her English was correct, but throaty, and the mouthing emphasis she gave her words was disagreeable. Ashenden was diffuse in praise of the old university town and the beauty of the neighbourhood. She heard him, from the standpoint of her Teutonic superiority, with toleration rather than with enthusiasm.
�It is well known that the valley of the Neckar is one of the beauty places of the whole world,� she said.
�I have not told you, my dear,� said Caypor then, �that Mr. Somerville is looking for someone to give him conversation lessons while he is here. I told him that perhaps you could suggest a teacher.�
�No, I know no one whom I could conscientiously recommend,� she answered. �The Swiss accent is hateful beyond words. It could do Mr. Somerville only harm to converse with a Swiss.�
�If I were in your place, Mr. Somerville, I would try and persuade my wife to give you lessons. She is, if I may say so, a very cultivated and highly educated woman.�
�Ach, Grantley, I have not the time. I have my own work to do.�
Ashenden saw that he was being given his opportunity. The trap was prepared and all he had to do was to fall in. He turned to Mrs. Caypor with a manner that he tried to make shy, deprecating, and modest.
�Of course it would be too wonderful if you would give me lessons. I should look upon it as a real privilege. Naturally I wouldn�t want to interfere with your work, I am just here to get well, with nothing in the world to do, and I would suit my time entirely to your convenience.�
He felt a flash of satisfaction pass from one to the other and in Mrs. Caypor�s blue eyes he fancied that he saw a dark glow.
�Of course it would be a purely business arrangement,� said Caypor. �There�s no reason that my good wife shouldn�t earn a little pin-money. Would you think ten francs an hour too much?�
�No,� said Ashenden, �I should think myself lucky to get a first-rate teacher for that.�
�What do you say, my dear? Surely you can spare an hour, and you would be doing this gentlemen a kindness. He would learn that all Germans are not the devilish fiends that they think them in England.�
On Mrs. Caypor�s brow was an uneasy frown and Ashenden could not but think with apprehension of that hour�s conversation a day that he was going to exchange with her. Heaven only knew how he would have to rack his brain for subjects of discourse with that heavy and morose woman. Now she made a visible effort.
�I shall be very pleased to give Mr. Somerville conversation lessons.�
�I congratulate you, Mr. Somerville,� said Caypor noisily. �You�re in for a treat. When will you start, to-morrow at eleven?�
�That would suit me very well if it suits Mrs. Caypor.�
�Yes, that is as good an hour as another,� she answered.
Ashenden left them to discuss the happy outcome of their diplomacy. But when, punctually at eleven next morning, he heard a knock at his door (for it had been arranged that Mrs. Caypor should give him his lesson in his room) it was not without trepidation that he opened it. It behooved him to be frank, a trifle indiscreet, but obviously wary of a German woman, sufficiently intelligent, and impulsive. Mrs. Caypor�s face was dark and sulky. She plainly hated having anything to do with him. But they sat down and she began, somewhat peremptorily, to ask him questions about his knowledge of German literature. She corrected his mistakes with exactness and when he put before her some difficulty in German construction explained it with clearness and precision. It was obvious that though she hated giving him a lesson she meant to give it conscientiously. She seemed to have not only an aptitude for teaching, but a love of it, and as the hour went on she began to speak with greater earnestness. It was already only by an effort that she remembered that he was a brutal Englishman. Ashenden, noticing the unconscious struggle within her, found himself not a little entertained; and it was with truth that, when later in the day Caypor asked him how the lesson had gone, he answered that it was highly satisfactory; Mrs. Caypor was an excellent teacher and a most interesting person.
�I told you so. She�s the most remarkable woman I know.�
And Ashenden had a feeling that when in his hearty, laughing way Caypor said this he was for the first time entirely sincere.
In a day or two Ashenden guessed that Mrs. Caypor was giving him lessons only in order to enable Caypor to arrive at a closer intimacy with him, for she confined herself strictly to matters of literature, music, and painting; and when Ashenden, by way of experiment, brought the conversation round to the war, she cut him short.
�I think that is a topic that we had better avoid, Herr Somerville,� she said.
She continued to give her lessons with the greatest thoroughness, and he had his money�s worth, but every day she came with the same sullen face and it was only in the interest of teaching that she lost for a moment her instinctive dislike of him. Ashenden exercised in turn, but in vain, all his wiles. He was ingratiating, ingenuous, humble, grateful, flattering, simple, and timid. She remained coldly hostile. She was a fanatic. Her patriotism was aggressive, but disinterested, and obsessed with the notion of the superiority of all things German she loathed England with a virulent hatred because in that country she saw the chief obstacle to their diffusion. Her ideal was a German world in which the rest of the nations under a hegemony greater than that of Rome should enjoy the benefits of German science and German art and German culture. There was in the conception a magnificent impudence that appealed to Ashenden�s sense of humour. She was no fool. She had read much, in several languages, and she could talk of the books she had read with good sense. She had a knowledge of modern painting and modern music that not a little impressed Ashenden. It was amusing once to hear her before luncheon play one of those silvery little pieces of Debussy: she played it disdainfully because it was French and so light, but with an angry appreciation of its grace and gaiety. When Ashenden congratulated her she shrugged her shoulders.
�The decadent music of a decadent nation,� she said. Then with powerful hands she struck the first resounding chords of a sonata by Beethoven; but she stopped. �I cannot play, I am out of practice, and you English, what do you know of music? You have not produced a composer since Purcell!�
�What do you think of that statement?� Ashenden, smiling, asked Caypor who was standing near.
�I confess its truth. The little I know of music my wife taught me. I wish you could hear her play when she is in practice.� He put his fat hand, with its square, stumpy fingers, on her shoulder. �She can wring your heart-strings with pure beauty.�
�Dummer Kerl,� she said, in a soft voice, �Stupid fellow,� and Ashenden saw her mouth for a moment quiver, but she quickly recovered. �You English, you cannot paint, you cannot model, you cannot write music.�
�Some of us can at times write pleasing verses,� said Ashenden, with good humour, for it was not his business to be put out, and, he did not know why, two lines occurring to him he said them:
�Whither, O splendid ship, thy white sails crowding,
Leaning across the bosom of the urgent West�

�Yes,� said Mrs. Caypor, with a strange gesture, �you can write poetry. I wonder why.�
And to Ashenden�s surprise she went on, in her guttural English, to recite the next two lines of the poem he had quoted.
�Come, Grantley, mittagessen is ready, let us go into the dining-room.�
They left Ashenden reflective.
Ashenden admired goodness, but was not outraged by wickedness. People sometimes thought him heartless because he was more often interested in others than attached to them, and even in the few to whom he was attached his eyes saw with equal clearness the merits and the defects. When he liked people it was not because he was blind to their faults, he did not mind their faults but accepted them with a tolerant shrug of the shoulders, or because he ascribed to them excellencies that they did not possess; and since he judged his friends with candour they never disappointed him and so he seldom lost one. He asked from none more than he could give. He was able to pursue his study of the Caypors without prejudice and without passion. Mrs. Caypor seemed to him more of a piece and therefore the easier of the two to understand; she obviously detested him; though it was so necessary for her to be civil to him her antipathy was strong enough to wring from her now and then an expression of rudeness; and had she been safely able to do so she would have killed him without a qualm. But in the pressure of Caypor�s chubby hand on his wife�s shoulder and in the fugitive trembling of her lips Ashenden had divined that this unprepossessing woman and that mean fat man were joined together by a deep and sincere love. It was touching. Ashenden assembled the observations that he had been making for the past few days and little things that he had noticed but to which he had attached no significance returned to him. It seemed to him that Mrs. Caypor loved her husband because she was of a stronger character than he and because she felt his dependence on her; she loved him for his admiration of her, and you might guess that till she met him this dumpy, plain woman with her dullness, good sense and want of humour could not have much enjoyed the admiration of men; she enjoyed his heartiness and his noisy jokes, and his high spirits stirred her sluggish blood; he was a great big bouncing boy and he would never be anything else and she felt like a mother towards him; she had made him what he was, and he was her man and she was his woman, and she loved him, notwithstanding his weakness (for with her clear head she must always have been conscious of that), she loved him, ach, was, as Isolde loved Tristan. But then there was the espionage. Even Ashenden with all his tolerance for human frailty could not but feel that to betray your country for money is not a very pretty proceeding. Of course she knew of it, indeed it was probably through her that Caypor had first been approached; he would never have undertaken such work if she had not urged him to it. She loved him and she was an honest and an upright woman. By what devious means had she persuaded herself to force her husband to adopt so base and dishonourable a calling? Ashenden lost himself in a labyrinth of conjecture as he tried to piece together the actions of her mind.
Grantley Caypor was another story. There was little to admire in him, but at that moment Ashenden was not looking for an object of admiration; but there was much that was singular and much that was unexpected in that gross and vulgar fellow. Ashenden watched with entertainment the suave manner in which the spy tried to inveigle him in his toils. It was a couple of days after his first lesson that Caypor after dinner, his wife having gone upstairs, threw himself heavily into a chair by Ashenden�s side. His faithful Fritzi came up to him and put his long muzzle with its black nose on his knee.
�He has no brain,� said Caypor, �but a heart of gold. Look at those little pink eyes. Did you ever see anything so stupid? And what an ugly face, but what incredible charm!�
�Have you had him long?� asked Ashenden.
�I got him in 1914 just before the outbreak of war. By the way, what do you think of the news to-day? Of course my wife and I never discuss the war. You can�t think what a relief to me it is to find a fellow countryman to whom I can open my heart.�
He handed Ashenden a cheap Swiss cigar and Ashenden, making a rueful sacrifice to duty, accepted it.
�Of course they haven�t got a chance, the Germans,� said Caypor, �not a dog�s chance. I knew they were beaten the moment we came in.�
His manner was earnest, sincere, and confidential. Ashenden made a commonplace rejoinder.
�It�s the greatest grief of my life that owing to my wife�s nationality I was unable to do any war work. I tried to enlist the day war broke out, but they wouldn�t have me on account of my age, but I don�t mind telling you, if the war goes on much longer, wife or no wife, I�m going to do something. With my knowledge of languages I ought to be of some service in the Censorship Department. That�s where you were, wasn�t it?�
That was the mark at which he had been aiming and in answer now to his well-directed questions Ashenden gave him the information that he had already prepared. Caypor drew his chair a little nearer and dropped his voice.
�I�m sure you wouldn�t tell me anything that anyone shouldn�t know, but after all these Swiss are absolutely pro-German and we don�t want to give anyone the chance of overhearing.�
Then he went on another tack. He told Ashenden a number of things that were of a certain secrecy.
�I wouldn�t tell this to anybody else, you know, but I have one or two friends who are in pretty influential positions, and they know they can trust me.�
Thus encouraged Ashenden was a little more deliberately indiscreet and when they parted both had reason to be satisfied. Ashenden guessed that Caypor�s typewriter would be kept busy next morning and that extremely energetic Major in Berne would shortly receive a most interesting report.
One evening, going upstairs after dinner, Ashenden passed an open bath-room. He caught sight of the Caypors.
�Come in,� cried Caypor in his cordial way. �We�re washing our Fritzi.�
The bull-terrier was constantly getting himself very dirty, and it was Caypor�s pride to see him clean and white. Ashenden went in. Mrs. Caypor with her sleeves turned up and a large white apron was standing at one end of the bath, while Caypor, in a pair of trousers and a singlet, his fat, freckled arms bare, was soaping the wretched hound.
�We have to do it at night,� he said, �because the Fitzgeralds use this bath and they�d have a fit if they knew we washed the dog in it. We wait till they go to bed. Come along, Fritzi, show the gentleman how beautifully you behave when you have your face scrubbed.�
The poor brute, woe-begone but faintly wagging his tail to show that however foul was this operation performed on him he bore no malice to the god who did it, was standing in the middle of the bath in six inches of water. He was soaped all over and Caypor, talking the while, shampooed him with his great fat hands.
�Oh, what a beautiful dog he�s going to be when he�s as white as the driven snow. His master will be as proud as Punch to walk out with him and all the little lady-dogs will say: good gracious, who�s that beautiful aristocratic-looking bull-terrier walking as though he owned the whole of Switzerland? Now stand still while you have your ears washed. You couldn�t bear to go out into the street with dirty ears, could you? like a nasty little Swiss schoolboy. Noblesse oblige. Now the black nose. Oh, and all the soap is going into his little pink eyes and they�ll smart.�
Mrs. Caypor listened to this nonsense with a good-humoured sluggish smile on her broad, plain face, and presently gravely took a towel.
�Now he�s going to have a ducking. Upsie-daisy.�
Caypor seized the dog by the fore legs and ducked him once and ducked him twice. There was a struggle, a flurry and a splashing. Caypor lifted him out of the bath.
�Now go to mother and she�ll dry you.�
Mrs. Caypor sat down and taking the dog between her strong legs rubbed him till the sweat poured off her forehead. And Fritzi, a little shaken and breathless, but happy it was all over stood, with his sweet stupid face, white and shining.
�Blood will tell,� cried Caypor exultantly. �He knows the names of no less than sixty-four of his ancestors, and they were all nobly born.�
Ashenden was faintly troubled. He shivered a little as he walked upstairs.
Then, one Sunday, Caypor told him that he and his wife were going on an excursion and would eat their luncheon at some little mountain restaurant; and he suggested that Ashenden, each paying his share, should come with them. After three weeks at Lucerne Ashenden thought that his strength would permit him to venture the exertion. They started early, Mrs. Caypor businesslike in her walking boots and Tyrolese hat and alpenstock, and Caypor in stockings and plus-fours looking very British. The situation amused Ashenden and he was prepared to enjoy his day; but he meant to keep his eyes open; it was not inconceivable that the Caypors had discovered what he was and it would not do to go too near a precipice: Mrs. Caypor would not hesitate to give him a push and Caypor for all his jolliness was an ugly customer. But on the face of it there was nothing to mar Ashenden�s pleasure in the golden morning. The air was fragrant. Caypor was full of conversation. He told funny stories. He was gay and jovial. The sweat rolled off his great red face and he laughed at himself because he was so fat. To Ashenden�s astonishment he showed a peculiar knowledge of the mountain flowers. Once he went out of the way to pick one he saw a little distance from the path and brought it back to his wife. He looked at it tenderly.
�Isn�t it lovely?� he cried, and his shifty grey-green eyes for a moment were as candid as a child�s. �It�s like a poem by Walter Savage Landor.�
�Botany is my husband�s favourite science,� said Mrs. Caypor. �I laugh at him sometimes. He is devoted to flowers. Often when we have hardly had enough money to pay the butcher he has spent everything in his pocket to bring me a bunch of roses.�
�Qui fleurit sa maison fleurit son coeur,� said Grantley Caypor.
Ashenden had once or twice seen Caypor, coming in from a walk, offer Mrs. Fitzgerald a nosegay of mountain flowers with an elephantine courtesy that was not entirely displeasing; and what he had just learned added a certain significance to the pretty little action. His passion for flowers was genuine and when he gave them to the old Irish lady he gave her something he valued. It showed a real kindness of heart. Ashenden had always thought botany a tedious science, but Caypor, talking exuberantly as they walked along, was able to impart to it life and interest. He must have given it a good deal of study.
�I�ve never written a book,� he said. �There are too many books already and any desire to write I have is satisfied by the more immediately profitable and quite ephemeral composition of an article for a daily paper. But if I stay here much longer I have half a mind to write a book about the wild flowers of Switzerland. Oh, I wish you�d been here a little earlier. They were marvellous. But one wants to be a poet for that, and I�m only a poor newspaper man.�
It was curious to observe how he was able to combine real emotion with false fact.
When they reached the inn, with its view of the mountains and the lake, it was good to see the sensual pleasure with which he poured down his throat a bottle of ice-cold beer. You could not but feel sympathy for a man who took so much delight in simple things. They lunched deliciously off scrambled eggs and mountain trout. Even Mrs. Caypor was moved to an unwonted gentleness by her surroundings; the inn was in an agreeably rural spot, it looked like a picture of a Swiss ch�let in a book of early nineteenth century travels; and she treated Ashenden with something less than her usual hostility. When they arrived she had burst into loud German exclamations on the beauty of the scene, and now, softened perhaps too by food and drink, her eyes, dwelling on the grandeur before her, filled with tears. She stretched out her hand.
�It is dreadful and I am ashamed, notwithstanding this horrible and unjust war I can feel in my heart at the moment nothing but happiness and gratitude.�
Caypor took her hand and pressed it and, an unusual thing with him, addressing her in German, called her little pet-names. It was absurd, but touching. Ashenden, leaving them to their emotions, strolled through the garden and sat down on a bench that had been prepared for the comfort of the tourist. The view was of course spectacular, but it captured you; it was like a piece of music that was obvious and meretricious, but for the moment shattered your self-control.
And as Ashenden lingered idly in that spot he pondered over the mystery of Grantley Caypor�s treachery. If he liked strange people he had found in him one who was strange beyond belief. It would be foolish to deny that he had amiable traits. His joviality was not assumed, he was without pretence a hearty fellow, and he had real good nature. He was always ready to do a kindness. Ashenden had often watched him with the old Irish Colonel and his wife who were the only other residents of the hotel; he would listen good-humouredly to the old man�s tedious stories of the Egyptian war, and he was charming with her. Now that Ashenden had arrived at terms of some familiarity with Caypor he found that he regarded him less with repulsion than with curiosity. He did not think that he had become a spy merely for the money; he was a man of modest tastes and what he had earned in a shipping-office must have sufficed to so good a manager as Mrs. Caypor; and after war was declared there was no lack of remunerative work for men over the military age. It might be that he was one of those men who prefer devious ways to straight for some intricate pleasure they get in fooling their fellows; and that he had turned spy, not from hatred of the country that had imprisoned him, not even from love of his wife, but from a desire to score off the big-wigs who never even knew of his existence. It might be that it was vanity that impelled him, a feeling that his talents had not received the recognition they merited, or just a puckish, impish desire to do mischief. He was a crook. It is true that only two cases of dishonesty had been brought home to him, but if he had been caught twice it might be surmised that he had often been dishonest without being caught. What did Mrs. Caypor think of this? They were so united that she must be aware of it. Did it make her ashamed, for her own uprightness surely none could doubt, or did she accept it as an inevitable kink in the man she loved? Did she do all she could to prevent it or did she close her eyes to something she could not help?
How much easier life would be if people were all black or all white and how much simpler it would be to act in regard to them! Was Caypor a good man who loved evil or a bad man who loved good? And how could such unreconcilable elements exist side by side and in harmony within the same heart? For one thing was clear, Caypor was disturbed by no gnawing of conscience; he did his mean and despicable work with gusto. He was a traitor who enjoyed his treachery. Though Ashenden had been studying human nature more or less consciously all his life, it seemed to him that he knew as little about it now in middle age as he had done when he was a child. Of course R. would have said to him: why the devil do you waste your time with such nonsense? The man�s a dangerous spy and your business is to lay him by the heels.
That was true enough. Ashenden had decided that it would be useless to attempt to make any arrangement with Caypor. Though doubtless he would have no feeling about betraying his employers he could certainly not be trusted. His wife�s influence was too strong. Besides, notwithstanding what he had from time to time told Ashenden, he was in his heart convinced that the Central Powers must win the war, and he meant to be on the winning side. Well, then Caypor must be laid by the heels, but how he was to effect that Ashenden had no notion. Suddenly he heard a voice.
�There you are. We�ve been wondering where you had hidden yourself.�
He looked round and saw the Caypors strolling towards him. They were walking hand in hand.
�So this is what has kept you so quiet,� said Caypor as his eyes fell on the view. �What a spot!�
Mrs. Caypor clasped her hands.
�Ach Gott, wie sch�n!� she cried. �Wie sch�n. When I look at that blue lake and those snowy mountains I feel inclined, like Go�the�s Faust, to cry to the passing moment: tarry.�
�This is better than being in England with the excursions and alarums of war, isn�t it?� said Caypor.
�Much,� said Ashenden.
�By the way, did you have any difficulty in getting out?�
�No, not the smallest.�
�I�m told they make rather a nuisance of themselves at the frontier nowadays.�
�I came through without the smallest difficulty. I don�t fancy they bother much about the English. I thought the examination of passports was quite perfunctory.�
A fleeting glance passed between Caypor and his wife. Ashenden wondered what it meant. It would be strange if Caypor�s thoughts were occupied with the chances of a journey to England at the very moment when he was himself reflecting on its possibility. In a little while Mrs. Caypor suggested that they had better be starting back and they wandered together in the shade of trees down the mountain paths.
Ashenden was watchful. He could do nothing (and his inactivity irked him) but wait with his eyes open to seize the opportunity that might present itself. A couple of days later an incident occurred that made him certain something was in the wind. In the course of his morning lesson Mrs. Caypor remarked:
�My husband has gone to Geneva to-day. He had some business to do there.�
�Oh,� said Ashenden, �will he be gone long?�
�No, only two days.�
It is not everyone who can tell a lie and Ashenden had the feeling, he hardly knew why, that Mrs. Caypor was telling one then. Her manner perhaps was not quite as indifferent as you would have expected when she was mentioning a fact that could be of no interest to Ashenden. It flashed across his mind that Caypor had been summoned to Berne to see the redoubtable head of the German secret service. When he had the chance he said casually to the waitress:
�A little less work for you to do, fr�ulein. I hear that Herr Caypor has gone to Berne.�
�Yes. But he�ll be back to-morrow.�
That proved nothing, but it was something to go upon. Ashenden knew in Lucerne a Swiss who was willing on emergency to do odd jobs and, looking him up, asked him to take a letter to Berne. It might be possible to pick up Caypor and trace his movements. Next day Caypor appeared once more with his wife at the dinner-table, but merely nodded to Ashenden and afterwards both went straight upstairs. They looked troubled. Caypor, as a rule so animated, walked with bowed shoulders and looked neither to the right nor to the left. Next morning Ashenden received a reply to his letter: Caypor had seen Major von P. It was possible to guess what the Major had said to him. Ashenden well knew how rough he could be: he was a hard man and a brutal, clever, and unscrupulous one and he was not accustomed to mince his words. They were tired of paying Caypor a salary to sit still in Lucerne and do nothing; the time was come for him to go to England. Guess-work? Of course it was guess-work, but in that trade it mostly was: you had to deduce the animal from its jaw-bone. Ashenden knew from Gustav that the Germans wanted to send someone to England. He drew a long breath; if Caypor went he would have to get busy.
When Mrs. Caypor came in to give him his lesson she was dull and listless. She looked tired and her mouth was set obstinately. It occurred to Ashenden that the Caypors had spent most of the night talking. He wished he knew what they had said. Did she urge him to go or did she try to dissuade him? Ashenden watched them again at luncheon. Something was the matter, for they hardly spoke to one another and as a rule they found plenty to talk about. They left the room early, but when Ashenden went out he saw Caypor sitting in the hall by himself.
�Hulloa,� he cried jovially, but surely the effort was patent, �how are you getting on? I�ve been to Geneva.�
�So I heard,� said Ashenden.
�Come and have your coffee with me. My poor wife�s got a headache. I told her she�d better go and lie down.� In his shifty green eyes was an expression that Ashenden could not read. �The fact is, she�s rather worried, poor dear; I�m thinking of going to England.�
Ashenden�s heart gave a sudden leap against his ribs, but his face remained impassive:
�Oh, are you going for long? We shall miss you.�
�To tell you the truth, I�m fed up with doing nothing. The war looks as though it were going on for years and I can�t sit here indefinitely. Besides, I can�t afford it, I�ve got to earn my living. I may have a German wife, but I am an Englishman, hang it all, and I want to do my bit. I could never face my friends again if I just stayed here in ease and comfort till the end of the war and never attempted to do a thing to help the country. My wife takes her German point of view and I don�t mind telling you that she�s a bit upset. You know what women are.�
Now Ashenden knew what it was that he saw in Caypor�s eyes. Fear. It gave him a nasty turn. Caypor didn�t want to go to England, he wanted to stay safely in Switzerland; Ashenden knew now what the major had said to him when he went to see him in Berne. He had got to go or lose his salary. What was it that his wife had said when he told her what had happened? He had wanted her to press him to stay, but, it was plain, she hadn�t done that; perhaps he had not dared tell her how frightened he was; to her he had always been gay, bold, adventurous, and devil-may-care; and now, the prisoner of his own lies, he had not found it in him to confess himself the mean and sneaking coward he was.
�Are you going to take your wife with you?� asked Ashenden.
�No, she�ll stay here.�
It had been arranged very neatly. Mrs. Caypor would receive his letters and forward the information they contained to Berne.
�I�ve been out of England so long that I don�t quite know how to set about getting war-work. What would you do in my place?�
�I don�t know; what sort of work are you thinking of?�
�Well, you know, I imagine I could do the same thing as you did. I wonder if there�s anyone in the Censorship Department that you could give me a letter of introduction to.�
It was only by a miracle that Ashenden saved himself from showing by a smothered cry or by a broken gesture how startled he was; but not by Caypor�s request, by what had just dawned upon him. What an idiot he had been! He had been disturbed by the thought that he was wasting his time at Lucerne, he was doing nothing, and though in fact, as it turned out, Caypor was going to England it was due to no cleverness of his. He could take to himself no credit for the result. And now he saw that he had been put in Lucerne, told how to describe himself and given the proper information, so that what actually had occurred should occur. It would be a wonderful thing for the German secret service to get an agent into the Censorship Department; and by a happy accident there was Grantley Caypor, the very man for the job, on friendly terms with someone who had worked there. What a bit of luck! Major von P. was a man of culture and, rubbing his hands, he must surely have murmured: stultum facit fortuna quem bult perdere. It was a trap of that devilish R. and the grim major at Berne had fallen into it. Ashenden had done his work just by sitting still and doing nothing. He almost laughed as he thought what a fool R. had made of him.
�I was on very good terms with the chief of my department, I could give you a note to him if you liked.�
�That would be just the thing.�
�But of course I must give the facts. I must say I�ve met you here and only known you a fortnight.�
�Of course. But you�ll say what else you can for me, won�t you?�
�Oh, certainly.�
�I don�t know yet if I can get a visa. I�m told they�re rather fussy.�
�I don�t see why. I shall be very sick if they refuse me one when I want to go back.�
�I�ll go and see how my wife is getting on,� said Caypor suddenly, getting up. �When will you let me have that letter?�
�Whenever you like. Are you going at once?�
�As soon as possible.�
Caypor left him. Ashenden waited in the hall for a quarter of an hour so that there should appear in him no sign of hurry. Then he went upstairs and prepared various communications. In one he informed R. that Caypor was going to England; in another he made arrangements through Berne that wherever Caypor applied for a visa it should be granted to him without question; and these he despatched forthwith. When he went down to dinner he handed Caypor a cordial letter of introduction.
Next day but one Caypor left Lucerne.
Ashenden waited. He continued to have his hour�s lesson with Mrs. Caypor and under her conscientious tuition began now to speak German with ease. They talked of Goethe and Winckelmann, of art and life and travel. Fritzi sat quietly by her chair.
�He misses his master,� she said, pulling his ears. �He only really cares for him, he suffers me only as belonging to him.�
After his lesson Ashenden went every morning to Cook�s to ask for his letters. It was here that all communications were addressed to him. He could not move till he received instructions, but R. could be trusted not to leave him idle long; and meanwhile there was nothing for him to do but have patience. Presently he received a letter from the consul in Geneva to say that Caypor had there applied for his visa and had set out for France. Having read this Ashenden went on for a little stroll by the lake and on his way back happened to see Mrs. Caypor coming out of Cook�s office. He guessed that she was having her letters addressed there too. He went up to her.
�Have you had news of Herr Caypor?� he asked her.
�No,� she said. �I suppose I could hardly expect to yet.�
He walked along by her side. She was disappointed, but not yet anxious; she knew how irregular at that time was the post. But next day during the lesson he could not but see that she was impatient to have done with it. The post was delivered at noon and at five minutes to she looked at her watch and him. Though Ashenden knew very well that no letter would ever come for her he had not the heart to keep her on tenter-hooks.
�Don�t you think that�s enough for the day? I�m sure you want to go down to Cook�s,� he said.
�Thank you. That is very amiable of you.�
When a little later he went there himself he found her standing in the middle of the office. Her face was distraught. She addressed him wildly.
�My husband promised to write from Paris. I am sure there is a letter for me, but these stupid people say there�s nothing. They�re so careless, it�s a scandal.�
Ashenden did not know what to say. While the clerk was looking through the bundle to see if there was anything for him she came up to the desk again.
�When does the next post come in from France?� she asked.
�Sometimes there are letters about five.�
�I�ll come then.�
She turned and walked rapidly away. Fritzi followed her with his tail between his legs. There was no doubt of it, already the fear had seized her that something was wrong. Next morning she looked dreadful; she could not have closed her eyes all night; and in the middle of the lesson she started up from her chair.
�You must excuse me, Herr Somerville, I cannot give you a lesson to-day. I am not feeling well.�
Before Ashenden could say anything she had flung nervously from the room, and in the evening he got a note from her to say that she regretted that she must discontinue giving him conversation lessons. She gave no reason. Then Ashenden saw no more of her; she ceased coming in to meals; except to go morning and afternoon to Cook�s she spent apparently the whole day in her room. Ashenden thought of her sitting there hour after hour with that hideous fear gnawing at her heart. Who could help feeling sorry for her? The time hung heavy on his hands too. He read a good deal and wrote a little, he hired a canoe and went for long leisurely paddles on the lake; and at last one morning the clerk at Cook�s handed him a letter. It was from R. It had all the appearance of a business communication, but between the lines he read a good deal.
Dear Sir, it began, The goods, with accompanying letter, despatched by you from Lucerne have been duly delivered. We are obliged to you for executing our instructions with such promptness.
It went on in this strain. R. was exultant. Ashenden guessed that Caypor had been arrested and by now had paid the penalty of his crime. He shuddered. He remembered a dreadful scene. Dawn. A cold, grey dawn, with a drizzling rain falling. A man, blindfolded, standing against a wall, an officer very pale giving an order, a volley, and then a young soldier, one of the firing-party, turning round and holding on to his gun for support, vomiting. The officer turned paler still, and he, Ashenden, feeling dreadfully faint. How terrified Caypor must have been! It was awful when the tears ran down their faces. Ashenden shook himself. He went to the ticket-office and obedient to his orders bought himself a ticket for Geneva.
As he was waiting for his change Mrs. Caypor came in. He was shocked at the sight of her. She was blowsy and dishevelled and there were heavy rings round her eyes. She was deathly pale. She staggered up to the desk and asked for a letter. The clerk shook his head.
�I�m sorry, madam, there�s nothing yet.�
�But look, look. Are you sure? Please look again.�
The misery in her voice was heart-rending. The clerk with a shrug of the shoulders took out the letters from a pigeon-hole and sorted them once more.
�No, there�s nothing, madam.�
She gave a hoarse cry of despair and her face was distorted with anguish.
�Oh, God, oh, God,� she moaned.
She turned away, the tears streaming from her weary eyes, and for a moment she stood there like a blind man groping and not knowing which way to go. Then a fearful thing happened. Fritzi, the bull-terrier, sat down on his haunches and threw back his head and gave a long, long melancholy howl. Mrs. Caypor looked at him with terror; her eyes seemed really to start from her head. The doubt, the gnawing doubt that had tortured her during those dreadful days of suspense, was a doubt no longer. She knew. She staggered blindly into the street.

Oh, the Horror!
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Don�t Look Now
DAPHNE DU MAURIER

THE STORY
Original publication:Ladies� Home Journal, December 1970; first collected in Don�t Look Now by Daphne du Maurier (Garden City, NY, Doubleday, 1971)

Few writers have been able to so successfully blend various genres in seamless works of fiction as Daphne du Maurier (1907�1989), as she has done with mystery, romance, horror, and historical fiction.
Born in London, she came from an illustrious family. Her grandfather was the famous artist and author George du Maurier, who produced his first novel, Peter Ibbetson (1891), at the age of fifty-six and then wrote Trilby (1894), creating Svengali, a character whose name has become part of the English language. Her father was Gerald du Maurier, an actor who dominated the English stage in the first quarter of the twentieth century. Her mother was Muriel Beaumont, also an accomplished actress. Her older sister Angela, who played Wendy in Peter Pan, was also an author. After her marriage to Colonel Frederick Arthur Montague Browning II, who was knighted for his distinguished service in World War II, Daphne du Maurier was also known as Lady Browning or Dame Daphne; she was made a Dame of the British Empire by Queen Elizabeth II for her literary distinction.
She is much loved by readers worldwide for such successful works as Jamaica Inn (1936), a historical novel about a gang of pirates who run ships aground, kill the sailors, and steal the cargo; My Cousin Rachel (1951), a romantic suspense novel; and The Scapegoat (1957), a tale of switched identities � but it is for Rebecca (1938) that she is best known. One of the most successful novels of all time (it remained on the bestseller list for two years), its opening sentence may be the best-remembered and most often quoted of the twentieth century: �Last night I dreamt I went to Manderley again.�
This romantic tale of suspense is set in a sinister but beautiful old house based on Menabilly, a seventeenth-century mansion overlooking the sea from the rugged coast of Cornwall that was du Maurier�s home for twenty-five years. The plot focuses on a lovely but beleaguered young wife apparently at the mercy of a strangely distant husband and an inscrutable servant. The difficulties of a na�ve second wife will be familiar to readers of Jane Eyre, to which it bears some resemblance � though without the dead body.
Rebecca is only one of du Maurier�s books to have been filmed, though none better than Alfred Hitchcock�s masterpiece, released in 1940. Evidently a great fan of du Maurier�s work, he also directed Jamaica Inn (1939), and The Birds (1963), an ecological horror story, loosely adapted from her 1952 short story of the same name.

THE FILM
Title: Don�t Look Now, 1973
Studio: British Lion Films
Director: Nicolas Roeg
Screenwriters: Allan Scott, Chris Bryant
Producer: Peter Katz

THE CAST
��Julie Christie (Laura Baxter)
��Donald Sutherland (John Baxter)
��Hilary Mason (Heather)
��Clelia Matania (Wendy)
��Massimo Serato (Bishop Barbarrigo)
��Renato Scarpa (Inspector Longhi)

A faithful adaptation of Daphne du Maurier�s short story, Don�t Look Now is the story of Laura and John Baxter, a couple grieving over the death of their daughter. They have gone on a vacation to Venice in an attempt to restore some normalcy to their lives. They encounter a pair of sisters, one of whom is a psychic who claims to see their daughter but warns that Venice is dangerous for them and advises them to leave. At the time, the old Italian city is plagued by a serial killer. An element of apparently supernatural events convinces them that they see tiny glimpses of their daughter as it seems that a girl in a bright red cloak is just at the periphery of their vision. In a dark alley, John is convinced that he sees a girl in the cloak and chases after her in the impossible hope � and fear � that somehow it is his daughter.
The real-life couple Natalie Wood and Robert Wagner had been proposed as the stars of the film, but director Nicolas Roeg had his heart set on Julie Christie and Donald Sutherland.
Although a noted mystery and horror classic, the single most memorable moment in Don�t Look Now was a sex scene featuring the stars, who had never even met before being cast for the film. Not in the original script, Roeg had the last-minute idea of including a sex scene since so many other scenes showed the couple arguing.
It was reported that Christie was terrified, so the set was largely emptied, leaving only Roeg and the cinematographer in an empty room with the two actors. It was the first scene shot, as Roeg just wanted to �get it out of the way.� Christie and Sutherland removed their dressing gowns, climbed onto the bed, and Roeg gave constant orders as to exactly what they were to do to each other. One of the most erotic cinematic moments of its time, it barely avoided being given an X-rating by cutting one-half second from the activity. It was shot and edited so convincingly that Sutherland and the producer had to issue denials that the couple had actually engaged in intercourse.
The actor who played the policeman spoke no English. Renato Scarpa merely read the lines of dialogue he�d been handed with no notion of what they meant, making him seem sinister.
Julie Christie had had several roles but was still somewhat unknown when the producers of the James Bond film Dr. No (1962) considered her for the part taken by Ursula Andress, who got the role because she was more generously endowed. Although a star of the brightest magnitude after Doctor Zhivago (1965), Far from the Madding Crowd (1967), and Petulia (1968), she pretty much retired from regular work at that point, preferring to be with Warren Beatty, her lover of seven years, turning down starring roles in Valley of the Dolls (1967), Rosemary�s Baby (1968), They Shoot Horses, Don�t They? (1969), The Godfather (1972), and Chinatown (1974), among others.
Donald Sutherland has appeared in about two hundred films and television shows. He is often cast as a menacing figure, slightly askew. In an interview, he says that he was once up for a part that he really wanted but was turned down, being told, �Sorry, you�re the best actor but this part calls for a guy-next-door type. You don�t look as if you�ve ever lived next door to anyone.�

DON�T LOOK NOW
Daphne du Maurier

�Don�t look now,� John said to his wife, �but there are a couple of old girls two tables away who are trying to hypnotize me.�
Laura, quick on cue, made an elaborate pretence of yawning, then tilted her head as though searching the skies for a nonexistent aircraft.
�Right behind you,� he added. �That�s why you can�t turn round at once � it would be much too obvious.�
Laura played the oldest trick in the world and dropped her napkin, then bent to scrabble for it under her feet, sending a shooting glance over her left shoulder as she straightened once again. She sucked in her cheeks, the first tell-tale sign of suppressed hysteria, and lowered her head.
�They�re not old girls at all,� she said. �They�re male twins in drag.�
Her voice broke ominously, the prelude to uncontrolled laughter, and John quickly poured some more chianti into her glass.
�Pretend to choke,� he said, �then they won�t notice. You know what it is, they�re criminals doing the sights of Europe, changing sex at each stop. Twin sisters here on Torcello. Twin brothers tomorrow in Venice, or even tonight, parading arm-in-arm across the Piazza San Marco. Just a matter of switching clothes and wigs.�
�Jewel thieves or murderers?� asked Laura.
�Oh, murderers, definitely. But why, I ask myself, have they picked on me?�
The waiter made a diversion by bringing coffee and bearing away the fruit, which gave Laura time to banish hysteria and regain control.
�I can�t think,� she said, �why we didn�t notice them when we arrived. They stand out to high heaven. One couldn�t fail.�
�That gang of Americans masked them,� said John, �and the bearded man with a monocle who looked like a spy. It wasn�t until they all went just now that I saw the twins. Oh God, the one with the shock of white hair has got her eye on me again.�
Laura took the powder compact from her bag and held it in front of her face, the mirror acting as a reflector.
�I think it�s me they�re looking at, not you,� she said. �Thank heaven I left my pearls with the manager at the hotel.� She paused, dabbing the sides of her nose with powder. �The thing is,� she said after a moment, �we�ve got them wrong. They�re neither murderers nor thieves. They�re a couple of pathetic old retired schoolmistresses on holiday, who�ve saved up all their lives to visit Venice. They come from some place with a name like Walabanga in Australia. And they�re called Tilly and Tiny.�
Her voice, for the first time since they had come away, took on the old bubbling quality he loved, and the worried frown between her brows had vanished. At last, he thought, at last she�s beginning to get over it. If I can keep this going, if we can pick up the familiar routine of jokes shared on holiday and at home, the ridiculous fantasies about people at other tables, or staying in the hotel, or wandering in art galleries and churches, then everything will fall into place, life will become as it was before, the wound will heal, she will forget.
�You know,� said Laura, �that really was a very good lunch. I did enjoy it.�
Thank God, he thought, thank God... Then he leant forward, speaking low in a conspirator�s whisper. �One of them is going to the loo,� he said. �Do you suppose he, or she, is going to change her wig?�
�Don�t say anything,� Laura murmured. �I�ll follow her and find out. She may have a suitcase tucked away there, and she�s going to switch clothes.�
She began to hum under her breath, the signal, to her husband, of content. The ghost was temporarily laid, and all because of the familiar holiday game, abandoned too long, and now, through mere chance, blissfully recaptured.
�Is she on her way?� asked Laura.
�About to pass our table now,� he told her.
Seen on her own, the woman was not so remarkable. Tall, angular, aquiline features, with the close-cropped hair which was fashionably called Eton crop, he seemed to remember, in his mother�s day, and about her person the stamp of that particular generation. She would be in her middle sixties, he supposed, the masculine shirt with collar and tie, sports jacket, grey tweed skirt coming to mid-calf. Grey stockings and laced black shoes. He had seen the type on golf-courses and at dog-shows � invariably showing not sporting breeds but pugs � and if you came across them at a party in somebody�s house they were quicker on the draw with a cigarette-lighter than he was himself, a mere male, with pocket-matches. The general belief that they kept house with a more feminine, fluffy companion was not always true. Frequently they boasted, and adored, a golfing husband. No, the striking point about this particular individual was that there were two of them. Identical twins cast in the same mould. The only difference was that the other one had whiter hair.
�Supposing,� murmured Laura, �when I find myself in the toilette beside her she starts to strip?�
�Depends on what is revealed,� John answered. �If she�s hermaphrodite, make a bolt for it. She might have a hypodermic syringe concealed and want to knock you out before you reach the door.�
Laura sucked in her cheeks once more and began to shake. Then, squaring her shoulders, she rose to her feet. �I simply must not laugh,� she said, �and whatever you do, don�t look at me when I come back, especially if we come out together.� She picked up her bag and strolled self-consciously away from the table in pursuit of her prey.
John poured the dregs of the chianti into his glass and lit a cigarette. The sun blazed down upon the little garden of the restaurant. The Americans had left, and the monocled man, and the family party at the far end. All was peace. The identical twin was sitting back in her chair with her eyes closed. Thank heaven, he thought, for this moment at any rate, when relaxation was possible, and Laura had been launched upon her foolish, harmless game. The holiday could yet turn into the cure she needed, blotting out, if only temporarily, the numb despair that had seized her since the child died.
�She�ll get over it,� the doctor said. �They all get over it, in time. And you have the boy.�
�I know,� John had said, �but the girl meant everything. She always did, right from the start, I don�t know why. I suppose it was the difference in age. A boy of school age, and a tough one at that, is someone in his own right. Not a baby of five. Laura literally adored her. Johnnie and I were nowhere.�
�Give her time,� repeated the doctor, �give her time. And anyway, you�re both young still. There�ll be others. Another daughter.�
So easy to talk... How replace the life of a loved lost child with a dream? He knew Laura too well. Another child, another girl, would have her own qualities, a separate identity, she might even induce hostility because of this very fact. A usurper in the cradle, in the cot, that had been Christine�s. A chubby, flaxen replica of Johnnie, not the little waxen dark-haired sprite that had gone.
He looked up, over his glass of wine, and the woman was staring at him again. It was not the casual, idle glance of someone at a nearby table, waiting for her companion to return, but something deeper, more intent, the prominent, light blue eyes oddly penetrating, giving him a sudden feeling of discomfort. Damn the woman! All right, bloody stare, if you must. Two can play at that game. He blew a cloud of cigarette smoke into the air and smiled at her, he hoped offensively. She did not register. The blue eyes continued to hold his, so that finally he was obliged to look away himself, extinguish his cigarette, glance over his shoulder for the waiter and call for the bill. Settling for this, and fumbling with the change, with a few casual remarks about the excellence of the meal, brought composure, but a prickly feeling on his scalp remained, and an odd sensation of unease. Then it went, as abruptly as it had started, and stealing a furtive glance at the other table he saw that her eyes were closed again, and she was sleeping, or dozing, as she had done before. The waiter disappeared. All was still.
Laura, he thought, glancing at his watch, is being a hell of a time. Ten minutes at least. Something to tease her about, anyway. He began to plan the form the joke would take. How the old dolly had stripped to her smalls, suggesting that Laura should do likewise. And then the manager had burst in upon them both, exclaiming in horror, the reputation of the restaurant damaged, the hint that unpleasant consequences might follow unless... The whole exercise turning out to be a plant, an exercise in blackmail. He and Laura and the twins taken in a police launch back to Venice for questioning. Quarter of an hour... Oh, come on, come on...
There was a crunch of feet on the gravel. Laura�s twin walked slowly past, alone. She crossed over to her table and stood there a moment, her tall, angular figure interposing itself between John and her sister. She was saying something, but he couldn�t catch the words. What was the accent, though � Scottish? Then she bent, offering an arm to the seated twin, and they moved away together across the garden to the break in the little hedge beyond, the twin who had stared at John leaning on her sister�s arm. Here was the difference again. She was not quite so tall, and she stooped more � perhaps she was arthritic. They disappeared out of sight, and John, becoming impatient, got up and was about to walk back into the hotel when Laura emerged.
�Well, I must say, you took your time,� he began, then stopped, because of the expression on her face.
�What�s the matter, what�s happened?� he asked.
He could tell at once there was something wrong. Almost as if she were in a state of shock. She blundered towards the table he had just vacated and sat down. He drew up a chair beside her, taking her hand.
�Darling, what is it? Tell me � are you ill?�
She shook her head, and then turned and looked at him. The dazed expression he had noticed at first had given way to one of dawning confidence, almost of exaltation.
�It�s quite wonderful,� she said slowly, �the most wonderful thing that could possibly be. You see, she isn�t dead, she�s still with us. That�s why they kept staring at us, those two sisters. They could see Christine.�
Oh God, he thought. It�s what I�ve been dreading. She�s going off her head. What do I do? How do I cope?
�Laura, sweet,� he began, forcing a smile, �look, shall we go? I�ve paid the bill, we can go and look at the cathedral and stroll around, and then it will be time to take off in that launch again for Venice.�
She wasn�t listening, or at any rate the words didn�t penetrate.
�John, love,� she said, �I�ve got to tell you what happened. I followed her, as we planned, into the toilette place. She was combing her hair and I went into the loo, and then came out and washed my hands in the basin. She was washing hers in the next basin. Suddenly she turned and said to me, in a strong Scots accent, �Don�t be unhappy any more. My sister has seen your little girl. She was sitting between you and your husband, laughing.� Darling, I thought I was going to faint. I nearly did. Luckily, there was a chair, and I sat down, and the woman bent over me and patted my head. I�m not sure of her exact words, but she said something about the moment of truth and joy being as sharp as a sword, but not to be afraid, all was well, but the sister�s vision had been so strong they knew I had to be told, and that Christine wanted it. Oh John, don�t look like that. I swear I�m not making it up, this is what she told me, it�s all true.�
The desperate urgency in her voice made his heart sicken. He had to play along with her, agree, soothe, do anything to bring back some sense of calm.
�Laura, darling, of course I believe you,� he said, �only it�s a sort of shock, and I�m upset because you�re upset...�
�But I�m not upset,� she interrupted. �I�m happy, so happy that I can�t put the feeling into words. You know what it�s been like all these weeks, at home and everywhere we�ve been on holiday, though I tried to hide it from you. Now it�s lifted, because I know, I just know, that the woman was right. Oh Lord, how awful of me, but I�ve forgotten their name � she did tell me. You see, the thing is that she�s a retired doctor, they come from Edinburgh, and the one who saw Christine went blind a few years ago. Although she�s studied the occult all her life and been very psychic, it�s only since going blind that she has really seen things, like a medium. They�ve had the most wonderful experiences. But to describe Christine as the blind one did to her sister, even down to the little blue-and-white dress with the puff sleeves that she wore at her birthday party, and to say she was smiling happily... Oh darling, it�s made me so happy I think I�m going to cry.�
No hysteria. Nothing wild. She took a tissue from her bag and blew her nose, smiling at him. �I�m all right, you see, you don�t have to worry. Neither of us need worry about anything any more. Give me a cigarette.�
He took one from his packet and lighted it for her. She sounded normal, herself again. She wasn�t trembling. And if this sudden belief was going to keep her happy he couldn�t possibly begrudge it. But... but... he wished, all the same, it hadn�t happened. There was something uncanny about thought-reading, about telepathy. Scientists couldn�t account for it, nobody could, and this is what must have happened just now between Laura and the sisters. So the one who had been staring at him was blind. That accounted for the fixed gaze. Which somehow was unpleasant in itself, creepy. Oh hell, he thought, I wish we hadn�t come here for lunch. Just chance, a flick of a coin between this, Torcello, and driving to Padua, and we had to choose Torcello.
�You didn�t arrange to meet them again or anything, did you?� he asked, trying to sound casual.
�No, darling, why should I?� Laura answered. �I mean, there was nothing more they could tell me. The sister had had her wonderful vision, and that was that. Anyway, they�re moving on. Funnily enough, it�s rather like our original game. They are going round the world before returning to Scotland. Only I said Australia, didn�t I? The old dears... anything less like murderers and jewel thieves!�
She had quite recovered. She stood up and looked about her. �Come on,� she said. �Having come to Torcello we must see the cathedral.�
They made their way from the restaurant across the open piazza, where the stalls had been set up with scarves and trinkets and postcards, and so along the path to the cathedral. One of the ferry-boats had just decanted a crowd of sight-seers, many of whom had already found their way into Santa Maria Assunta. Laura, undaunted, asked her husband for the guidebook, and, as had always been her custom in happier days, started to walk slowly through the cathedral, studying mosaics, columns, panels from left to right, while John, less interested, because of his concern at what had just happened, followed close behind, keeping a weather eye alert for the twin sisters. There was no sign of them. Perhaps they had gone into the Church of Santa Fosca close by. A sudden encounter would be embarrassing, quite apart from the effect it might have upon Laura. But the anonymous, shuffling tourists, intent upon culture, could not harm her, although from his own point of view they made artistic appreciation impossible. He could not concentrate, the cold clear beauty of what he saw left him untouched, and when Laura touched his sleeve, pointing to the mosaic of the Virgin and Child standing above the frieze of the Apostles, he nodded in sympathy yet saw nothing, the long, sad face of the Virgin infinitely remote, and turning on sudden impulse stared back over the heads of the tourists towards the door, where frescoes of the blessed and the damned gave themselves to judgment.
The twins were standing there, the blind one still holding on to her sister�s arm, her sightless eyes fixed firmly upon him. He felt himself held, unable to move, and an impending sense of doom, of tragedy, came upon him. His whole being sagged, as it were, in apathy, and he thought, This is the end, there is no escape, no future. Then both sisters turned and went out of the cathedral and the sensation vanished, leaving indignation in its wake, and rising anger. How dare those two old fools practice their mediumistic tricks on him? It was fraudulent, unhealthy; this was probably the way they lived, touring the world making everyone they met uncomfortable. Give them half a chance and they would have got money out of Laura � anything.
He felt her tugging at his sleeve again. �Isn�t she beautiful? So happy, so serene.�
�Who? What?� he asked.
�The Madonna,� she answered. �She has a magic quality. It goes right through to one. Don�t you feel it too?�
�I suppose so. I don�t know. There are too many people around.�
She looked up at him, astonished. �What�s that got to do with it? How funny you are. Well, all right, let�s get away from them. I want to buy some postcards anyway.� Disappointed, she sensed his lack of interest, and began to thread her way through the crowd of tourists to the door.
�Come on,� he said abruptly, once they were outside, �there�s plenty of time for postcards, let�s explore a bit,� and he struck off from the path, which would have taken them back to the center where the little houses were, and the stalls, and the drifting crowd of people, to a narrow way amongst uncultivated ground, beyond which he could see a sort of cutting, or canal. The sight of water, limpid, pale, was a soothing contrast to the fierce sun above their heads.
�I don�t think this leads anywhere much,� said Laura. �It�s a bit muddy, too, one can�t sit. Besides, there are more things the guidebook says we ought to see.�
�Oh, forget the book,� he said impatiently, and, pulling her down beside him on the bank above the cutting, put his arms round her.
�It�s the wrong time of day for sight-seeing. Look, there�s a rat swimming there the other side.� He picked up a stone and threw it in the water, and the animal sank, or somehow disappeared, and nothing was left but bubbles.
�Don�t,� said Laura. �It�s cruel, poor thing,� and then suddenly, putting her hand on his knee, �Do you think Christine is sitting here beside us?�
He did not answer at once. What was there to say? Would it be like this forever?
�I expect so,� he said slowly, �if you feel she is.�
The point was, remembering Christine before the onset of the fatal meningitis, she would have been running along the bank excitedly, throwing off her shoes, wanting to paddle, giving Laura a fit of apprehension. �Sweetheart, take care, come back...�
�The woman said she was looking so happy, sitting beside us, smiling,� said Laura. She got up, brushing her dress, her mood changed to restlessness. �Come on, let�s go back,� she said.
He followed her with a sinking heart. He knew she did not really want to buy postcards or see what remained to be seen; she wanted to go in search of the women again, not necessarily to talk, just to be near them. When they came to the open place by the stalls he noticed that the crowd of tourists had thinned, there were only a few stragglers left, and the sisters were not amongst them. They must have joined the main body who had come to Torcello by the ferry-service. A wave of relief seized him.
�Look, there�s a mass of postcards at the second stall,� he said quickly, �and some eye-catching head-scarves. Let me buy you a head-scarf.�
�Darling, I�ve so many!� she protested. �Don�t waste your lire.�
�It isn�t a waste. I�m in a buying mood. What about a basket? You know we never have enough baskets. Or some lace. How about lace?�
She allowed herself, laughing, to be dragged to the stall. While he rumpled through the goods spread out before them, and chatted up the smiling woman who was selling her wares, his ferociously bad Italian making her smile the more, he knew it would give the body of tourists more time to walk to the landing-stage and catch the ferry-service, and the twin sisters would be out of sight and out of their life.
�Never,� said Laura, some twenty minutes later, �has so much junk been piled into so small a basket,� her bubbling laugh reassuring him that all was well, he needn�t worry any more, the evil hour had passed. The launch from the Cipriani that had brought them from Venice was waiting by the landing-stage. The passengers who had arrived with them, the Americans, the man with the monocle, were already assembled. Earlier, before setting out, he had thought the price for lunch and transport, there and back, decidedly steep. Now he grudged none of it, except that the outing to Torcello itself had been one of the major errors of this particular holiday in Venice. They stepped down into the launch, finding a place in the open, and the boat chugged away down the canal and into the lagoon. The ordinary ferry had gone before, steaming towards Murano, while their own craft headed past San Francesco del Deserto and so back direct to Venice.
He put his arm around her once more, holding her close, and this time she responded, smiling up at him, her head on his shoulder.
�It�s been a lovely day,� she said. �I shall never forget it, never. You know, darling, now at last I can begin to enjoy our holiday.�
He wanted to shout with relief. It�s going to be all right, he decided, let her believe what she likes, it doesn�t matter, it makes her happy. The beauty of Venice rose before them, sharply outlined against the glowing sky, and there was still so much to see, wandering there together, that might now be perfect because of her change of mood, the shadow having lifted, and aloud he began to discuss the evening to come, where they would dine � not the restaurant they usually went to, near the Venice Theatre, but somewhere different, somewhere new.
�Yes, but it must be cheap,� she said, falling in with his mood, �because we�ve already spent so much today.�
Their hotel by the Grand Canal had a welcoming, comforting air. The clerk smiled as he handed over their key. The bedroom was familiar, like home, with Laura�s things arranged neatly on the dressing-table, but with it the little festive atmosphere of strangeness, of excitement, that only a holiday bedroom brings. This is ours for the moment, but no more. While we are in it we bring it life. When we have gone it no longer exists, it fades into anonymity. He turned on both taps in the bathroom, the water gushing into the bath, the steam rising. Now, he thought afterwards, now at last is the moment to make love, and he went back into the bedroom, and she understood, and opened her arms and smiled. Such blessed relief after all those weeks of restraint.
�The thing is,� she said later, fixing her earrings before the looking-glass, �I�m not really terribly hungry. Shall we just be dull and eat in the dining-room here?�
�God, no!� he exclaimed. �With all those rather dreary couples at the other tables? I�m ravenous. I�m also gay. I want to get rather sloshed.�
�Not bright lights and music, surely?�
�No, no... some small, dark, intimate cave, rather sinister, full of lovers with other people�s wives.�
�H�m,� sniffed Laura, �we all know what that means. You�ll spot some Italian lovely of sixteen and smirk at her through dinner, while I�m stuck high and dry with a beastly man�s broad back.�
They went out laughing into the warm soft night, and the magic was about them everywhere. �Let�s walk,� he said, �let�s walk and work up an appetite for our gigantic meal,� and inevitably they found themselves by the Molo and the lapping gondolas dancing upon the water, the lights everywhere blending with the darkness. There were other couples strolling for the same sake of aimless enjoyment, backwards, forwards, purposeless, and the inevitable sailors in groups, noisy, gesticulating, and dark-eyed girls whispering, clicking on high heels.
�The trouble is,� said Laura, �walking in Venice becomes compulsive once you start. Just over the next bridge, you say, and then the next one beckons. I�m sure there are no restaurants down here, we�re almost at those public gardens where they hold the Biennale. Let�s turn back. I know there�s a restaurant somewhere near the Church of San Zaccaria, there�s a little alley-way leading to it.�
�Tell you what,� said John, �if we go down here by the Arsenal, and cross that bridge at the end and head left, we�ll come upon San Zaccaria from the other side. We did it the other morning.�
�Yes, but it was daylight then. We may lose our way, it�s not very well lit.�
�Don�t fuss. I have an instinct for these things.�
They turned down the Fondamenta del l�Arsenale and crossed the little bridge short of the Arsenal itself, and so on past the Church of San Martino. There were two canals ahead, one bearing right, the other left, with narrow streets beside them. John hesitated. Which one was it they had walked beside the day before?
�You see,� protested Laura, �we shall be lost, just as I said.�
�Nonsense,� replied John firmly. �It�s the left-hand one, I remember the little bridge.�
The canal was narrow, the houses on either side seemed to close in upon it, and in the daytime, with the sun�s reflection on the water and the windows of the houses open, bedding upon the balconies, a canary singing in a cage, there had been an impression of warmth, of secluded shelter. Now, ill-lit, in darkness, the windows of the houses shuttered, the water dank, the scene appeared altogether different, neglected, poor, and the long narrow boats moored to the slippery steps of cellar entrances looked like coffins.
�I swear I don�t remember this bridge,� said Laura, pausing, and holding on to the rail, �and I don�t like the look of that alley-way beyond.�
�There�s a lamp halfway up,� John told her. �I know exactly where we are, not far from the Greek quarter.�
They crossed the bridge, and were about to plunge into the alley-way, when they heard the cry. It came, surely, from one of the houses on the opposite side, but which one it was impossible to say. With the shutters closed, each of them seemed dead. They turned, and stared in the direction from which the sound had come.
�What was it?� whispered Laura.
�Some drunk or other,� said John briefly, �come on.�
Less like a drunk than someone being strangled, and the choking cry suppressed as the grip held firm.
�We ought to call the police,� said Laura.
�Oh, for heaven�s sake,� said John. Where did she think she was � Piccadilly?
�Well, I�m off, it�s sinister,� she replied, and began to hurry away up the twisting alley-way. John hesitated, his eye caught by a small figure which suddenly crept from a cellar entrance below one of the opposite houses, and then jumped into a narrow boat below. It was a child, a little girl � she couldn�t have been more than five or six � wearing a short coat over her minute skirt, a pixie hood covering her head. There were four boats moored, line upon line, and she proceeded to jump from one to the other with surprising agility, intent, it would seem, upon escape. Once her foot slipped and he caught his breath, for she was within a few feet of the water, losing balance; then she recovered, and hopped on to the furthest boat. Bending, she tugged at the rope, which had the effect of swinging the boat�s after-end across the canal, almost touching the opposite side and another cellar entrance, about thirty feet from the spot where John stood watching her. Then the child jumped again, landing upon the cellar steps, and vanished into the house, the boat swinging back into mid-canal behind her. The whole episode could not have taken more than four minutes. Then he heard the quick patter of feet. Laura had returned. She had seen none of it, for which he felt unspeakably thankful. The sight of a child, a little girl, in what must have been near danger, her fear that the scene he had just witnessed was in some way a sequel to the alarming cry, might have had a disastrous effect on her overwrought nerves.
�What are you doing?� she called. �I daren�t go on without you. The wretched alley branches in two directions.�
�Sorry,� he told her, �I�m coming.�
He took her arm and they walked briskly along the alley, John with an apparent confidence he did not possess.
�There were no more cries, were there?� she asked.
�No,� he said, �no, nothing. I tell you, it was some drunk.�
The alley led to a deserted campo behind a church, not a church he knew, and he led the way across, along another street and over a further bridge.
�Wait a minute,� he said, �I think we take this right-hand turning. It will lead us into the Greek quarter, the Church of San Georgio is somewhere over there.�
She did not answer. She was beginning to lose faith. The place was like a maze. They might circle round and round forever, and then find themselves back again, near the bridge where they had heard the cry. Doggedly he led her on, and then, surprisingly, with relief, he saw people walking in the lighted street ahead, there was a spire of a church, the surroundings became familiar.
�There, I told you,� he said, �that�s San Zaccaria, we�ve found it all right. Your restaurant can�t be far away.� And anyway, there would be other restaurants, somewhere to eat, at least here was the cheering glitter of lights, of movement, canals beside which people walked, the atmosphere of tourism. The letters RISTORANTE in blue lights, shone like a beacon down a left-hand alley.
�Is this your place?� he asked.
�God knows,� she said. �Who cares? Let�s feed there anyway.�
And so into the sudden blast of heated air and hum of voices, the smell of pasta, wine, waiters, jostling customers, laughter. �For two? This way, please.� Why, he thought, was one�s British nationality always so obvious? A cramped little table and an enormous menu scribbled in an indecipherable mauve ink, with the waiter hovering, expecting the order forthwith.
�Two very large Camparis, with soda,� John said. �Then we�ll study the menu.�
He was not going to be rushed. He handed the bill of fare to Laura and looked about him. Mostly Italians � that meant the food would be good. Then he saw them. At the opposite side of the room. The twin sisters. They must have come into the restaurant hard upon Laura and his own arrival, for they were only now sitting down, shedding their coats, the waiter hovering beside the table. John was seized with the irrational thought that this was no coincidence. The sisters had noticed them both, in the street outside, and had followed them in. Why, in the name of hell, should they have picked on this particular spot, in the whole of Venice, unless... unless Laura herself, at Torcello, had suggested a further encounter, or the sister had suggested it to her? A small restaurant near the Church of San Zaccaria, we go there sometimes for dinner. It was Laura, before the walk, who had mentioned San Zaccaria...
She was still intent upon the menu, she had not seen the sisters, but any moment now she would have chosen what she wanted to eat, and then she would raise her head and look across the room. If only the drinks would come. If only the waiter would bring the drinks, it would give Laura something to do.
�You know, I was thinking,� he said quickly, �we really ought to go to the garage tomorrow and get the car, and do that drive to Padua. We could lunch in Padua, see the cathedral and touch St. Anthony�s tomb and look at the Giotto frescoes, and come back by way of those various villas along the Brenta that the guidebook recommends so highly.�
It was no use, though. She was looking up, across the restaurant, and she gave a little gasp of surprise. It was genuine. He could swear it was genuine.
�Look,� she said, �how extraordinary! How really amazing!�
�What?� he said sharply.
�Why, there they are. My wonderful old twins. They�ve seen us, what�s more. They�re staring this way.� She waved her hand, radiant, delighted. The sister she had spoken to at Torcello bowed and smiled. False old bitch, he thought. I know they followed us.
�Oh, darling, I must go and speak to them,� she said impulsively, �just to tell them how happy I�ve been all day, thanks to them.�
�Oh, for heaven�s sake,� he said. �Look, here are the drinks. And we haven�t ordered yet. Surely you can wait until later, until we�ve eaten?�
�I won�t be a moment,� she said, �and anyway I want scampi, nothing first. I told you I wasn�t hungry.�
She got up, and, brushing past the waiter with the drinks, crossed the room. She might have been greeting the loved friends of years. He watched her bend over the table, shake them both by the hand, and because there was a vacant chair at their table she drew it up and sat down, talking, smiling. Nor did the sisters seem surprised, at least not the one she knew, who nodded and talked back, while the blind sister remained impassive.
All right, thought John savagely, then I will get sloshed, and he proceeded to down his Campari and soda and order another, while he pointed out something quite unintelligible on the menu as his own choice, but remembered scampi for Laura. �And a bottle of soave,� he added, �with ice.�
The evening was ruined anyway. What was to have been an intimate and happy celebration would now be heavy-laden with spiritualistic visions, poor little dead Christine sharing the table with them, which was so damned stupid when in earthly life she would have been tucked up hours ago in bed. The bitter taste of his Campari suited his mood of sudden self-pity, and all the while he watched the group at the table in the opposite corner, Laura apparently listening while the more active sister held forth and the blind one sat silent, her formidable sightless eyes turned in his direction.
She�s phoney, he thought, she�s not blind at all. They�re both of them frauds, and they could be males in drag after all, just as we pretended at Torcello, and they�re after Laura.
He began on his second Campari and soda. The two drinks, taken on an empty stomach, had an instant effect. Vision became blurred. And still Laura went on sitting at the other table, putting in a question now and again, while the active sister talked. The waiter appeared with the scampi, and a companion beside him to serve John�s own order, which was totally unrecognizable, heaped with a livid sauce.
�The signora does not come?� enquired the first waiter, and John shook his head grimly, pointing an unsteady finger across the room.
�Tell the signora,� he said carefully, �her scampi will get cold.�
He stared down at the offering placed before him, and prodded it delicately with a fork. The pallid sauce dissolved, revealing two enormous slices, rounds, of what appeared to be boiled pork, bedecked with garlic. He forked a portion to his mouth and chewed, and yes, it was pork, steamy, rich, the spicy sauce having turned it curiously sweet. He laid down his fork, pushing the plate away, and became aware of Laura, returning across the room and sitting beside him. She did not say anything, which was just as well, he thought, because he was too near nausea to answer. It wasn�t just the drink, but reaction from the whole nightmare day. She began to eat her scampi, still not uttering. She did not seem to notice he was not eating. The waiter, hovering at his elbow, anxious, seemed aware that John�s choice was somehow an error, and discreetly removed the plate. �Bring me a green salad,� murmured John, and even then Laura did not register surprise, or, as she might have done in more normal circumstances, accuse him of having had too much to drink. Finally, when she had finished her scampi, and was sipping her wine, which John had waved away, to nibble at his salad in small mouthfuls like a sick rabbit, she began to speak.
�Darling,� she said, �I know you won�t believe it, and it�s rather frightening in a way, but after they left the restaurant in Torcello the sisters went to the cathedral, as we did, although we didn�t see them in that crowd, and the blind one had another vision. She said Christine was trying to tell her something about us, that we should be in danger if we stayed in Venice. Christine wanted us to go away as soon as possible.�
So that�s it, he thought. They think they can run our lives for us. This is to be our problem from henceforth. Do we eat? Do we get up? Do we go to bed? We must get in touch with the twin sisters. They will direct us.
�Well?� she said. �Why don�t you say something?�
�Because,� he answered, �you are perfectly right, I don�t believe it. Quite frankly, I judge your old sisters as being a couple of freaks, if nothing else. They�re obviously unbalanced, and I�m sorry if this hurts you, but the fact is they�ve found a sucker in you.�
�You�re being unfair,� said Laura. �They are genuine, I know it. I just know it. They were completely sincere in what they said.�
�All right. Granted. They�re sincere. But that doesn�t make them well-balanced. Honestly, darling, you meet that old girl for ten minutes in a loo, she tells you she sees Christine sitting beside us, well, anyone with a gift for telepathy could read your unconscious mind in an instant, and then, pleased with her success, as any old psychic expert would be, she flings a further mood of ecstasy and wants to boot us out of Venice. Well, I�m sorry, but to hell with it.�
The room was no longer reeling. Anger had sobered him. If it would not put Laura to shame he would get up and cross to their table, and tell the old fools where they could get off.
�I knew you would take it like this,� said Laura unhappily. �I told them you would. They said not to worry. As long as we left Venice tomorrow everything would come all right.�
�Oh, for God�s sake,� said John. He changed his mind and poured himself a glass of wine.
�After all,� Laura went on, �we have really seen the cream of Venice. I don�t mind going on somewhere else. And if we stayed � I know it sounds silly, but I should have a nasty nagging sort of feeling inside me, and I should keep thinking of darling Christine being unhappy and trying to tell us to go.�
�Right,� said John with ominous calm, �that settles it. Go we will. I suggest we clear off to the hotel straight away and warn the reception we�re leaving in the morning. Have you had enough to eat?�
�Oh, dear,� sighed Laura, �don�t take it like that. Look, why not come over and meet them, and then they can explain about the vision to you? Perhaps you would take it seriously then. Especially as you are the one it most concerns. Christine is more worried over you than me. And the extraordinary thing is that the blind sister says you�re psychic and don�t know it. You are somehow en rapport with the unknown, and I�m not.�
�Well, that�s final,� said John. �I�m psychic, am I? Fine. My psychic intuition tells me to get out of this restaurant now, at once, and we can decide what we do about leaving Venice when we are back at the hotel.�
He signalled to the waiter for the bill and they waited for it, not speaking to each other, Laura unhappy, fiddling with her bag, while John, glancing furtively at the twins� table, noticed that they were tucking into plates piled high with spaghetti, in very unpsychic fashion. The bill disposed of, John pushed back his chair.
�Right. Are you ready?� he asked.
�I�m going to say goodbye to them first,� said Laura, her mouth set sulkily, reminding him instantly, with a pang, of their poor lost child.
�Just as you like,� he replied, and walked ahead of her, out of the restaurant without a backward glance.
The soft humidity of the evening, so pleasant to walk about in earlier, had turned to rain. The strolling tourists had melted away. One or two people hurried by under umbrellas. This is what the inhabitants who live here see, he thought. This is the true life. Empty streets by night, and the dank stillness of a stagnant canal beneath shuttered houses. The rest is a bright fa�ade put on for show, glittering by sunlight.
Laura joined him and they walked away together in silence, and emerging presently behind the ducal palace came out into the Piazza San Marco. The rain was heavy now, and they sought shelter, still walking, with the few remaining stragglers under the colonnades. The orchestras had packed up for the evening. The tables were bare. Chairs had been turned upside down.
The experts are right, he thought. Venice is sinking. The whole city is slowly dying. One day the tourists will travel here by boat to peer down into the waters, and they will see pillars and columns and marble far, far beneath them, slime and mud uncovering for brief moments a lost underworld of stone. Their heels made a ringing sound on the pavement and the rain splashed from the gutterings above. A fine ending to an evening that had started with brave hope, with innocence.
When they came to their hotel Laura made straight for the lift, and John turned to the desk to ask the night-porter for the key. The man handed him a telegram at the same time. John stared at it a moment. Laura was already in the lift. Then he opened the envelope and read the message. It was from the headmaster of Johnnie�s preparatory school.
Johnnie under observation suspected appendicitis in city hospital here. No cause for alarm but surgeon thought wise advise you.
Charles Hill

He read the message twice, then walked slowly towards the lift, where Laura was waiting for him. He gave her the telegram. �This came when we were out,� he said. �Not awfully good news.� He pressed the lift button as she read the telegram. The lift stopped at the second floor, and they got out.
�Well, this decides it, doesn�t it?� she said. �Here is the proof. We have to leave Venice because we�re going home. It�s Johnnie who�s in danger, not us. This is what Christine was trying to tell the twins.�

The first thing John did the following morning was to put a call through to the headmaster at the preparatory school. Then he gave notice of their departure to the reception manager, and they packed while they waited for the call. Neither of them referred to the events of the preceding day, it was not necessary. John knew the arrival of the telegram and the foreboding of danger from the sisters was coincidence, nothing more, but it was pointless to start an argument about it. Laura was convinced otherwise, but intuitively she knew it was best to keep her feelings to herself. During breakfast they discussed ways and means of getting home. It should be possible to get themselves, and the car, on to the special car train that ran from Milan through to Calais, since it was early in the season. In any event, the headmaster had said there was no urgency.
The call from England came while John was in the bathroom. Laura answered it. He came into the bedroom a few minutes later. She was still speaking, but he could tell from the expression in her eyes that she was anxious.
�It�s Mrs. Hill,� she said. �Mr. Hill is in class. She says they reported from the hospital that Johnnie had a restless night, and the surgeon may have to operate, but he doesn�t want to unless it�s absolutely necessary. They�ve taken X-rays and the appendix is in a tricky position, it�s not awfully straightforward.�
�Here, give it to me,� he said.
The soothing but slightly guarded voice of the headmaster�s wife came down the receiver. �I�m so sorry this may spoil your plans,� she said, �but both Charles and I felt you ought to be told, and that you might feel rather easier if you were on the spot. Johnnie is very plucky, but of course he has some fever. That isn�t unusual, the surgeon says, in the circumstances. Sometimes an appendix can get displaced, it appears, and this makes it more complicated. He�s going to decide about operating this evening.�
�Yes, of course, we quite understand,� said John.
�Please do tell your wife not to worry too much,� she went on. �The hospital is excellent, a very nice staff, and we have every confidence in the surgeon.�
�Yes,� said John, �yes,� and then broke off because Laura was making gestures beside him.
�If we can�t get the car on the train, I can fly,� she said. �They�re sure to be able to find me a seat on a plane. Then at least one of us would be there this evening.�
He nodded agreement. �Thank you so much, Mrs. Hill,� he said, �we�ll manage to get back all right. Yes, I�m sure Johnnie is in good hands. Thank your husband for us. Goodbye.�
He replaced the receiver and looked round him at the tumbled beds, suitcases on the floor, tissue-paper strewn. Baskets, maps, books, coats, everything they had brought with them in the car. �Oh God,� he said, �what a bloody mess. All this junk.� The telephone rang again. It was the hall porter to say he had succeeded in booking a sleeper for them both, and a place for the car, on the following night.
�Look,� said Laura, who had seized the telephone, �could you book one seat on the midday plane from Venice to London today, for me? It�s imperative one of us gets home this evening. My husband could follow with the car tomorrow.�
�Here, hang on,� interrupted John. �No need for panic stations. Surely twenty-four hours wouldn�t make all that difference?�
Anxiety had drained the color from her face. She turned to him, distraught.
�It mightn�t to you, but it does to me,� she said. �I�ve lost one child, I�m not going to lose another.�
�All right, darling, all right...� He put his hand out to her, but she brushed it off, impatiently, and continued giving directions to the porter. He turned back to his packing. No use saying anything. Better for it to be as she wished. They could, of course, both go by air, and then when all was well, and Johnnie better, he could come back and fetch the car, driving home through France as they had come. Rather a sweat, though, and a hell of an expense. Bad enough Laura going by air and himself with the car on the train from Milan.
�We could, if you like, both fly,� he began tentatively, explaining the sudden idea, but she would have none of it. �That really would be absurd,� she said impatiently. �As long as I�m there this evening, and you follow by train, it�s all that matters. Besides, we shall need the car, going backwards and forwards to the hospital. And our luggage. We couldn�t go off and just leave all this here.�
No, he saw her point. A silly idea. It was only, well, he was as worried about Johnnie as she was, though he wasn�t going to say so.
�I�m going downstairs to stand over the porter,� said Laura. �They always make more effort if one is actually on the spot. Everything I want tonight is packed. I shall only need my overnight case. You can bring everything else in the car.� She hadn�t been out of the bedroom five minutes before the telephone rang. It was Laura. �Darling,� she said, �it couldn�t have worked out better. The porter has got me on a charter flight that leaves Venice in less than an hour. A special motor-launch takes the party direct from San Marco, in about ten minutes. Some passenger on the charter flight had canceled. I shall be at Gatwick in less than four hours.�
�I�ll be down right away,� he told her.
He joined her by the reception desk. She no longer looked anxious and drawn, but full of purpose. She was on her way. He kept wishing they were going together. He couldn�t bear to stay on in Venice after she had gone, but the thought of driving to Milan, spending a dreary night in a hotel there alone, the endless dragging day which would follow, and the long hours in the train the next night, filled him with intolerable depression, quite apart from the anxiety about Johnnie. They walked along to the San Marco landing-stage, the Molo bright and glittering after the rain, a little breeze blowing, the postcards and scarves and tourist souvenirs fluttering on the stalls, the tourists themselves out in force, strolling, contented, the happy day before them.
�I�ll ring you tonight from Milan,� he told her. �The Hills will give you a bed, I suppose. And if you�re at the hospital they�ll let me have the latest news. That must be your charter party. You�re welcome to them!�
The passengers descending from the landing-stage down into the waiting launch were carrying hand-luggage with Union Jack tags upon them. They were mostly middle-aged, with what appeared to be two Methodist ministers in charge. One of them advanced towards Laura, holding out his hand, showing a gleaming row of dentures when he smiled. �You must be the lady joining us for the homeward flight,� he said. �Welcome aboard, and to the Union of Fellowship. We are all delighted to make your acquaintance. Sorry we hadn�t a seat for hubby too.�
Laura turned swiftly and kissed John, a tremor at the corner of her mouth betraying inward laughter. �Do you think they�ll break into hymns?� she whispered. �Take care of yourself, hubby. Call me tonight.�
The pilot sounded a curious little toot upon his horn, and in a moment Laura had climbed down the steps into the launch and was standing amongst the crowd of passengers, waving her hand, her scarlet coat a gay patch of color amongst the more sober suiting of her companions. The launch tooted again and moved away from the landing-stage, and he stood there watching it, a sense of immense loss filling his heart. Then he turned and walked away, back to the hotel, the bright day all about him desolate, unseen.
There was nothing, he thought, as he looked about him presently in the hotel bedroom, so melancholy as a vacated room, especially when the recent signs of occupation were still visible about him. Laura�s suitcases on the bed, a second coat she had left behind. Traces of powder on the dressing-table. A tissue, with a lipstick smear, thrown in the wastepaper basket. Even an old toothpaste tube squeezed dry, lying on the glass shelf above the wash basin. Sounds of the heedless traffic on the Grand Canal came as always from the open window, but Laura wasn�t there any more to listen to it, or to watch from the small balcony. The pleasure had gone. Feeling had gone.
John finished packing, and, leaving all the baggage ready to be collected, he went downstairs to pay the bill. The reception clerk was welcoming new arrivals. People were sitting on the terrace overlooking the Grand Canal reading newspapers, the pleasant day waiting to be planned.
John decided to have an early lunch, here on the hotel terrace, on familiar ground, and then have the porter carry the baggage to one of the ferries that steamed between San Marco and the Porta Roma, where the car was garaged. The fiasco meal of the night before had left him empty, and he was ready for the trolley of hors d�oeuvres when they brought it to him, around midday. Even here, though, there was change. The head-waiter, their especial friend, was off-duty, and the table where they usually sat was occupied by new arrivals, a honeymoon couple, he told himself sourly, observing the gaiety, the smiles, while he had been shown to a small single table behind a tub of flowers.
She�s airborne now, John thought, she�s on her way, and he tried to picture Laura seated between the Methodist ministers, telling them, no doubt, about Johnnie ill in hospital, and heaven knows what else besides. Well, the twin sisters anyway could rest in psychic peace. Their wishes would have been fulfilled.
Lunch over, there was no point in lingering with a cup of coffee on the terrace. His desire was to get away as soon as possible, fetch the car, and be en route for Milan. He made his farewells at the reception desk, and, escorted by a porter who had piled his baggage on to a wheeled trolley, he made his way once more to the landing-stage of San Marco. As he stepped on to the steam-ferry, his luggage heaped beside him, a crowd of jostling people all about him, he had one momentary pang to be leaving Venice. When, if ever, he wondered, would they come again? Next year... in three years... Glimpsed first on honeymoon, nearly ten years ago, and then a second visit, en passant, before a cruise, and now this last abortive ten days that had ended so abruptly.
The water glittered in the sunshine, buildings shone, tourists in dark glasses paraded up and down the rapidly receding Molo; already the terrace of their hotel was out of sight as the ferry churned its way up the Grand Canal. So many impressions to seize and hold, familiar loved fa�ades, balconies, windows, water lapping the cellar steps of decaying palaces, the little red house where d�Annunzio lived, with its garden � our house, Laura called it, pretending it was theirs � and too soon the ferry would be turning left on the direct route to the Piazzale Roma, so missing the best of the Canal, the Rialto, the farther palaces.
Another ferry was heading downstream to pass them, filled with passengers, and for a brief foolish moment he wished he could change places, be amongst the happy tourists bound for Venice and all he had left behind him. Then he saw her. Laura, in her scarlet coat, the twin sisters by her side, the active sister with her hand on Laura�s arm, talking earnestly, and Laura herself, her hair blowing in the wind, gesticulating, on her face a look of distress. He stared, astounded, too astonished to shout, to wave, and anyway they would never have heard or seen him, for his own ferry had already passed and was heading in the opposite direction.
What the hell had happened? There must have been a hold-up with the charter flight and it had never taken off, but in that case why had Laura not telephoned him at the hotel? And what were those damned sisters doing? Had she run into them at the airport? Was it coincidence? And why did she look so anxious? He could think of no explanation. Perhaps the flight had been canceled. Laura, of course, would go straight to the hotel, expecting to find him there, intending, doubtless, to drive with him after all to Milan and take the train the following night. What a blasted mix-up. The only thing to do was to telephone the hotel immediately his ferry reached the Piazzale Roma and tell her to wait, he would return and fetch her. As for the damned interfering sisters, they could get stuffed.
The usual stampede ensued when the ferry arrived at the landing-stage. He had to find a porter to collect his baggage, and then wait while he discovered a telephone. The fiddling with change, the hunt for the number, delayed him still more. He succeeded at last in getting through, and luckily the reception clerk he knew was still at the desk.
�Look, there�s been some frightful muddle,� he began, and explained how Laura was even now on her way back to the hotel � he had seen her with two friends on one of the ferry-services. Would the reception clerk explain and tell her to wait? He would be back by the next available service to collect her. �In any event, detain her,� he said. �I�ll be as quick as I can.� The reception clerk understood perfectly and John rang off.
Thank heaven Laura hadn�t turned up before he had put through his call, or they would have told her he was on his way to Milan. The porter was still waiting with the baggage, and it seemed simplest to walk with him to the garage, hand everything over to the chap in charge of the office there, and ask him to keep it for an hour, when he would be returning with his wife to pick up the car. Then he went back to the landing-station to await the next ferry to Venice. The minutes dragged, and he kept wondering all the time what had gone wrong at the airport and why in heaven�s name Laura hadn�t telephoned. No use conjecturing. She would tell him the whole story at the hotel. One thing was certain. He would not allow themselves to be saddled with the sisters and become involved with their affairs. He could imagine Laura saying that they also had missed a flight, and could they have a lift to Milan?
Finally the ferry chugged alongside the landing-stage and he stepped aboard. What an anticlimax, thrashing back past the familiar sights to which he had bidden a nostalgic farewell such a short while ago! He didn�t even look about him this time, he was so intent on reaching his destination. In San Marco there were more people than ever, the afternoon crowds walking shoulder to shoulder, every one of them on pleasure bent.
He came to the hotel, and pushed his way through the swing-door, expecting to see Laura, and possibly the sisters, waiting in the lounge on the left-hand side of the entrance. She was not there. He went to the desk. The reception clerk he had spoken to on the telephone was standing there, talking to the manager.
�Has my wife arrived?� John asked.
�No, sir, not yet.�
�What an extraordinary thing. Are you sure?�
�Absolutely certain, sir. I have been here ever since you telephoned me at a quarter to two. I have not left the desk.�
�I just don�t understand it. She was on one of the vaporettos passing by the Accademia. She would have landed at San Marco about five minutes later and come on here.�
The clerk seemed nonplussed. �I don�t know what to say. The signora was with friends, did you say?�
�Yes. Well, acquaintances. Two ladies we had met at Torcello yesterday. I was astonished to see her with them on the vaporetto, and of course I assumed that the flight had been canceled, and she had somehow met up with them at the airport and decided to return here with them, to catch me before I left.�
Oh hell, what was Laura doing? It was after three. A matter of moments from San Marco landing-stage to the hotel.
�Perhaps the signora went with her friends to their hotel instead. Do you know where they are staying?�
�No,� said John, �I haven�t the slightest idea. What�s more I don�t even know the names of the two ladies. They were sisters, twins, in fact � looked exactly alike. But, anyway, why go to their hotel and not here?�
The swing-door opened but it wasn�t Laura. Two people staying in the hotel.
The manager broke into the conversation, �I tell you what I will do,� he said. �I will telephone the airport and check about the flight. Then at least we will get somewhere.� He smiled apologetically. It was not usual for arrangements to go wrong.
�Yes, do that,� said John. �We may as well know what happened there.�
He lit a cigarette and began to pace up and down the entrance hall. What a bloody mix-up. And how unlike Laura, who knew he would be setting off for Milan directly after lunch � indeed, for all she knew he might have gone before. But surely, in that case, she would have telephoned at once, on arrival at the airport, had take-off been canceled? The manager was ages telephoning, he had to be put through on some other line, and his Italian was too rapid for John to follow the conversation. Finally he replaced the receiver.
�It is more mysterious than ever, sir,� he said. �The charter flight was not delayed, it took off on schedule with a full complement of passengers. As far as they could tell me, there was no hitch. The signora must simply have changed her mind.� His smile was more apologetic than ever.
�Changed her mind,� John repeated. �But why on earth should she do that? She was so anxious to be home tonight.�
The manager shrugged. �You know how ladies can be, sir,� he said. �Your wife may have thought that after all she would prefer to take the train to Milan with you. I do assure you, though, that the charter party was most respectable, and it was a Caravelle aircraft, perfectly safe.�
�Yes, yes,� said John impatiently, �I don�t blame your arrangements in the slightest. I just can�t understand what induced her to change her mind, unless it was meeting with these two ladies.�
The manager was silent. He could not think of anything to say. The reception clerk was equally concerned. �It is possible,� he ventured, �that you made a mistake, and it was not the signora that you saw on the vaporetto?�
�Oh no,� replied John, �it was my wife, I assure you. She was wearing her red coat, she was hatless, just as she left here. I saw her as plainly as I can see you. I would swear to it in a court of law.�
�It is unfortunate,� said the manager, �that we do not know the name of the two ladies, or the hotel where they were staying. You say you met these ladies at Torcello yesterday?�
�Yes... but only briefly. They weren�t staying there. At least, I am certain they were not. We saw them at dinner in Venice later, as it happens.�
�Excuse me...� Guests were arriving with luggage to check in, the clerk was obliged to attend to them. John turned in desperation to the manager. �Do you think it would be any good telephoning the hotel in Torcello in case the people there knew the name of the ladies, or where they were staying in Venice?�
�We can try,� replied the manager. �It is a small hope, but we can try.�
John resumed his anxious pacing, all the while watching the swing-door, hoping, praying, that he would catch sight of the red coat and Laura would enter. Once again there followed what seemed an interminable telephone conversation between the manager and someone at the hotel in Torcello.
�Tell them two sisters,� said John, �two elderly ladies dressed in grey, both exactly alike. One lady was blind,� he added. The manager nodded. He was obviously giving a detailed description. Yet when he hung up he shook his head. �The manager at Torcello says he remembers the two ladies well,� he told John, �but they were only there for lunch. He never learnt their names.�
�Well, that�s that. There�s nothing to do now but wait.�
John lit his third cigarette and went out on to the terrace, to resume his pacing there. He stared out across the canal, searching the heads of the people on passing steamers, motorboats, even drifting gondolas. The minutes ticked by on his watch, and there was no sign of Laura. A terrible foreboding nagged at him that somehow this was prearranged, that Laura had never intended to catch the aircraft, that last night in the restaurant she had made an assignation with the sisters. Oh God, he thought, that�s impossible, I�m going paranoiac... Yet why, why? No, more likely the encounter at the airport was fortuitous, and for some incredible reason they had persuaded Laura not to board the aircraft, even prevented her from doing so, trotting out one of their psychic visions, that the aircraft would crash, that she must return with them to Venice. And Laura, in her sensitive state, felt they must be right, swallowed it all without question.
But granted all these possibilities, why had she not come to the hotel? What was she doing? Four o�clock, half-past four, the sun no longer dappling the water. He went back to the reception desk.
�I just can�t hang around,� he said. �Even if she does turn up, we shall never make Milan this evening. I might see her walking with these ladies, in the Piazza San Marco, anywhere. If she arrives while I�m out, will you explain?�
The clerk was full of concern. �Indeed, yes,� he said. �It is very worrying for you, sir. Would it perhaps be prudent if we booked you in here tonight?�
John gestured, helplessly. �Perhaps, yes, I don�t know. Maybe...�
He went out of the swing-door and began to walk towards the Piazza San Marco. He looked into every shop up and down the colonnades, crossed the piazza a dozen times, threaded his way between the tables in front of Florian�s, in front of Quadri�s, knowing that Laura�s red coat and the distinct appearance of the twin sisters could easily be spotted, even amongst this milling crowd, but there was no sign of them. He joined the crowd of shoppers in the Merceria, shoulder to shoulder with idlers, thrusters, window-gazers, knowing instinctively that it was useless, they wouldn�t be here. Why should Laura have deliberately missed her flight to return to Venice for such a purpose? And even if she had done so, for some reason beyond his imagining, she would surely have come first to the hotel to find him.
The only thing left to him was to try to track down the sisters. Their hotel could be anywhere amongst the hundreds of hotels and pensions scattered through Venice, or even across the other side at the Zattere, or farther again on the Giudecca. These last possibilities seemed remote. More likely they were staying in a small hotel or pension somewhere near San Zaccaria handy to the restaurant where they had dined last night. The blind one would surely not go far afield in the evening. He had been a fool not to have thought of this before, and he turned back and walked quickly away from the brightly lighted shopping district towards the narrower, more cramped quarter where they had dined last evening. He found the restaurant without difficulty, but they were not yet open for dinner, and the waiter preparing tables was not the one who had served them. John asked to see the patrone, and the waiter disappeared to the back regions, returning after a moment or two with the somewhat disheveled-looking proprietor in shirt-sleeves, caught in a slack moment, not in full tenue.
�I had dinner here last night,� John explained. �There were two ladies sitting at that table there in the corner.� He pointed to it.
�You wish to book that table for this evening?� asked the proprietor.
�No,� said John. �No, there were two ladies there last night, two sisters, due sorelle, twins, gemelle� � what was the right word for twins? �Do you remember? Two ladies, sorelle, vecchie...�
�Ah,� said the man, �si, si, signore, la povera signorina.� He put his hands to his eyes to feign blindness. �Yes, I remember.�
�Do you know their names?� asked John. �Where they were staying? I am very anxious to trace them.�
The proprietor spread out his hands in a gesture of regret. �I am ver� sorry, signore, I do not know the names of the signorine, they have been here once, twice perhaps, for dinner, they do not say where they were staying. Perhaps if you come again tonight they might be here? Would you like to book a table?�
He pointed around him, suggesting a whole choice of tables that might appeal to a prospective diner, but John shook his head.
�Thank you, no. I may be dining elsewhere. I am sorry to have troubled you. If the signorine should come� � he paused � �possibly I may return later,� he added. �I am not sure.�
The proprietor bowed, and walked with him to the entrance. �In Venice the whole world meets,� he said smiling. �It is possible the signore will find his friends tonight. Arrivederci, signore.�
Friends? John walked out into the street. More likely kidnappers... Anxiety had turned to fear, to panic. Something had gone terribly wrong. Those women had got hold of Laura, played upon her suggestibility, induced her to go with them, either to their hotel or elsewhere. Should he find the Consulate? Where was it? What would he say when he got there? He began walking without purpose, finding himself, as they had done the night before, in streets he did not know, and suddenly came upon a tall building with the word QUESTURA above it. This is it, he thought. I don�t care, something has happened, I�m going inside. There were a number of police in uniform coming and going, the place at any rate was active, and, addressing himself to one of them behind a glass-partition, he asked if there was anyone who spoke English. The man pointed to a flight of stairs and John went up, entering a door on the right where he saw that another couple were sitting, waiting, and with relief he recognized them as fellow-countrymen, tourists, obviously a man and his wife, in some sort of predicament.
�Come and sit down,� said the man. �We�ve waited half-an-hour but they can�t be much longer. What a country! They wouldn�t leave us like this at home.�
John took the proffered cigarette and found a chair beside them.
�What�s your trouble?� he asked.
�My wife had her handbag pinched in one of those shops in the Merceria,� said the man. �She simply put it down one moment to look at something, and you�d hardly credit it, the next moment it had gone. I say it was a sneak thief, she insists it was the girl behind the counter. But who�s to say? These Ities are all alike. Anyway, I�m certain we shan�t get it back. What have you lost?�
�Suitcase stolen,� John lied rapidly. �Had some important papers in it.�
How could he say he had lost his wife? He couldn�t even begin...
The man nodded in sympathy. �As I said, these Ities are all alike. Old Musso knew how to deal with them. Too many Communists around these days. The trouble is, they�re not going to bother with our troubles much, not with this murderer at large. They�re all out looking for him.�
�Murderer? What murderer?� asked John.
�Don�t tell me you�ve not heard about it?� The man stared at him in surprise. �Venice has talked of nothing else. It�s been in all the papers, on the radio, and even in the English papers too. A grizzly business. One woman found with her throat slit last week � a tourist too � and some old chap discovered with the same sort of knife wound this morning. They seem to think it must be a maniac because there doesn�t seem to be any motive. Nasty thing to happen in Venice in the tourist season.�
�My wife and I never bother with the newspapers when we�re on holiday,� said John. �And we�re neither of us much given to gossip in the hotel.�
�Very wise of you,� laughed the man. �It might have spoilt your holiday, especially if your wife is nervous. Oh well, we�re off tomorrow anyway. Can�t say we mind, do we, dear?� He turned to his wife. �Venice has gone downhill since we were here last. And now this loss of the handbag really is the limit.�
The door of the inner room opened, and a senior police officer asked John�s companion and his wife to pass through.
�I bet we don�t get any satisfaction,� murmured the tourist, winking at John, and he and his wife went into the inner room. The door closed behind them. John stubbed out his cigarette and lighted another. A strange feeling of unreality possessed him. He asked himself what he was doing here, what was the use of it? Laura was no longer in Venice but had disappeared, perhaps forever, with those diabolical sisters. She would never be traced. And just as the two of them had made up a fantastic story about the twins, when they first spotted them in Torcello, so, with nightmare logic, the fiction would have basis in fact: the women were in reality disguised crooks, men with criminal intent who lured unsuspecting persons to some appalling fate. They might even be the murderers for whom the police sought. Who would ever suspect two elderly women of respectable appearance, living quietly in some second-rate pension or hotel? He stubbed out his cigarette, unfinished.
This, he thought, is really the start of paranoia. This is the way people go off their heads. He glanced at his watch. It was half-past six. Better pack this in, this futile quest here in police headquarters, and keep to the single link of sanity remaining. Return to the hotel, put a call through to the prep school in England, and ask about the latest news of Johnnie. He had not thought about poor Johnnie since sighting Laura on the vaporetto.
Too late, though. The inner door opened, the couple were ushered out.
�Usual clap-trap,� said the husband sotto voce to John. �They�ll do what they can. Not much hope. So many foreigners in Venice, all of �em thieves! The locals all above reproach. Wouldn�t pay �em to steal from customers. Well, I wish you better luck.�
He nodded, his wife smiled and bowed, and they had gone. John followed the police officer into the inner room.
Formalities began. Name, address, passport. Length of stay in Venice, etc., etc. Then the questions, and John, the sweat beginning to appear on his forehead, launched into his interminable story. The first encounter with the sisters, the meeting at the restaurant, Laura�s state of suggestibility because of the death of their child, the telegram about Johnnie, the decision to take the chartered flight, her departure, and her sudden inexplicable return. When he had finished he felt as exhausted as if he had driven three hundred miles nonstop after a severe bout of flu. His interrogator spoke excellent English with a strong Italian accent.
�You say,� he began, �that your wife was suffering the aftereffects of shock. This had been noticeable during your stay here in Venice?�
�Well, yes,� John replied, �she had really been quite ill. The holiday didn�t seem to be doing her much good. It was only when she met these two women at Torcello yesterday that her mood changed. The strain seemed to have gone. She was ready, I suppose, to snatch at every straw, and this belief that our little girl was watching over her had somehow restored her to what appeared normality.�
�It would be natural,� said the police officer, �in the circumstances. But no doubt the telegram last night was a further shock to you both?�
�Indeed, yes. That was the reason we decided to return home.�
�No argument between you? No difference of opinion?�
�None. We were in complete agreement. My one regret was that I could not go with my wife on this charter flight.�
The police officer nodded. �It could well be that your wife had a sudden attack of amnesia and meeting the two ladies served as a link, she clung to them for support. You have described them with great accuracy, and I think they should not be too difficult to trace. Meanwhile, I suggest you should return to your hotel, and we will get in touch with you as soon as we have news.�
At least, John thought, they believed his story. They did not consider him a crank who had made the whole thing up and was merely wasting their time.
�You appreciate,� he said, �I am extremely anxious. These women may have some criminal design upon my wife. One has heard of such things...�
The police officer smiled for the first time. �Please don�t concern yourself,� he said. �I am sure there will be some satisfactory explanation.�
All very well, thought John, but in heaven�s name, what?
�I�m sorry,� he said, �to have taken up so much of your time. Especially as I gather the police have their hands full hunting down a murderer who is still at large.�
He spoke deliberately. No harm in letting the fellow know that for all any of them could tell there might be some connection between Laura�s disappearance and this other hideous affair.
�Ah, that,� said the police officer, rising to his feet. �We hope to have the murderer under lock and key very soon.�
His tone of confidence was reassuring. Murderers, missing wives, lost handbags were all under control. They shook hands, and John was ushered out of the door and so downstairs. Perhaps, he thought, as he walked slowly back to the hotel, the fellow was right. Laura had suffered a sudden attack of amnesia, and the sisters happened to be at the airport and had brought her back to Venice, to their own hotel, because Laura couldn�t remember where she and John had been staying. Perhaps they were even now trying to track down his hotel. Anyway, he could do nothing more. The police had everything in hand, and, please God, would come up with the solution. All he wanted to do right now was to collapse upon a bed with a stiff whisky, and then put through a call to Johnnie�s school.
The page took him up in the lift to a modest room on the fourth floor at the rear of the hotel. Bare, impersonal, the shutters closed, with a smell of cooking wafting up from a courtyard down below.
�Ask them to send me up a double whisky, will you?� he said to the boy, �and a ginger-ale,� and when he was alone he plunged his face under the cold tap in the wash-basin, relieved to find that the minute portion of visitor�s soap afforded some measure of comfort. He flung off his shoes, hung his coat over the back of a chair, and threw himself down on the bed. Somebody�s radio was blasting forth an old popular song, now several seasons out-of-date, that had been one of Laura�s favorites a couple of years ago. �I love you, baby...� They had taped it and used to play it back in the car. He reached out for the telephone, and asked the exchange to put through the call to England. Then he closed his eyes, and all the while the insistent voice persisted, �I love you, baby... I can�t get you out of my mind.�
Presently there was a tap at the door. It was the waiter with his drink. Too little ice, such meager comfort, but what desperate need. He gulped it down without the ginger-ale, and in a few moments the ever-nagging pain was eased, numbed, bringing, if only momentarily, a sense of calm. The telephone rang, and now, he thought, bracing himself for ultimate disaster, the final shock, Johnnie probably dying, or already dead. In which case nothing remained. Let Venice be engulfed...
The exchange told him that connection had been made, and in a moment he heard the voice of Mrs. Hill at the other end of the line. They must have warned her that the call came from Venice, for she knew instantly who was speaking.
�Hullo?� she cried. �Oh, I am so glad you rang. All is well. Johnnie has had his operation, the surgeon decided to do it at midday rather than wait, and it was completely successful. Johnnie is going to be all right. So you don�t have to worry any more, and will have a peaceful night.�
�Thank God,� he answered.
�I know,� she said, �we are all so relieved. Now I�ll get off the line and you can speak to your wife.�
John sat up on the bed, stunned. What the hell did she mean? Then he heard Laura�s voice, cool and clear.
�Darling? Darling, are you there?�
He could not answer. He felt the hand holding the receiver go clammy cold with sweat. �I�m here,� he whispered.
�It�s not a very good line,� she said, �but never mind. As Mrs. Hill told you, all is well. Such a nice surgeon, and a very sweet Sister on Johnnie�s floor, and I really am happy about the way it�s turned out. I came straight down here after landing at Gatwick � the flight O.K., by the way, but such a funny crowd, it�ll make you hysterical when I tell you about them � and I went to the hospital, and Johnnie was coming round. Very dopey, of course, but so pleased to see me. And the Hills are being wonderful, I�ve got their spare-room, and it�s only a short taxi-drive into the town and the hospital. I shall go to bed as soon as we�ve had dinner, because I�m a bit fagged, what with the flight and the anxiety. How was the drive to Milan? And where are you staying?�
John did not recognize the voice that answered as his own. It was the automatic response of some computer.
�I�m not in Milan,� he said, �I�m still in Venice.�
�Still in Venice? What on earth for? Wouldn�t the car start?�
�I can�t explain,� he said. �There was a stupid sort of mix-up...�
He felt suddenly so exhausted that he nearly dropped the receiver, and, shame upon shame, he could feel tears pricking behind his eyes.
�What sort of mix-up?� Her voice was suspicious, almost hostile. �You weren�t in a crash?�
�No... no... nothing like that.�
A moment�s silence, and then she said, �Your voice sounds very slurred. Don�t tell me you went and got pissed.�
Oh Christ... if she only knew! He was probably going to pass out any moment, but not from the whisky.
�I thought,� he said slowly, �I thought I saw you, in a vaporetto, with those two sisters.�
What was the point of going on? It was hopeless trying to explain.
�How could you have seen me with the sisters?� she said. �You knew I�d gone to the airport. Really, darling, you are an idiot. You seem to have got those two poor old dears on the brain. I hope you didn�t say anything to Mrs. Hill just now.�
�No.�
�Well, what are you going to do? You�ll catch the train at Milan tomorrow, won�t you?�
�Yes, of course,� he told her.
�I still don�t understand what kept you in Venice,� she said. �It all sounds a bit odd to me. However... thank God Johnnie is going to be all right and I�m here.�
�Yes,� he said, �yes.�
He could hear the distant boom-boom sound of a gong from the headmaster�s hall.
�You had better go,� he said. �My regards to the Hills, and my love to Johnnie.�
�Well, take care of yourself, darling, and for goodness sake don�t miss the train tomorrow, and drive carefully.�
The telephone clicked and she had gone. He poured the remaining drop of whisky into his empty glass, and, sousing it with ginger-ale, drank it down at a gulp. He got up, crossed the room, threw open the shutters, and leant out of the window. He felt light-headed. His sense of relief, enormous, overwhelming, was somehow tempered with a curious feeling of unreality, almost as though the voice speaking from England had not been Laura�s after all but a fake, and she was still in Venice, hidden in some furtive pension with the two sisters.
The point was, he had seen all three of them on the vaporetto. It was not another woman in a red coat. The women had been there, with Laura. So what was the explanation? That he was going off his head? Or something more sinister? The sisters, possessing psychic powers of formidable strength, had seen him as their two ferries had passed, and in some inexplicable fashion had made him believe Laura was with them. But why, and to what end? No, it didn�t make sense. The only explanation was that he had been mistaken, the whole episode an hallucination. In which case he needed psychoanalysis, just as Johnnie had needed a surgeon.
And what did he do now? Go downstairs and tell the management he had been at fault and had just spoken to his wife, who had arrived in England safe and sound from her charter flight? He put on his shoes and ran his fingers through his hair. He glanced at his watch. It was ten minutes to eight. If he nipped into the bar and had a quick drink it would be easier to face the manager and admit what had happened. Then, perhaps, they would get in touch with the police. Profuse apologies all round for putting everyone to enormous trouble.
He made his way to the ground floor and went straight to the bar, feeling self-conscious, a marked man, half-imagining everyone would look at him, thinking, There�s the fellow with the missing wife. Luckily the bar was full and there wasn�t a face he knew. Even the chap behind the bar was an underling who hadn�t served him before. He downed his whisky and glanced over his shoulder to the reception hall. The desk was momentarily empty. He could see the manager�s back framed in the doorway of an inner room, talking to someone within. On impulse, cowardlike, he crossed the hall and passed through the swing-door to the street outside.
I�ll have some dinner, he decided, and then go back and face them. I�ll feel more like it once I�ve some food inside me.
He went to the restaurant nearby where he and Laura had dined once or twice. Nothing mattered any more, because she was safe. The nightmare lay behind him. He could enjoy his dinner, despite her absence, and think of her sitting down with the Hills to a dull, quiet evening, early to bed, and on the following morning going to the hospital to sit with Johnnie. Johnnie was safe too. No more worries, only the awkward explanations and apologies to the manager at the hotel.
There was a pleasant anonymity sitting down at a corner table alone in the little restaurant, ordering vitello allo Marsala and half a bottle of Merlot. He took his time, enjoying his food but eating in a kind of haze, a sense of unreality still with him, while the conversation of his nearest neighbors had the same soothing effect as background music.
When they rose and left, he saw by the clock on the wall that it was nearly half-past nine. No use delaying matters any further. He drank his coffee, lighted a cigarette, and paid his bill. After all, he thought, as he walked back to the hotel, the manager would be greatly relieved to know that all was well.
When he pushed through the swing-door, the first thing he noticed was a man in police uniform, standing talking to the manager at the desk. The reception clerk was there too. They turned as John approached, and the manager�s face lighted up with relief.
�Eccolo!� he exclaimed, �I was certain the signore would not be far away. Things are moving, signore. The two ladies have been traced, and they very kindly agreed to accompany the police to the Questura. If you will go there at once, this agents di polizia will escort you.�
John flushed. �I have given everyone a lot of trouble,� he said. �I meant to tell you before going out to dinner, but you were not at the desk. The fact is that I have contacted my wife. She did make the flight to London after all, and I spoke to her on the telephone. It was all a great mistake.�
The manager looked bewildered. �The signora is in London?� he repeated. He broke off, and exchanged a rapid conversation in Italian with the policeman. �It seems that the ladies maintain they did not go out for the day, except for a little shopping in the morning,� he said, turning back to John. �Then who was it the signore saw on the vaporetto?�
John shook his head. �A very extraordinary mistake on my part which I still don�t understand,� he said. �Obviously, I did not see either my wife or the two ladies. I really am extremely sorry.�
More rapid conversation in Italian. John noticed the clerk watching him with a curious expression in his eyes. The manager was obviously apologizing on John�s behalf to the policeman, who looked annoyed and gave tongue to this effect, his voice increasing in volume, to the manager�s concern. The whole business had undoubtedly given enormous trouble to a great many people, not least the two unfortunate sisters.
�Look,� said John, interrupting the flow, �will you tell the agente I will go with him to headquarters and apologize in person both to the police officer and to the ladies?�
The manager looked relieved. �If the signore would take the trouble,� he said. �Naturally, the ladies were much distressed when a policeman interrogated them at their hotel, and they offered to accompany him to the Questura only because they were so distressed about the signora.�
John felt more and more uncomfortable. Laura must never learn any of this. She would be outraged. He wondered if there were some penalty for giving the police misleading information involving a third party. His error began, in retrospect, to take on criminal proportions.
He crossed the Piazza San Marco, now thronged with after-dinner strollers and spectators at the cafes, all three orchestras going full blast in harmonious rivalry, while his companion kept a discreet two paces to his left and never uttered a word.
They arrived at the police station and mounted the stairs to the same inner room where he had been before. He saw immediately that it was not the officer he knew but another who sat behind the desk, a sallow-faced individual with a sour expression, while the two sisters, obviously upset � the active one in particular � were seated on chairs nearby, some underling in uniform standing behind them. John�s escort went at once to the police officer, speaking in rapid Italian, while John himself, after a moment�s hesitation, advanced towards the sisters.
�There has been a terrible mistake,� he said. �I don�t know how to apologize to you both. It�s all my fault, mine entirely, the police are not to blame.�
The active sister made as though to rise, her mouth twitching nervously, but he restrained her.
�We don�t understand,� she said, the Scots inflection strong. �We said goodnight to your wife last night at dinner, and we have not seen her since. The police came to our pension more than an hour ago and told us your wife was missing and you had filed a complaint against us. My sister is not very strong. She was considerably disturbed.�
�A mistake. A frightful mistake,� he repeated.
He turned towards the desk. The police officer was addressing him, his English very inferior to that of the previous interrogator. He had John�s earlier statement on the desk in front of him, and tapped it with a pencil.
�So?� he queried. �This document all lies? You not speaka the truth?�
�I believed it to be true at the time,� said John. �I could have sworn in a court of law that I saw my wife with these two ladies on a vaporetto in the Grand Canal this afternoon. Now I realize I was mistaken.�
�We have not been near the Grand Canal all day,� protested the sister, �not even on foot. We made a few purchases in the Merceria this morning, and remained indoors all afternoon. My sister was a little unwell. I have told the police officer this a dozen times, and the people at the pension would corroborate our story. He refused to listen.�
�And the signora?� rapped the police officer angrily. �What happen to the signora?�
�The signora, my wife, is safe in England,� explained John patiently. �I talked to her on the telephone just after seven. She did join the charter flight from the airport, and is now staying with friends.�
�Then who you see on the vaporetto in the red coat?� asked the furious police officer. �And if not these signorine here, then what signorine?�
�My eyes deceived me,� said John, aware that his English was likewise becoming strained. �I think I see my wife and these ladies but not, it was not so. My wife in aircraft, these ladies in pension all the time.�
It was like talking stage Chinese. In a moment he would be bowing and putting his hands in his sleeves.
The police officer raised his eyes to heaven and thumped the table. �So all this work for nothing,� he said. �Hotels and pensiones searched for the signorine and a missing signora inglese, when here we have plenty, plenty other things to do. You maka a mistake. You have perhaps too much vino at mezzo giorno and you see hundred signore in red coats in hundred vaporetti.� He stood up, rumpling the papers on the desk. �And you, signorine,� he said, �you wish to make complaint against this person?� He was addressing the active sister.
�Oh no,� she said, �no, indeed. I quite see it was all a mistake. Our only wish is to return at once to our pension.�
The police officer grunted. Then he pointed at John. �You very lucky man,� he said. �These signorine could file complaint against you � very serious matter.�
�I�m sure,� began John, �I�ll do anything in my power...�
�Please don�t think of it,� exclaimed the sister, horrified. �We would not hear of such a thing.� It was her turn to apologize to the police officer. �I hope we need not take up any more of your valuable time,� she said.
He waved a hand of dismissal and spoke in Italian to the underling. �This man walk with you to the pension,� he said. �Buona sera, signorine,� and, ignoring John, he sat down again at his desk.
�I�ll come with you,� said John. �I want to explain exactly what happened.�
They trooped down the stairs and out of the building, the blind sister leaning on her twin�s arm, and once outside she turned her sightless eyes to John.
�You saw us,� she said, �and your wife too. But not today. You saw us in the future.�
Her voice was softer than her sister�s, slower, she seemed to have some slight impediment in her speech.
�I don�t follow,� replied John, bewildered.
He turned to the active sister and she shook her head at him, frowning, and put her fingers on her lips.
�Come along, dear,� she said to her twin. �You know you�re very tired, and I want to get you home.� Then, sotto voce to John, �She�s psychic. Your wife told you, I believe, but I don�t want her to go into trance here in the street.�
God forbid, thought John, and the little procession began to move slowly along the street, away from police headquarters, a canal to the left of them. Progress was slow, because of the blind sister, and there were two bridges to cross over two canals. John was completely lost after the first turning, but it couldn�t have mattered less. Their police escort was with them, and anyway, the sisters knew where they were going.
�I must explain,� said John softly. �My wife would never forgive me if I didn�t,� and as they walked he went over the whole inexplicable story once again, beginning with the telegram received the night before and the conversation with Mrs. Hill, the decision to return to England the following day, Laura by air, and John himself by car and train. It no longer sounded as dramatic as it had done when he had made his statement to the police officer, when, possibly because of his conviction of something uncanny, the description of the two vaporettos passing one another in the middle of the Grand Canal had held a sinister quality, suggesting abduction on the part of the sisters, the pair of them holding a bewildered Laura captive. Now that neither of the women had any further menace for him he spoke more naturally, yet with great sincerity, feeling for the first time that they were somehow both in sympathy with him and would understand.
�You see,� he explained, in a final endeavor to make amends for having gone to the police in the first place, �I truly believed I had seen you with Laura, and I thought...� he hesitated, because this had been the police officer�s suggestion and not his, �I thought that perhaps Laura had some sudden loss of memory, had met you at the airport, and you had brought her back to Venice to wherever you were staying.�
They had crossed a large campo and were approaching a house at one end of it, with a sign PENSIONE above the door. Their escort paused at the entrance.
�Is this it?� asked John.
�Yes,� said the sister. �I know it is nothing much from the outside, but it is clean and comfortable, and was recommended by friends.� She turned to the escort. �Grazie,� she said to him, �grazie tanto.�
The man nodded briefly, wished them �Buona notte,� and disappeared across the campo.
�Will you come in?� asked the sister. �I am sure we can find you some coffee, or perhaps you prefer tea?�
�No, really,� John thanked her, �I must get back to the hotel. I�m making an early start in the morning. I just want to make quite sure you do understand what happened, and that you forgive me.�
�There is nothing to forgive,� she replied. �It is one of the many examples of second sight that my sister and I have experienced time and time again, and I should very much like to record it for our files, if you permit it.�
�Well, as to that, of course,� he told her, �but I myself find it hard to understand. It has never happened to me before.�
�Not consciously, perhaps,� she said, �but so many things happen to us of which we are not aware. My sister felt you had psychic understanding. She told your wife. She also told your wife, last night in the restaurant, that you were to experience trouble, that you should leave Venice. Well, don�t you believe now that the telegram was proof of this? Your son was ill, possibly dangerously ill, and so it was necessary for you to return home immediately. Heaven be praised your wife flew home to be by his side.�
�Yes, indeed,� said John, �but why should I see her on the vaporetto with you and your sister when she was actually on her way to England?�
�Thought transference, perhaps,� she answered. �Your wife may have been thinking about us. We gave her our address, should you wish to get in touch with us. We shall be here another ten days. And she knows that we would pass on any message that my sister might have from your little one in the spirit world.�
�Yes,� said John awkwardly, �yes, I see. It�s very good of you.� He had a sudden rather unkind picture of the two sisters putting on headphones in their bedroom, listening for a coded message from poor Christine. �Look, this is our address in London,� he said. �I know Laura will be pleased to hear from you.�
He scribbled their address on a sheet torn from his pocket-diary, even, as a bonus thrown in, the telephone number, and handed it to her. He could imagine the outcome. Laura springing it on him one evening that the �old dears� were passing through London on their way to Scotland, and the least they could do was to offer them hospitality, even the spare-room for the night. Then a s�ance in the living-room, tambourines appearing out of thin air.
�Well, I must be off,� he said, �goodnight, and apologies, once again, for all that has happened this evening.� He shook hands with the first sister, then turned to her blind twin. �I hope,� he said, �that you are not too tired.�
The sightless eyes were disconcerting. She held his hand fast and would not let it go. �The child,� she said, speaking in an odd staccato voice, �the child... I can see the child...� and then, to his dismay, a bead of froth appeared at the corner of her mouth, her head jerked back, and she half-collapsed in her sister�s arms.
�We must get her inside,� said the sister hurriedly. �It�s all right, she�s not ill, it�s the beginning of a trance state.�
Between them they helped the twin, who had gone rigid, into the house, and sat her down on the nearest chair, the sister supporting her. A woman came running from some inner room. There was a strong smell of spaghetti from the back regions. �Don�t worry,� said the sister, �the signorina and I can manage. I think you had better go. Sometimes she is sick after these turns.�
�I�m most frightfully sorry...� John began, but the sister had already turned her back, and with the signorina was bending over her twin, from whom peculiar choking sounds were proceeding. He was obviously in the way, and after a final gesture of courtesy, �Is there anything I can do?� which received no reply, he turned on his heel and began walking across the square. He looked back once, and saw they had closed the door.
What a finale to the evening! And all his fault. Poor old girls, first dragged to police headquarters and put through an interrogation, and then a psychic fit on top of it all. More likely epilepsy. Not much of a life for the active sister, but she seemed to take it in her stride. An additional hazard, though, if it happened in a restaurant or in the street. And not particularly welcome under his and Laura�s roof should the sisters ever find themselves beneath it, which he prayed would never happen.
Meanwhile, where the devil was he? The campo, with the inevitable church at one end, was quite deserted. He could not remember which way they had come from police headquarters, there had seemed to be so many turnings. Wait a minute, the church itself had a familiar appearance. He drew nearer to it, looking for the name which was sometimes on notices at the entrance. San Giovanni in Bragora, that rang a bell. He and Laura had gone inside one morning to look at a painting by Cima da Conegliano. Surely it was only a stone�s throw from the Riva degli Schiavoni and the open wide waters of the San Marco lagoon, with all the bright lights of civilization and the strolling tourists? He remembered taking a small turning from the Schiavoni and they had arrived at the church. Wasn�t there the alley-way ahead? He plunged along it, but halfway down he hesitated. It didn�t seem right, although it was familiar for some unknown reason.
Then he realized that it was not the alley they had taken the morning they visited the church, but the one they had walked along the previous evening, only he was approaching it from the opposite direction. Yes, that was it, in which case it would be quicker to go on and cross the little bridge over the narrow canal, and he would find the Arsenal on his left and the street leading down to the Riva degli Schiavoni to his right. Simpler than retracing his steps and getting lost once more in the maze of back streets.
He had almost reached the end of the alley, and the bridge was in sight, when he saw the child. It was the same little girl with the pixie hood who had leapt between the tethered boats the preceding night and vanished up the cellar steps of one of the houses. This time she was running from the direction of the church on the other side, making for the bridge. She was running as if her life depended on it, and in a moment he saw why. A man was in pursuit, who, when she glanced backwards for a moment, still running, flattened himself against a wall, believing himself unobserved. The child came on, scampering across the bridge, and John, fearful of alarming her further, backed into an open doorway that led into a small court.
He remembered the drunken yell of the night before which had come from one of the houses near where the man was hiding now. This is it, he thought, the fellow�s after her again, and with a flash of intuition he connected the two events, the child�s terror then and now, and the murders reported in the newspapers, supposedly the work of some madman. It could be coincidence, a child running from a drunken relative, and yet, and yet... His heart began thumping in his chest, instinct warning him to run himself, now, at once, back along the alley the way he had come, but what about the child? What was going to happen to the child?
Then he heard her running steps. She hurtled through the open doorway into the court in which he stood, not seeing him, making for the rear of the house that flanked it, where steps led presumably to a back entrance. She was sobbing as she ran, not the ordinary cry of a frightened child but a panic-stricken intake of breath of a helpless being in despair. Were there parents in the house who would protect her, whom he could warn? He hesitated a moment, then followed her down the steps and through the door at the bottom, which had burst open at the touch of her hands as she hurled herself against it.
�It�s all right,� he called. �I won�t let him hurt you, it�s all right,� cursing his lack of Italian, but possibly an English voice might reassure her. But it was no use � she ran sobbing up another flight of stairs, which were spiral, twisting, leading to the floor above, and already it was too late for him to retreat. He could hear sounds of the pursuer in the courtyard behind, someone shouting in Italian, a dog barking. This is it, he thought, we�re in it together, the child and I. Unless we can bolt some inner door above he�ll get us both.
He ran up the stairs after the child, who had darted into a room leading off a small landing, and followed her inside and slammed the door, and, merciful heaven, there was a bolt which he rammed into its socket. The child was crouching by the open window. If he shouted for help, someone would surely hear, someone would surely come before the man in pursuit threw himself against the door and it gave, because there was no one but themselves, no parents, the room was bare except for a mattress on an old bed, and a heap of rags in one corner.
�It�s all right,� he panted, �it�s all right,� and held out his hand, trying to smile.
The child struggled to her feet and stood before him, the pixie hood falling from her head onto the floor. He stared at her, incredulity turning to horror, to fear. It was not a child at all but a little thickset woman dwarf, about three feet high, with a great square adult head too big for her body, grey locks hanging shoulder-length, and she wasn�t sobbing any more, she was grinning at him, nodding her head up and down.
Then he heard the footsteps on the landing outside and the hammering on the door, and a barking dog, and not one voice but several voices, shouting, �Open up! Police!� The creature fumbled in her sleeve, drawing a knife, and as she threw it at him with hideous strength, piercing his throat, he stumbled and fell, the sticky mess covering his protecting hands. And he saw the vaporetto with Laura and the two sisters steaming down the Grand Canal, not today, not tomorrow, but the day after that, and he knew why they were together and for what sad purpose they had come. The creature was gibbering in its corner. The hammering and the voices and the barking dog grew fainter, and, Oh, God, he thought, what a bloody silly way to die...

The Real Bad Friend
ROBERT BLOCH

THE STORY
Original publication:Michael Shayne Mystery Magazine, February 1957; first collected in Terror in the Night and Other Stories (New York, Ace, 1958)

As an enthusiastic reader of Weird Tales, the most successful pulp magazine in the science fiction, fantasy, and horror genres, Robert Albert Bloch (1917�1994) especially liked the work of H. P. Lovecraft and began a correspondence with him. Lovecraft encouraged his writing ambitions, resulting in two of Bloch�s stories being sold to Weird Tales when he was seventeen, beginning a successful and prolific writing career.
Bloch went on to write hundreds of short stories and twenty novels, the most famous being Psycho (1959), which was memorably filmed by Alfred Hitchcock. While his early work was virtually a pastiche of Lovecraft, he went on to develop his own style, notably in the short story �Yours Truly, Jack the Ripper� (1943). Much of his work was exceptionally dark, gory, and violent for its time, but a plethora of his short fiction has elements of humor � often relying on a pun or wordplay in the last line. A famously warm, friendly, and humorous man in real life, he defended himself against charges of being a macabre writer by saying that he wasn�t that way at all. �Why, I have the heart of a small boy,� he said. �It�s in a jar, on my desk.� He commonly created a short story by inventing a good pun for the last line, then writing a story to accompany it.
Many elements inspired Psycho, Bloch�s best-known work, including the real-life adventures of Ed Gein, who was devoted to his mother and, after her death, notoriously was known to have dug up the bodies of women and use their body parts for artifacts all around his house. Known as �the butcher of Plainfield,� he murdered at least two other women. Out of the skins of several women, he created what he described as a �woman suit� so that he imagined he could become his mother � to literally crawl into her skin.
With headlines about the crime in every newspaper in America, Bloch evidently filed the highlights of the gruesome reports at the back of his mind. Gein was arrested in November of 1957 � the same year that Bloch had published his short story �The Real Bad Friend.� Combining the major elements of his own macabre tale and Gein�s insane crimes, Bloch wrote Psycho, the novel that inspired one of Alfred Hitchcock�s successful films.

THE MOVIE
Title: Psycho, 1960
Studio: Paramount
Director: Alfred Hitchcock
Screenwriter: Joseph Stefano
Producer: Alfred Hitchcock

THE CAST
��Anthony Perkins (Norman Bates)
��Vera Miles (Lila Crane)
��John Gavin (Sam Loomis)
��Janet Leigh (Marion Crane)
��Martin Balsam (Det. Milton Arbogast)

One of the most creepily beloved of all Hitchcock�s suspense films, Psycho is the story of a young woman who steals an envelope full of money and begins a long drive to meet her boyfriend. On the way, she stops to spend the night in the Bates Motel, run by Norman Bates, a shy, quiet young man who behaves a trifle oddly because he appears to be dominated by his controlling mother. When the woman disappears, her lover, her sister, and a police detective come to the motel to investigate.
Few films have had scenes as memorable as the one in which the thief, played by the beautiful Janet Leigh, decides to take a shower and is interrupted by Norman�s mother, who wields a large knife as she � and violins � shriek in a mad frenzy of slash after bloody slash.
Psycho II (1983) was released twenty-three years after the original film and again starred Vera Miles as well as Tony Perkins as Norman Bates, who has spent more than two decades under psychiatric care but is haunted by the events of the past and by his mother. Bloch had written a novel titled Psycho II, published in 1982, but the producer instead went with an original screenplay by Tom Holland; it was directed by Richard Franklin. A cheesy, exploitive continuation of the Norman Bates saga, Psycho III (1986) again featured Perkins.
Bloch�s novel also served as the basis for a big-budget remake, Psycho (1998), with a screenplay yet again by Stefano that followed the novel and the first film inspired by it so closely that even camera placement and angles were almost identical. Directed by Gus Van Sant, it featured Vince Vaughn, Anne Heche, and Julianne Moore. Although an excellent remake, it was not a success at the box office.

THE REAL BAD FRIEND
Robert Bloch

It was really all Roderick�s idea in the first place.
George Foster Pendleton would never have thought of it. He couldn�t have; he was much too dull and respectable. George Foster Pendleton, vacuum cleaner salesman, aged forty-three, just wasn�t the type. He had been married to the same wife for fourteen years, lived in the same white house for an equal length of time, wore glasses when he wrote up orders, and was completely complacent about his receding hairline and advancing waistline.
Consequently, when his wife�s uncle died and left her an estate of some eighty-five thousand dollars after taxes, George didn�t make any real plans.
Oh, he was delighted, of course � any ten-thousand-a-year salesman would be � but that�s as far as it went. He and Ella decided to put in another bathroom on the first floor and buy a new Buick, keeping the old car for her to drive. The rest of the money could go into something safe, like savings and loan, and the interest would take care of a few little luxuries now and then. After all, they had no children or close relatives to look after. George was out in the territory a few days every month, and often called on local sales prospects at night, so they�d never developed much of a social life. There was no reason to expand their style of living, and the money wasn�t quite enough to make him think of retiring.
So they figured things out, and after the first flurry of excitement and congratulations from the gang down at George�s office, people gradually forgot about the inheritance. After all, they weren�t really living any differently than before. George Foster Pendleton was a quiet man, not given to talking about his private affairs. In fact, he didn�t have any private affairs to talk about.
Then Roderick came up with his idea.
�Why not drive Ella crazy?�
George couldn�t believe his ears. �You�re the one who�s crazy,� George told him. �Why, I never heard of anything so ridiculous in all my life!�
Roderick just smiled at him and shook his head in that slow, funny way of his, as if he felt sorry for George. Of course, he did feel sorry for George, and maybe that�s why George thought of him as his best friend. Nobody seemed to have any use for Roderick, and Roderick didn�t give a damn about anyone else, apparently. But he liked George, and it was obvious he had been doing a lot of thinking about the future.
�You�re a fine one to talk about being ridiculous,� Roderick said. That quiet, almost inaudible way he had of speaking always carried a lot of conviction. George was handicapped as a salesman by his high, shrill voice, but Roderick seldom spoke above a whisper. He had the actor�s trick of deliberately underplaying his lines. And what he said usually made sense.
Now George sat in his five-dollar room at the Hotel LeMoyne and listened to his friend. Roderick had come to the office today just before George left on his monthly road trip, and decided to go along. As he�d fallen into the habit of doing this every once in a while, George thought nothing of it. But this time, apparently, he had a purpose in mind.
�If anyone is being ridiculous,� Roderick said, �it�s you. You�ve been selling those lousy cleaners since nineteen forty-six. Do you like your job? Are you ever going to get any higher in the company? Do you want to keep on in this crummy rut for another twenty years?�
George opened his mouth to answer, but it was Roderick who spoke. �Don�t tell me,� he said. �I know the answers. And while we�re on the subject, here�s something else to think about. Do you really love Ella?�
George had been staring at the cracked mirror over the bureau. Now he turned on the bed and gazed at the wall. He didn�t want to look at himself, or Roderick, either.
�Why, she�s been a good wife to me. More than a wife � like a mother, almost.�
�Sure. You�ve told me all about that. That�s the real reason you married her, wasn�t it? Because she reminded you of your mother, and your mother had just died, and you were afraid of girls in the first place but you had to have someone to take care of you.�
Damn that Roderick! George realized he never should have told him so much in the first place. He probably wouldn�t, except that Roderick had been his best � maybe his only � friend. He�d come along back in �44, in the service, when George had been ready to go to pieces completely.
Even today, after all those years, George hated to remember the way he�d met Roderick. He didn�t like to think about the service, or going haywire there on the island and trying to strangle the sergeant, and ending up in the stockade. Even so, it might have been much worse, particularly after they stuck him in solitary, if he hadn�t met Roderick. Funny part of it was, Roderick had become his intimate friend and heard everything about him long before George ever set eyes on him. Roderick had been down in solitary, too, and for the first month he was just a voice that George could talk to in the dark. It wasn�t what you�d call the best way in the world to develop a close friendship, but at the time it kept George from cracking up. He had someone to confide in at last, and pretty soon he was spilling his guts, his heart, his soul, telling things he hadn�t even known about himself until the words came.
Oh, Roderick knew, all right. He knew the things George had carefully concealed from everyone � the kids back in school, the guys in the army, the gang at the office, the card-playing friends and neighbors, even Ella. Most especially, Ella. There were lots of things George wouldn�t dream of telling Ella, any more than he would have told his mother, years ago.
Roderick was right about that. Ella did remind George of his mother. And when his mother died he�d married Ella because she was big and took care of him, and the way it worked out it was she who made most of the decisions. As a child he�d been taught to be a good little boy. Now he was a good little salesman, a good little potbellied householder, a fetcher-home of Kleenex, a mower of lawns, a wiper of dishes, a wrapper of garbage. Twelve years of it since the war. And if it hadn�t been for Roderick, he never could have stood it.
Could he stand another twelve years of it? Or twenty, or thirty, or even more?
�You don�t have to put up with it, you know,� Roderick murmured, reading his thoughts. �You don�t have to be mommy�s boy any longer. This is your big chance, George. If you got rid of the house, you�d have over ninety thousand in cash. Suppose you settled down on one of those little islands in the Caribbean. There�s dozens of them, according to the travel guide I saw on your desk in the office today.�
�But Ella wouldn�t like that,� George protested. �She hates hot climates. That�s why we�ve never traveled south on vacations. Besides, what on earth could she do down there?�
�She wouldn�t be going,� Roderick answered, patiently. �She�d stay here. That�s the whole point of it, George. You could live like a king there for a few hundred a month. Have a big house, all the servants you want. Plenty to drink. And the girls, George! You�ve heard about the girls. Every color under the sun. Why, you can even buy them down there, the way those old Southern planters used to buy slaves. Quadroons and octoroons and mulattoes � probably can�t even speak a word of English. But you wouldn�t have to worry about that. All you�d want is obedience, and you could have a whip to take care of that. They�d have to do anything you wanted, because you�d be their master. You could even kill them if you liked. The way you�d like to kill Ella.�
�But I don�t want to kill Ella,� George said, very quickly, and his voice was quite loud and shrill.
Roderick�s answering laugh was soft. �Don�t kid me,� he said. �I know you. You�d like to kill her, the same way you�d have liked to kill that sergeant back on the island, but you can�t because you�re chicken. And besides, it isn�t practical. Murder is no solution to this problem, George, but my way is. Drive Ella crazy.�
�Preposterous.�
�What�s preposterous about it? You want to get rid of her, don�t you? Get rid of your job, get rid of taking orders from a wife and a boss and every stinking customer with ninety bucks for a cleaner who thinks he can make you jump. And here�s your chance. The chance of a lifetime, George, sitting right in your lap.�
�But I can�t drive Ella insane.�
�Why not? Take a look around you, man. It�s being done every day. Ask the lawyers about the sons and daughters and in-laws of people who have money, and how they get the old folks put away in the asylum. Getting power of attorney from grandpa and grandma � things like that. Don�t you think a lot of them help the deal along a little? You can drive anyone crazy, George, if you plan.�
�Ella isn�t the type,� George insisted. �Besides, anything I did � don�t you think she�d know about it and see through it? Even if I tried, it wouldn�t work.�
�Who said anything about you trying?� Roderick drawled. He seemed very sure of himself, now. �That�s my department, George. Let me do it.�
�You? But��
�I wouldn�t fool you. It�s not merely a beautiful gesture of friendship. I want those West Indies, too. We can go there together. You�d like that, wouldn�t you, George? The two of us down there, I mean, where we wouldn�t have to be afraid of what we did, what people would say or think? I could help you, George. I could help you get hold of some of those girls. Do you remember that book you read once, about the Roman Emperor, Tiberius � the one who had the villa on the island, and the orgies? You told me about some of those orgies, George. We could do it, you and I.�
George felt the sweat oozing down the insides of his wrists. He sat up. �I don�t even want to think of such things,� he said. �Besides, what if you got caught?�
�I won�t get caught,� Roderick assured him, calmly. �Don�t forget, Ella doesn�t even know me. I�ve steered clear of your friends all these years. I�m a free agent, George, and that�s our ace in the hole. You�ve always treated me like a poor relation, never introducing me or even mentioning my name. Oh, I�m not complaining. I understand. But now that little situation is going to come in handy. Let me think things out, work up a plan.�
George bit his upper lip. �Ella�s too sensible,� he said. �You�d never get her upset.�
Roderick laughed without making a sound. �Nobody is really �sensible,� George. It�s just a false front, that�s all. Like the one you�ve built up.� He was suddenly quite serious again. �Think about it. How many people would believe you were capable of even talking to me the way you have just now, let alone of carrying out any such ideas? Would your boss believe it? Or Ella, even? Of course not! To the world, you�re just another middle-aged salesman, a Willy Loman type, only worse. A spineless, gutless, chicken-hearted, yellow-bellied coward. A weak-kneed sissy, a little panty-waist, a mommy�s boy, a��
�Shut up!� George almost screamed the words, and then he was on his feet with his sweat-soaked hands balled into fists, ready to smash at the voice and the face, ready to kill...
And then he was back on the bed, breathing hoarsely, and Roderick was laughing at him without making a sound.
�You see? I knew the words to use, all right. In one minute I turned you into a potential murderer, didn�t I? You, the respectable suburban type who�s never gotten out of line since they shoved you into the stockade.
�Well, there are words for everyone, George. Words and phrases and ideas that can churn rage, trigger emotion, fill a person with incoherent, hysterical fear. Ella is no different. She�s a woman; there�s a lot of things she must be afraid of. We�ll find those things, George. We�ll press the right buttons until the bells ring. The bells in the belfry, George. The bats in the belfry��
George made a noise in his throat. �Get out of here,� he said.
�All right. But you think over what I�ve said. This is your big opportunity � our big opportunity. I�m not going to stand by and see you toss it away.�
Then he was gone.
Alone in his room, George turned out the light and got ready for bed. He wondered if there was a threat hidden in Roderick�s last words, and that startled him. All his life George had been afraid of other people because they were violent, aggressive, cruel. At times he could sense the same tendencies in himself, but he always suppressed them. His mother had made him behave like a little gentleman. And except for that one terrible interlude in the service, he had always been a little gentleman. He�d kept out of trouble, kept away from people that could harm him.
And Roderick had helped. He�d gotten out of the army at the same time George had, settled down in the same city. Of course, he didn�t really settle down, inasmuch as he had no wife or family and never kept a regular job. Still, he seemed to get by all right. In spite of his hand-to-mouth existence, he dressed as well as George did. And he was taller and leaner and darker and looked a good ten years younger. It often occurred to George that Roderick lived off women � he seemed to be that type, always hinting of sexual conquests. But he never volunteered any information about himself. �What you don�t know won�t hurt you,� he�d say.
And George was satisfied with the arrangement, because as a result he could talk about himself. Roderick was the sounding board, the confessional booth, the one person who could really understand.
He�d drop in at the office from time to time when George was free, and sometimes he�d ride along with him for a day when George went out of town, or in the evenings when he called on prospects. After a few perfunctory overtures, George stopped trying to get Roderick to meet his wife. And he�d never mentioned Roderick to her � mainly because of the circumstances of their having been in the stockade together, and George had never dared to tell Ella about that. So Ella didn�t know about Roderick, and somehow this made everything quite exciting. Once, when Ella had gone down to Memphis for her mother�s funeral, Roderick consented to move in with George at the house for two days. They got violently and disastrously drunk together, but on the third morning Roderick left.
It was all very clandestine, almost like having a mistress. Only without the messy part. The messy part was no good, though it might be different if you were on one of those islands and nobody could see you or stop you and you owned those girls body and soul; then you could have a whip, a long black whip with little pointed silver spikes at the end, and the spikes would tear the soft flesh and you would make the girls dance and little red ribbons would twine around the naked bodies and then�
But that was Roderick�s doing, putting such thoughts into his head! And suddenly George knew he was afraid of Roderick. Roderick, always so soft-voiced and calm and understanding; always ready to listen and offer advice and ask nothing in return. George had never realized until now that Roderick was as cruel as all the rest.
Now he had to face the fact. And he wondered how he could have escaped the truth all these years. Roderick had been in the stockade for a crime of violence, too. But the difference was that Roderick wasn�t repentant. Repentance wasn�t in him � only defiance and hatred, and the terrible strength that comes of being untouched and untouchable. It seemed as though nothing could move him or hurt him. He bowed to no conventions. He went where he pleased, did what he pleased. And apparently there was a streak of perversity in him; obviously he hated Ella and wanted George to get rid of her. If George had listened to him tonight...
The little vacuum-cleaner salesman fell asleep in his sagging bed, his mind firmly made up. He was finished with Roderick. He wouldn�t see him any more, wouldn�t listen to any of his wild schemes. He wanted no part of such plans. From now on he�d go his way alone. He and Ella would be safe and happy together...

During the next few days George often thought of what he�d say to Roderick when he turned up, but Roderick left him alone. Maybe he�d figured out the situation for himself and realized he�d gone too far.
Anyway, George completed his trip, returned home, kissed Ella, helped supervise the installation of the second bathroom, and finished up his paperwork at the office.
Being on the road had left him feeling pretty tired, but there came a time when he just had to catch up with his prospect list here in town, so he finally spent an evening making calls.
Since he was just plain fagged out, he violated one of his rules and stopped for a quick drink before he began his rounds. After the first call he had another, as a reward for making a sale, and from then on things went easier. George knew he had no head for alcohol, but just this once a few drinks helped. He got through his customer list in a sort of pleasant fog, and when he was done he had several more fast shots in a tavern near the house. By the time he put the car in the garage, he was feeling no pain.
He wondered vaguely if Ella would be waiting up to bawl him out. She didn�t like him to drink. Well, perhaps she�d be asleep by now. He hoped so, as he went up the walk and started to unlock the door.
Before he could turn the key the door opened and Ella was in his arms. �Thank goodness you�re here!� she cried. She was crying, George realized, and then he noticed that all the lights in the house were on.
�Hey, what�s the matter? What�s all this about?�
She began to gurgle. �The face, in the window��
Alcohol plays funny tricks, and for a moment George wanted to laugh. Something about the melodramatic phrase, and the way Ella�s jowls quivered when she uttered it, was almost painfully amusing. But Ella wasn�t joking. She was frightened. She quivered against him like a big blob of Jello.
�I had this awful headache � you know the kind I get � and I was just sitting in the front room watching TV with the lights off. I guess I must have been dozing a little, when all of a sudden I got this feeling, like somebody was watching me. So I looked up, and there in the window was this awful face. It was like one of those terrible rubber masks the kids wear for Halloween � all green and grinning. And I could see hands clawing at the window, trying to open it and get in!�
�Take it easy, now,� George soothed, holding her. �Then what happened?�
Gradually he got it out of her. She had screamed and turned on the big overhead light, and the face had disappeared. So she�d turned on all the lights and gone around locking the doors and windows. After that she�d just waited.
�Maybe we ought to call the police,� she said. �I thought I�d tell you about it first.�
George nodded. �Sensible idea. Probably was just what you thought � some kid playing a trick.� He was quite sobered now, and thoughtful. �Which window did you see this through, the big one? Here, let me get a flashlight from the garage. I�m going to look for footprints.�
He got the flashlight, and when Ella refused to accompany him, walked across the lawn himself. The flower bed beneath the window was damp from a recent rain, but there were no footprints.
When George told Ella about it, she seemed puzzled.
�I can�t understand it,� she said.
�Neither can I,� George answered. �If it was a kid, he�d probably have run off when you spotted him, instead of waiting to smooth out his tracks. On the other hand, if it was a prowler, he�d cover up his traces. But a prowler wouldn�t have let you see him in the first place.� He paused. �You�re sure about what you saw?�
Ella frowned. �Well... it was only for a second, you know, and the room was so dark. But there was this big green face, like a mask, and it had those long teeth...�
Her voice trailed away.
�Nobody tried the doors or windows? You didn�t hear any sounds?�
�No. There was just this face.� She blinked. �I told you about my headache, and how I was dozing off, watching that late movie. It was all sort of like a nightmare.�
�I see.� George nodded. �Did you ever stop to think that maybe it was a nightmare?�
Ella didn�t answer.
�How�s the head? Still aching? Better take a couple of aspirins and go up to bed. You just had a bad dream, dear. Come on, let�s go to bed and forget about it, shall we?�
So they went to bed.
Maybe Ella forgot about it and maybe she didn�t, but George wasn�t forgetting. He knew. Roderick must be starting to carry out his plan. And this would only be the beginning...

It was only the beginning, and after that things moved fast. The next afternoon, George was sitting in the office all alone when Ella called him from the house. She sounded very excited.
�George, did you tell the plumbers to come back?�
�Why no, dear, of course not.�
�Well, Mr. Thornton is here, and he said they got a call to come over and rip everything out again. I don�t understand it, and I�ve been trying to explain that it�s some kind of mistake and��
Ella sounded very upset now, and George tried to calm her down. �Better put him on, dear. I�ll talk to him.�
So Ella put Mr. Thornton on and George told him not to bother, there was a mixup somewhere. And when Mr. Thornton got mad and said there was no mixup, he�d taken the call himself, George just cut him off and got Ella back on the wire.
�It�s all taken care of now,� he assured her. �Don�t worry about a thing. I�ll be home early.�
�Maybe you�d better get something to eat downtown,� Ella said. �I�ve got such an awful headache, and I want to lie down for a while.�
�You go ahead,� George said. �I�ll manage.�
So George managed, but if Ella lay down, she didn�t get very much rest.
George found that out when he got home. She was quivering, her voice and body trembling.
�Somebody�s trying to play a trick on us,� she told him. �The doorbell�s been ringing all afternoon. First it was Gimbel�s delivery truck. With refrigerators.�
�I didn�t order a refrigerator,� George said.
�I know you didn�t, and neither did I.� Ella was trying to hold back the tears. �But somebody did. And not just one. They had four of them.�
�Four?�
�That�s not the worst of it. Some man from Kelly�s called and asked when I was going to move. They�d gotten an order for a van.�
�Let me get this straight.� George paced the floor. �How did they get the order?�
�Over the phone,� Ella said. �Just the way Mr. Thornton did. That�s why I thought at first you might have called.� She was sniffling now, and George made her sit down.
�So you said,� George told her. �But I asked Mr. Thornton about that. He happened to take that particular call himself. And he was quite positive the caller was a woman.�
�A woman?�
�Yes.� George sat down next to Ella and took her hand. �He claimed he recognized your voice.�
�But George, that�s impossible! Why, I never even used the phone once today. I was lying down with my headache and��
George shook his head. �I believe you, dear. But who else could it be? What other woman would know that Thornton was the plumber who put in our bathroom? Did you mention his name to anyone?�
�No, of course not. At least, I don�t remember.� Ella was pale. �Oh, I�m so upset I can�t think straight.� She put her hands up to her forehead. �My head feels like it�s splitting wide open. I can�t stand it...� She stared at George. �Where are you going?�
�I�m calling Dr. Vinson.�
�But I�m not sick. I don�t need a doctor.�
�He�ll give you a sedative, something for that head of yours. Now just calm down and relax.�
So Dr. Vinson came over, and he did give Ella a sedative. Ella didn�t mention anything about the calls, so he only went through a routine examination.
But afterwards, when she was asleep upstairs, George took Dr. Vinson aside and told him the story � including the part about the face in the window.
�What do you think, doc?� he asked. �I�ve heard about such things happening when women start going through change of life. Maybe��
Dr. Vinson nodded. �Better have her call my office for an appointment later in the week,� he said. �We�ll see that she gets a complete checkup. Meanwhile, don�t let yourself get upset. It could be somebody�s idea of a practical joke, you know.�
George nodded, but he wasn�t reassured.
The part that really bothered him was the business about Ella�s voice being recognized over the phone.
Next morning he left early, and Ella was still asleep. Down at the office he called Gimbel�s and then Kelly�s. After much confusion he was able to locate the clerks who had taken the orders. Both insisted they had talked to a woman.
So George called Dr. Vinson and told him so.
No sooner had he hung up than Ella was on the phone. She could scarcely speak.
A man had come from the Humane Society with a Great Dane. A west side furrier, somebody Ella had never heard of, drove up with samples of mink coats � mink coats in July! A travel agency had kept calling, insisting that she had asked for information about a flight around the world. Her head was killing her; she didn�t know what to do; she wanted George to phone the police and�
She broke off in the middle of her hysterical account, and George quickly asked what was happening. A moment later he realized he could have spared himself the question. The sound of what was happening was clearly audible over the wire: he recognized the hideous wailing.
�Fire engines!� Ella gasped. �Somebody called the fire department!�
�I�ll be right home,� George said, hanging up quickly.
And he went right home. The trucks were gone by the time he arrived, but a lieutenant was still there, and a detective from the police department. Ella was trying to explain the situation to them, and it was a lucky thing George was on hand to straighten things out. He had Ella go upstairs, and then he told the men the story.
�Please,� he said. �Don�t press any charges. If there�s any expense, anything like a fine, I�ll be glad to pay it. My wife is under doctor�s care � she�s going to have a complete examination later in the week. This is all very embarrassing, but I�m sure we can straighten things out...�
The men were quite sympathetic. They promised to let him know what the costs would be, and the detective gave George his card and told him to keep in touch with him in case there was anything he could do.
Then George got on the phone and squared things with the Humane Society, the furrier, and the travel agency. After that he went up to Ella�s bedroom, where he found her lying on the bed with all the shades pulled down. He offered to fix her something to eat but she said she wasn�t hungry.
�Something�s happening,� she told him. �Somebody�s trying to harm us. I�m frightened.�
�Nonsense.� George forced a smile. �Besides, we�ve got protection now.� And then, to cheer her up, he told her that the detective had promised to put a watch on the house and tap the telephone.
�If there�s anybody pulling any funny business, we�ll catch him,� George reassured her. �All you have to do is rest. By the way, Dr. Vinson said it would be a good idea if you stopped in for a checkup towards the end of the week. Why not call him for an appointment?�
Ella sat up. �You told him?�
�I had to, dear. After all, he�s your doctor. He�s in a position to help if��
�If what?�
�Nothing.�
�George. Look at me.� He didn�t, but she went on. �Do you think I made those calls? Do you?�
�I never said so. It�s just that Thornton claims he recognized your voice. Why would he want to lie about a thing like that?�
�I don�t know. But he�s lying. He must be! I never called him, George. I swear it! And I didn�t call anyone this morning. Why, I was in bed until almost noon. That sedative made me so dopey I couldn�t think straight.�
George was silent.
�Well, aren�t you going to say something?�
�I believe you, dear. Now, try and get some rest.�
�But I can�t rest now. I�m not tired. I want to talk to you.�
�Sorry, I�ve got to get back to the office and clean up my desk. Don�t forget, I�m leaving town again tomorrow.�
�But you can�t go now. You can�t leave me alone like this!�
�Only for three days. You know, Pittsville and Bakerton. I�ll be back by Saturday.� George tried to sound cheerful. �Anyway, the police will keep an eye on the house, so you needn�t worry about prowlers.�
�George, I��
�We�ll talk about it again tonight. Right now, I�ve got a job to attend to, remember?�
So George left her weeping softly on the bed and went back to his office. But he didn�t pay much attention to his job.
Roderick was waiting for him when he came in.

The other salesmen were out that afternoon, and there was no one else near the hot stuffy little back-room cubicle George used for an office. He and Roderick were all alone, and Roderick spoke very softly. George was glad of that, at least, because he wouldn�t have wanted anyone to hear the things Roderick told him. Nor, for that matter, would he have cared to have been overheard himself.
The moment he saw Roderick he almost shouted, �So it was you, after all!�
Roderick shrugged. �Who else?�
�But I told you I didn�t want any part of it, and I meant it!�
�Nonsense, George. You don�t know what you mean, or what you really want.� Roderick smiled and leaned forward. �You talked to this Dr. Vinson and to the detective. Did you mention my name?�
�No, I didn�t, but��
�You see? That proves it. You must have realized who was responsible, but you kept silent. You wanted the scheme to work. And it is working, isn�t it? I have everything all planned.�
In spite of himself George had to ask the question. �How did you manage to imitate her voice?�
�Simple. I�ve called her on the phone several times � wrong number, you know, or pretending to be a telephone solicitor. I heard enough to be able to fake. She�s got one of those whiney voices, George. Like this. I think I�ll lie down for a while. My head is killing me.�
It was uncanny to hear Ella�s voice issuing from those sardonically curled lips. George�s heart began to pound.
�You � you said you had plans,� he murmured.
Roderick nodded. �That�s right. You�re going out of town for a few days, I believe?�
�Yes. Tomorrow.�
�Good. Everything will be arranged.�
�What do you intend to do?�
�Maybe you�d better not ask that question, George. Maybe you ought to keep out of this completely. Just leave everything to me.� Roderick cocked his head to one side. �Remember, what you don�t know won�t hurt you.�
George sat down, then stood up again hastily. �Roderick, I want you to stop this! Lay off, do you hear me?�
Roderick smiled.
�Do you hear me?� George repeated. He was trembling now.
�I heard you,� Roderick said. �But you�re upset now, George. You aren�t thinking straight. Stop worrying about Ella. She won�t really come to any harm. They�ll take quite good care of her where she�s going. And you and I will take good care of ourselves, where we�re going. That�s what you want to concentrate on, George. The Caribbean. The Caribbean, with ninety thousand dollars in our pockets. A little boat, maybe, and those long, moonlit tropical nights. Think about the girls, George � those nice, slim young girls. They aren�t fat and blubbery, always whining and complaining about headaches and telling you not to touch them. They like to be touched, George. They like to be touched, and held, and caressed, and��
�Stop it! It�s no use. I�ve changed my mind.�
�Too late, George. You can�t stop now.� Roderick was very casual, but very firm. �Besides, you don�t really want to stop. It�s only that you�re afraid. Well, don�t be. I promise you won�t be involved in this at all. Just give me three days. Three days, while you�re gone � that�s all I need.�
�I won�t go!� George shouted. �I won�t leave her! I�ll go to the police!�
�And just what will you tell them?� Roderick paused to let the question sink in. �Oh, that would be a fine idea, wouldn�t it, going to the police? Not on your life, George. You�re going out of town like a good little boy. Because this is a job for a bad little boy � like me.�
He was laughing at George now, and George knew it. Any further protest on his part would be useless. Still, he might have tried to do something about it if the boss hadn�t come in through the side entrance at that very moment. Roderick stood up, crossed the room, slipped out the door and was gone. And George, staring after him, realized that his last chance had gone with him.

Things seemed a little bit better that evening. Ella had had no further disturbances during the rest of the day, and as a result she was considerably calmer. By the time they had finished a makeshift supper and got ready for bed, both of them felt a trifle more reconciled to the coming separation.
Ella said she had phoned Dr. Vinson and made an appointment for Friday afternoon, two days hence. George, for his part, promised to call her faithfully every evening he was away.
�And if you need me, I�ll drive right back,� he told her. �I won�t be much more than a hundred miles away any time during the trip. Come on now, I�ll finish packing and we can get some sleep.�
So they left it at that. And the next morning George was up and on the road long before Ella awakened.
He had a fairly easy day of it in Pittsville and finished his calls long before he had anticipated. Perhaps that�s why he started to worry; he had nothing else to occupy his mind.
What was it Roderick had said? What you don�t know won�t hurt you?
Well, that wasn�t true. Not knowing was the worst part of it. Not knowing and suspecting. Roderick had told him he had everything planned. George believed that all right. And Roderick had told him he wouldn�t actually harm Ella. This part George wasn�t certain about; he didn�t know whether he could believe it or not. Roderick couldn�t be trusted. He�d proved it by the way he�d gone ahead with the scheme despite George�s protests. There was no telling what he might be capable of doing. After all, what did George know about the man? He might already be guilty of far greater crimes than the one he proposed.
George thought of Roderick with a knife, a gun, or even his bare hands... And then he thought of those same bare hands ripping away a dress, fastening themselves like hungry mouths on naked flesh. And he saw his face, like the face of one of those fiends in that old copy of Paradise Lost with the Dor� etchings, the one his mother had owned.
The thought made his hands tremble, made his voice quaver. But he forced himself to be calm as he dialed the long-distance operator from his hotel room, put through the call to the house.
And then he heard Ella�s voice, and everything was all right. Everything was fine.
Yes, she could hear him. And no, nothing had happened. Nothing at all. Apparently, whoever had been playing those tricks had decided to stop. She�d been cleaning house all day. And how did he feel?
�Fine, just fine,� George said. And meant it. His relief was tremendously exhilarating. He hung up, suddenly jubilant. Ella was undisturbed, and that meant Roderick had been scared off after all.
George went down to the bar for a few drinks. It was still early, and he felt like celebrating. He struck up a conversation with a leather goods salesman from Des Moines, and they hit a few of the local spots. Eventually his companion picked up a girl and wandered off. George continued on alone for quite a time, blacking out pleasantly every now and then, but always remaining under control; he liked the good feeling that came with knowing he was under control and would always behave like a little gentleman. He had the right to celebrate because he had won a victory.
Roderick had told the truth in a way; for a while George had been tempted to let the scheme go through. But he had changed his mind in time, and Roderick must have known he meant it. Now Ella was safe, and he was safe, and they�d be happy together. Ninety thousand dollars and an island in the West Indies � what a pipe dream! George Foster Pendleton wasn�t that kind of a person. And now it was time to find the hotel, find his room, find the keyhole, find the bed, find the whirling darkness and the deep peace that waited within it.
The next morning George had a hangover, and he was feeling pretty rocky as he drove to Bakerton. He made a few calls around noon, but just couldn�t seem to hit the ball. So in the afternoon he decided to call it quits, because he still had Friday to finish up there.
He went back to his room intending to take a late afternoon nap, but he slept right straight through. He didn�t wake up to eat supper or call Ella or anything.
When he woke up the next morning, he was surprised to find that Ella had apparently called him several times; he had slept right through the rings. But he felt good, and he was out making the rounds by nine.
He called Ella immediately after supper. Her voice was relaxed and reassuring.
�Did you go to the doctor today?� he asked.
She had seen Dr. Vinson, she told him, and everything was fine. He had checked her over thoroughly � cardiograph, blood tests, even head X-rays. There was nothing wrong. He�d given her a few pills for her headaches, that was all.
�Any other disturbances?� George asked.
�No. It�s been very quiet here.� Ella sounded quite calm. �When are you coming in tomorrow?�
�Around noon, I hope. Right after lunch.�
�Right after lunch,� Ella repeated. �I�ll see you.�
�Good night,� George said, and hung up.
He felt very happy, and yet there was something bothering him. He didn�t quite know what it was, but there was an uneasy feeling, a feeling of having forgotten an important message. Like when he was a boy and his mother sent him to the store for groceries, and he couldn�t remember one of the items on the list.
George sat there, holding the phone in his hand, and then he jumped when he heard the tapping on the door.
He got up and opened it and Roderick came into the room. Roderick was smiling gaily.
�Always stay at the best hotel in town, don�t you?� he said. �Knew I�d find you here.�
�But what��
�Just thought I ought to take a run over,� Roderick said. �You�re coming back tomorrow, and I figured you�d better be prepared.�
�Prepared for what?�
Roderick stood in front of the mirror and cocked his head. �I�ve been working hard,� he told George. �But it�s paid off. Like I told you, all I needed was three days.�
George opened his mouth, but Roderick wasn�t to be interrupted.
�While you�ve been snoozing away here, I�ve been up and doing,� he chuckled. �No rest for the wicked, you know. Let me give you a quick rundown. Wednesday, the day you left, I made a few calls in the evening. The first one was to the savings and loan people � they�re open Wednesday nights until nine, you know. I did the Ella impersonation and told them I wanted my money out as soon as I could get it. Talked to old Higgins himself. When he asked why, I told him I was planning on getting a divorce and going to Cuba.�
Roderick nodded to himself and continued. �Then I went around to the house and did the mask routine again. Ella was in the kitchen, drinking a glass of milk before she got ready for bed. When she saw me I thought she was going to jump right out of her skin. She ran for the telephone, and I guess she called the police. I didn�t wait to find out.
�Yesterday I figured it might be best to keep away from the house, so I went through the telephone gag again. I talked to Higgins once more and told him I needed the money at once, because you were deathly ill and had to have an operation on your brain. That was a neat touch, wasn�t it?
�Then I talked to the bank, and after that I phoned a few stores and had them promise to make deliveries this morning. Just a few odds and ends � a piano, and two trombones from the Music Mart, and seventy-five dozen roses from the florist. Oh yes, as a final touch, I called Phelps Brothers and told them I wanted to stop in and look at a casket because I anticipated a death in the family.�
Roderick giggled over that one, almost like a naughty little boy. But his eyes were serious as he continued.
�Finally, I called that old goat, Dr. Vinson, and told him I wanted to cancel my appointment. He couldn�t quite figure out why until I told him I was leaving for Europe on a midnight flight. He wanted to know if you were going and I said no, it was a big surprise because I was going to have a baby over there and you weren�t the father.
�After that, I went out to the house � but I was very careful, you understand, in case any cops should happen to be around. Lucky for me I�d anticipated them, because not only was there a prowl car parked down the street, but when I sneaked back through the alley and looked in the kitchen window, I could see this detective talking to Ella in the hall. So I got out of there. But it wasn�t necessary to do any more. I could see that. Ella looked like the wrath of God. I don�t imagine she�d had any sleep for two nights. And by today, word must have gotten around. Old Higgins in savings and loan will do his share of talking. So will Doc Vinson, and some of the others. And your wife will keep insisting to the police that she saw this face. Now all you have to do is go back and wrap everything up in one neat package.�
�What do you mean?� George asked.
�I imagine they�ll all be calling you. Your only job is to give the right answers. Tell them that Ella has talked about taking a lot of crazy trips. Tell them she wants to hide her money in the house. Tell Doc Vinson she�s afraid he wants to poison her, or attack her, or something. You ever hear about paranoiac delusions? That�s when people get the idea that everybody�s persecuting them. Build up a yarn like that. You know what to tell Ella; she�s so confused now that she�ll go for anything you say. Mix her up a little more. Ask her about things she�s told you, like trading in the Buick for a Cadillac. She�ll deny she ever said anything like that, and then you drop the subject and bring up something else. A day or two � with a few more looks through the window at the mask � and you�ll have her convinced she�s screwy. That�s the most important thing. Then you go to Vinson with a sob story, have her examined while she�s scared and woozy, and you�ve got it made.� Roderick laughed. �If you could have seen her face...�
George shook his head in bewilderment. Why was Roderick lying to him? He�d talked to Ella Wednesday night and tonight, and she�d been quite normal. Nothing had happened, nothing at all. And yet here was Roderick coming a hundred miles and boasting about all kinds of crazy stuff�
Crazy stuff.
Sudenly George knew.
Crazy stuff. A crazy scheme to drive someone crazy. It added up.
Roderick was the crazy one.
That was the answer, the real answer. He was more than cruel, more than childish, more than antisocial. The man was psychotic, criminally insane. And it was all a fantasy; he�d started to carry out his delusions, then halted. The rest of it took place only in his disordered imagination.
George didn�t want to look at him, didn�t want to hear his voice. He wanted to tell him to go away, wanted to tell him he had just talked to Ella and she was okay, nothing had happened.
But he knew that he mustn�t. He couldn�t. Roderick would never accept such an answer. He was crazy, and he was dangerous. There had to be some other way of handling him.
All at once, George found the obvious solution.
�I�m all through here,� he said. �Thought I might drive back tonight. Want to ride along?�
Roderick nodded. �Why not?� Again the childish giggle. �I get it. You can�t wait, isn�t that it? Can�t wait to see the look on her foolish fat face. Well, go ahead. One good thing, you won�t have to look at it very much longer. They�re going to put her on ice. And we�ll have the sunshine. The sunshine, and the moonlight, and all the rest of it. The tropics are great stuff, George. You�re going to be happy there. I know you don�t like insects, but even they can come in handy. Take ants, for instance. Suppose one of these girls disobeys us, George. Well, we can tie her to a tree, see? Spread-eagle, sort of. Strip her naked and rub honey all over her. Then the ants come and...�
Roderick talked like that all during the drive back home. Sometimes he whispered and sometimes he giggled, and George got a splitting headache worse than anything Ella could ever have had. But still Roderick kept on talking. He was going to have Ella locked up. He was going to take George to the islands. Sometimes it even sounded as if he meant the island, the one where they�d been in the stockade. And he was going to do things to the girls the way the guards used to do things to the prisoners. It was crazy talk, crazy.
The only thing that kept George going was the knowledge that it was crazy talk, and if anyone else heard it they�d realize the truth right away. All he had to do was get Roderick into town, stall him on some pretext or other, and call in the police. Of course Roderick would try to implicate George in the scheme, but how could he? Looking back, George couldn�t remember any slip-up on his part; he hadn�t actually said or done anything out of line. No, it was all Roderick. And that was his salvation.
Still, the cold sweat was trickling down his forehead by the time he pulled up in front of the house. It must have been close to midnight, but the front-room lights were still burning. That meant Ella was up. Good.
�Wait here,� George told Roderick. �I�m just going in to tell her I�m home. Then I�ll put the car away.�
Roderick seemed to sense that something was phony. �I shouldn�t hang around,� he said. �What if the cops have a stakeout?�
�Let me check on that,� George said. �I�ve got an idea. If the cops aren�t here you could give her one more taste of the rubber mask. Then I can deny seeing it. Get the pitch?�
�Yes.� Roderick smiled. �Now you�re cooperating, George. Now you�re with it. Go ahead.�
So George got out of the car and walked up to the front door and opened it.
Ella was waiting for him. She did look tired, and she jumped when she saw him, but she was all right. Thank God for that, she was all right! And now he could tell her.
�Don�t say a word,� George whispered, closing the door. �I�ve got a lunatic out in the car there.�
�Would you mind repeating that?�
George looked around, and sure enough he recognized him. It was the detective he�d talked to after the fire alarm was turned in.
�What are you doing here this time of night?� George asked.
�Just checking up,� said the detective. �Now what�s all this you were saying about a lunatic?�
So George told him. George told him and he told Ella, and they both listened very quietly and calmly. George had to talk fast, because he didn�t want Roderick to get suspicious, and he stumbled over some of his words. Then he asked the detective to sneak out to the car with him before Roderick could get away, and the detective said he would. George warned him that Roderick was dangerous and asked him if he had a gun. The detective had a gun, all right, and George felt better.
They walked right out to the car together and George yanked open the door.
But Roderick wasn�t there.
George couldn�t figure it out, and then he realized that Roderick might have been just crazy enough to pull his rubber mask trick without waiting, and he told the detective about that and made him look around under the front windows. The detective wasn�t very bright; he didn�t seem to understand about the mask part, so George showed him what he meant � how you could stand under the window on this board from the car and look in without leaving any footprints. The detective wanted to know what the mask looked like, but George couldn�t quite describe it, and then they were back at the car and the detective opened the glove compartment and pulled something out and asked George if this was the mask he meant.
Of course it was, and George explained that Roderick must have left it there. Then they were back inside the house and Ella was crying, and George didn�t want her to cry so he said there was nothing to be frightened about because Roderick was gone. And she didn�t have to be afraid if somebody played tricks on her like imitating her voice because anyone could do that.
The detective asked him if he could, and of course he could do it perfectly. He was almost as good as Roderick, only he had such a splitting headache...
Maybe that�s why the doctor came, not Dr. Vinson but a police doctor, and he made George tell everything all over again. Until George got mad and asked why were they talking to him, the man they should be looking for was Roderick.
It was crazy, that�s what it was. They were even crazier than Roderick, the way they carried on. There were more police now, and the detective was trying to tell him that he was the one who had made the calls and worn the mask. He, George! It was utterly ridiculous, and George explained how he had met Roderick on the island in solitary and how he looked like the fiend in the Dor� book and everything, and how he was a bad boy.
But the detective said that George�s boss had heard him talking to himself in the office the other afternoon and called Ella to tell her, and that she had talked to the police. Then when George went on his trip they�d checked up on him and found he drove back to town the night he got drunk and also the night he said he was sleeping in his hotel room, and that he was the one who had done it all.
Of course they didn�t tell him this all at once � there was this trip to the station, and all those doctors who talked to him, and the lawyers and the judge. After a while, George stopped paying attention to them and to that nonsense about schizophrenia and split personalities. His head was splitting and all he wanted to do was get them to find Roderick. Roderick was the one to blame. Roderick was the crazy one. They had to understand that.
But they didn�t understand that, and it was George whom they locked up. George Foster Pendleton, not George Roderick the naughty boy.
Still, George was smarter than they were, in the end. Because he found Roderick again. Even though he was locked up, he found Roderick. Or rather, Roderick found him, and came to visit.
He comes quite often, these days, moving in that quiet way of his and sneaking in when nobody�s around to see him. And he talks to George in that soft, almost inaudible voice of his when George sits in front of the mirror. George isn�t mad at him anymore. He realizes now that Roderick is his best friend, and wants to help him.
Roderick still dreams about getting his hands on all that money and going away with George to the Caribbean. And he has a plan. This time there won�t be any slip-ups. He�ll get George out of here, even if he has to kill a guard to do it. And he�ll kill Ella, too, before he goes.
And then they�ll travel on down to the islands, just the two of them. And there�ll be girls, and whips gleaming in the moonlight...
Oh, George trusts Roderick now. He�s his only friend. And he often wonders just where he�d be without him.
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THE BODY SNATCHER
Robert Louis Stevenson

Every night in the year, four of us sat in the small parlour of the George at Debenham � the undertaker, and the landlord, and Fettes, and myself. Sometimes there would be more; but blow high, blow low, come rain or snow or frost, we four would be each planted in his own particular arm-chair. Fettes was an old drunken Scotchman, a man of education obviously, and a man of some property, since he lived in idleness. He had come to Debenham years ago, while still young, and by a mere continuance of living had grown to be an adopted townsman. His blue camlet cloak was a local antiquity, like the church-spire. His place in the parlour at the George, his absence from church, his old, crapulous, disreputable vices, were all things of course in Debenham. He had some vague Radical opinions and some fleeting infidelities, which he would now and again set forth and emphasise with tottering slaps upon the table. He drank rum � five glasses regularly every evening; and for the greater portion of his nightly visit to the George sat, with his glass in his right hand, in a state of melancholy alcoholic saturation. We called him the Doctor, for he was supposed to have some special knowledge of medicine, and had been known, upon a pinch, to set a fracture or reduce a dislocation; but beyond these slight particulars, we had no knowledge of his character and antecedents.
One dark winter night � it had struck nine some time before the landlord joined us � there was a sick man in the George, a great neighbouring proprietor suddenly struck down with apoplexy on his way to Parliament; and the great man�s still greater London doctor had been telegraphed to his bedside. It was the first time that such a thing had happened in Debenham, for the railway was but newly open, and we were all proportionately moved by the occurrence.
�He�s come,� said the landlord, after he had filled and lighted his pipe.
�He?� said I. �Who?�� not the doctor?�
�Himself,� replied our host.
�What is his name?�
�Doctor Macfarlane,� said the landlord.
Fettes was far through his third tumbler, stupidly fuddled, now nodding over, now staring mazily around him; but at the last word he seemed to awaken, and repeated the name �Macfarlane� twice, quietly enough the first time, but with sudden emotion at the second.
�Yes,� said the landlord, �that�s his name, Doctor Wolfe Macfarlane.�
Fettes became instantly sober; his eyes awoke, his voice became clear, loud, and steady, his language forcible and earnest. We were all startled by the transformation, as if a man had risen from the dead.
�I beg your pardon,� he said, �I am afraid I have not been paying much attention to your talk. Who is this Wolfe Macfarlane?� And then, when he had heard the landlord out, �It cannot be, it cannot be,� he added; �and yet I would like well to see him face to face.�
�Do you know him, Doctor?� asked the undertaker, with a gasp.
�God forbid!� was the reply. �And yet the name is a strange one; it were too much to fancy two. Tell me, landlord, is he old?�
�Well,� said the host, �he�s not a young man, to be sure, and his hair is white; but he looks younger than you.�
�He is older, though; years older. But,� with a slap upon the table, �it�s the rum you see in my face � rum and sin. This man, perhaps, may have an easy conscience and a good digestion. Conscience! Hear me speak. You would think I was some good, old, decent Christian, would you not? But no, not I; I never canted. Voltaire might have canted if he�d stood in my shoes; but the brains� � with a rattling fillip on his bald head � �the brains were clear and active, and I saw and made no deductions.�
�If you know this doctor,� I ventured to remark, after a somewhat awful pause, �I should gather that you do not share the landlord�s good opinion.�
Fettes paid no regard to me.
�Yes,� he said, with sudden decision, �I must see him face to face.�
There was another pause, and then a door was closed rather sharply on the first floor, and a step was heard upon the stair.
�That�s the doctor,� cried the landlord. �Look sharp, and you can catch him.�
It was but two steps from the small parlour to the door of the old George Inn; the wide oak staircase landed almost in the street; there was room for a Turkey rug and nothing more between the threshold and the last round of the descent; but this little space was every evening brilliantly lit up, not only by the light upon the stair and the great signal-lamp below the sign, but by the warm radiance of the bar-room window. The George thus brightly advertised itself to passers-by in the cold street. Fettes walked steadily to the spot, and we, who were hanging behind, beheld the two men meet, as one of them had phrased it, face to face. Dr. Macfarlane was alert and vigorous. His white hair set off his pale and placid, although energetic, countenance. He was richly dressed in the finest of broadcloth and the whitest of linen, with a great gold watch-chain, and studs and spectacles of the same precious material. He wore a broad-folded tie, white and speckled with lilac, and he carried on his arm a comfortable driving-coat of fur. There was no doubt but he became his years, breathing, as he did, of wealth and consideration; and it was a surprising contrast to see our parlour sot � bald, dirty, pimpled, and robed in his old camlet cloak � confront him at the bottom of the stairs.
�Macfarlane!� he said somewhat loudly, more like a herald than a friend.
The great doctor pulled up short on the fourth step, as though the familiarity of the address surprised and somewhat shocked his dignity.
�Toddy Macfarlane!� repeated Fettes.
The London man almost staggered. He stared for the swiftest of seconds at the man before him, glanced behind him with a sort of scare, and then in a startled whisper, �Fettes!� he said, �You!�
�Ay,� said the other, �me! Did you think I was dead too? We are not so easy shut of our acquaintance.�
�Hush, hush!� exclaimed the doctor. �Hush, hush! this meeting is so unexpected � I can see you are unmanned. I hardly knew you, I confess, at first; but I am overjoyed � overjoyed to have this opportunity. For the present it must be how-d�ye-do and good-bye in one, for my fly is waiting, and I must not fail the train; but you shall � let me see � yes � you shall give me your address, and you can count on early news of me. We must do something for you, Fettes. I fear you are out at elbows; but we must see to that for auld lang syne, as once we sang at suppers.�
�Money!� cried Fettes; �money from you! The money that I had from you is lying where I cast it in the rain.�
Dr. Macfarlane had talked himself into some measure of superiority and confidence, but the uncommon energy of this refusal cast him back into his first confusion.
A horrible, ugly look came and went across his almost venerable countenance. �My dear fellow,� he said, �be it as you please; my last thought is to offend you. I would intrude on none. I will leave you my address, however��
�I do not wish it � I do not wish to know the roof that shelters you,� interrupted the other. �I heard your name; I feared it might be you; I wished to know if, after all, there were a God; I know now that there is none. Begone!�
He still stood in the middle of the rug, between the stair and doorway; and the great London physician, in order to escape, would be forced to step to one side. It was plain that he hesitated before the thought of this humiliation. White as he was, there was a dangerous glitter in his spectacles; but while he still paused uncertain, he became aware that the driver of his fly was peering in from the street at this unusual scene and caught a glimpse at the same time of our little body from the parlour, huddled by the corner of the bar. The presence of so many witnesses decided him at once to flee. He crouched together, brushing on the wainscot, and made a dart like a serpent, striking for the door. But his tribulation was not yet entirely at an end, for even as he was passing Fettes clutched him by the arm and these words came in a whisper, and yet painfully distinct, �Have you seen it again?�
The great rich London doctor cried out aloud with a sharp, throttling cry; he dashed his questioner across the open space, and, with his hands over his head, fled out of the door like a detected thief. Before it had occurred to one of us to make a movement the fly was already rattling toward the station. The scene was over like a dream, but the dream had left proofs and traces of its passage. Next day the servant found the fine gold spectacles broken on the threshold, and that very night we were all standing breathless by the bar-room window, and Fettes at our side, sober, pale, and resolute in look.
�God protect us, Mr. Fettes!� said the landlord, coming first into possession of his customary senses. �What in the universe is all this? These are strange things you have been saying.�
Fettes turned toward us; he looked us each in succession in the face. �See if you can hold your tongues,� said he. �That man Macfarlane is not safe to cross; those that have done so already have repented it too late.�
And then, without so much as finishing his third glass, far less waiting for the other two, he bade us good-bye and went forth, under the lamp of the hotel, into the black night.
We three turned to our places in the parlour, with the big red fire and four clear candles; and as we recapitulated what had passed, the first chill of our surprise soon changed into a glow of curiosity. We sat late; it was the latest session I have known in the old George. Each man, before we parted, had his theory that he was bound to prove; and none of us had any nearer business in this world than to track out the past of our condemned companion, and surprise the secret that he shared with the great London doctor. It is no great boast, but I believe I was a better hand at worming out a story than either of my fellows at the George; and perhaps there is now no other man alive who could narrate to you the following foul and unnatural events.
In his young days Fettes studied medicine in the schools of Edinburgh. He had talent of a kind, the talent that picks up swiftly what it hears and readily retails it for its own. He worked little at home; but he was civil, attentive, and intelligent in the presence of his masters. They soon picked him out as a lad who listened closely and remembered well; nay, strange as it seemed to me when I first heard it, he was in those days well favoured, and pleased by his exterior. There was, at that period, a certain extramural teacher of anatomy, whom I shall here designate by the letter K. His name was subsequently too well known. The man who bore it skulked through the streets of Edinburgh in disguise, while the mob that applauded at the execution of Burke called loudly for the blood of his employer. But Mr. K� was then at the top of his vogue; he enjoyed a popularity due partly to his own talent and address, partly to the incapacity of his rival, the university professor. The students, at least, swore by his name, and Fettes believed himself, and was believed by others, to have laid the foundations of success when he had acquired the favour of this meteorically famous man. Mr. K� was a bon vivant as well as an accomplished teacher; he liked a sly illusion no less than a careful preparation. In both capacities Fettes enjoyed and deserved his notice, and by the second year of his attendance he held the half-regular position of second demonstrator or sub-assistant in his class.
In this capacity the charge of the theatre and lecture-room devolved in particular upon his shoulders. He had to answer for the cleanliness of the premises and the conduct of the other students, and it was a part of his duty to supply, receive, and divide the various subjects. It was with a view to this last � at that time very delicate � affair that he was lodged by Mr. K� in the same wynd, and at last in the same building, with the dissecting-rooms. Here, after a night of turbulent pleasures, his hand still tottering, his sight still misty and confused, he would be called out of bed in the black hours before the winter dawn by the unclean and desperate interlopers who supplied the table. He would open the door to these men, since infamous throughout the land. He would help them with their tragic burden, pay them their sordid price, and remain alone, when they were gone, with the unfriendly relics of humanity. From such a scene he would return to snatch another hour or two of slumber, to repair the abuses of the night, and refresh himself for the labours of the day.
Few lads could have been more insensible to the impressions of a life thus passed among the ensigns of mortality. His mind was closed against all general considerations. He was incapable of interest in the fate and fortunes of another, the slave of his own desires and low ambitions. Cold, light, and selfish in the last resort, he had that modicum of prudence, miscalled morality, which keeps a man from inconvenient drunkenness or punishable theft. He coveted, besides, a measure of consideration from his masters and his fellow-pupils, and he had no desire to fail conspicuously in the external parts of life. Thus he made it his pleasure to gain some distinction in his studies, and day after day rendered unimpeachable eye-service to his employer, Mr. K�. For his day of work he indemnified himself by nights of roaring, blackguardly enjoyment; and when that balance had been struck, the organ that he called his conscience declared itself content.
The supply of subjects was a continual trouble to him as well as to his master. In that large and busy class, the raw material of the anatomists kept perpetually running out; and the business thus rendered necessary was not only unpleasant in itself, but threatened dangerous consequences to all who were concerned. It was the policy of Mr. K� to ask no questions in his dealings with the trade. �They bring the body, and we pay the price,� he used to say, dwelling on the alliteration � �quid pro quo.� And, again, and somewhat profanely, �Ask no questions,� he would tell his assistants, �for conscience�s sake.� There was no understanding that the subjects were provided by the crime of murder. Had that idea been broached to him in words, he would have recoiled in horror; but the lightness of his speech upon so grave a matter was, in itself, an offence against good manners, and a temptation to the men with whom he dealt. Fettes, for instance, had often remarked to himself upon the singular freshness of the bodies. He had been struck again and again by the hang-dog, abominable looks of the ruffians who came to him before the dawn; and putting things together clearly in his private thoughts, he perhaps attributed a meaning too immoral and too categorical to the unguarded counsels of his master. He understood his duty, in short, to have three branches: to take what was brought, to pay the price, and to avert the eye from any evidence of crime.
One November morning this policy of silence was put sharply to the test. He had been awake all night with a racking toothache � pacing his room like a caged beast or throwing himself in fury on his bed � and had fallen at last into that profound, uneasy slumber that so often follows on a night of pain, when he was awakened by the third or fourth angry repetition of the concerted signal. There was a thin, bright moonshine; it was bitter cold, windy, and frosty; the town had not yet awakened, but an indefinable stir already preluded the noise and business of the day. The ghouls had come later than usual, and they seemed more than usually eager to be gone. Fettes, sick with sleep, lighted them upstairs. He heard their grumbling Irish voices through a dream; and as they stripped the sack from their sad merchandise he leaned dozing, with his shoulder propped against the wall; he had to shake himself to find the men their money. As he did so his eyes lighted on the dead face. He started; he took two steps nearer, with the candle raised.
�God Almighty!� he cried. �That is Jane Galbraith!�
The men answered nothing, but they shuffled nearer the door.
�I know her, I tell you,� he continued. �She was alive and hearty yesterday. It�s impossible she can be dead; it�s impossible you should have got this body fairly.�
�Sure, sir, you�re mistaken entirely,� said one of the men.
But the other looked Fettes darkly in the eyes, and demanded the money on the spot.
It was impossible to misconceive the threat or to exaggerate the danger. The lad�s heart failed him. He stammered some excuses, counted out the sum, and saw his hateful visitors depart. No sooner were they gone than he hastened to confirm his doubts. By a dozen unquestionable marks he identified the girl he had jested with the day before. He saw, with horror, marks upon her body that might well betoken violence. A panic seized him, and he took refuge in his room. There he reflected at length over the discovery that he had made; considered soberly the bearing of Mr. K��s instructions and the danger to himself of interference in so serious a business, and at last, in sore perplexity, determined to wait for the advice of his immediate superior, the class assistant.
This was a young doctor, Wolfe Macfarlane, a high favourite among all the reckless students, clever, dissipated, and unscrupulous to the last degree. He had travelled and studied abroad. His manners were agreeable and a little forward. He was an authority on the stage, skilful on the ice or the links with skate or golf-club; he dressed with nice audacity, and, to put the finishing touch upon his glory, he kept a gig and a strong trotting-horse. With Fettes he was on terms of intimacy; indeed, their relative positions called for some community of life; and when subjects were scarce the pair would drive far into the country in Macfarlane�s gig, visit and desecrate some lonely graveyard, and return before dawn with their booty to the door of the dissecting-room.
On that particular morning Macfarlane arrived somewhat earlier than his wont. Fettes heard him, and met him on the stairs, told him his story, and showed him the cause of his alarm. Macfarlane examined the marks on her body.
�Yes,� he said with a nod, �it looks fishy.�
�Well, what should I do?� asked Fettes.
�Do?� repeated the other. �Do you want to do anything? Least said soonest mended, I should say.�
�Someone else might recognise her,� objected Fettes. �She was as well-known as the Castle Rock.�
�We�ll hope not,� said Macfarlane, �and if anybody does � well, you didn�t, don�t you see, and there�s an end. The fact is, this has been going on too long. Stir up the mud, and you�ll get K� into the most unholy trouble; you�ll be in a shocking box yourself. So will I, if you come to that. I should like to know how any one of us would look, or what the devil we should have to say for ourselves, in any Christian witness-box. For me, you know there�s one thing certain � that, practically speaking, all our subjects have been murdered.�
�Macfarlane!� cried Fettes.
�Come now!� sneered the other. �As if you hadn�t suspected it yourself!�
�Suspecting is one thing��
�And proof another. Yes, I know; and I�m as sorry as you are this should have come here,� tapping the body with his cane. �The next best thing for me is not to recognise it; and,� he added coolly, �I don�t. You may, if you please. I don�t dictate, but I think a man of the world would do as I do; and I may add, I fancy that is what K� would look for at our hands. The question is, Why did he choose us two for his assistants? And I answer, because he didn�t want old wives.�
This was the tone of all others to affect the mind of a lad like Fettes. He agreed to imitate Macfarlane. The body of the unfortunate girl was duly dissected, and no one remarked or appeared to recognise her.
One afternoon, when his day�s work was over, Fettes dropped into a popular tavern and found Macfarlane sitting with a stranger. This was a small man, very pale and dark, with coal-black eyes. The cut of his features gave a promise of intellect and refinement which was but feebly realised in his manners, for he proved, upon a nearer acquaintance, coarse, vulgar, and stupid. He exercised, however, a very remarkable control over Macfarlane; issued orders like the Great Bashaw; became inflamed at the least discussion or delay, and commented rudely on the servility with which he was obeyed. This most offensive person took a fancy to Fettes on the spot, plied him with drinks, and honoured him with unusual confidences on his past career. If a tenth part of what he confessed were true, he was a very loathsome rogue; and the lad�s vanity was tickled by the attention of so experienced a man.
�I�m a pretty bad fellow myself,� the stranger remarked, �but Macfarlane is the boy � Toddy Macfarlane I call him. Toddy, order your friend another glass.� Or it might be, �Toddy, you jump up and shut the door.� �Toddy hates me,� he said again. �Oh yes, Toddy, you do!�
�Don�t you call me that confounded name,� growled Macfarlane.
�Hear him! Did you ever see the lads play knife? He would like to do that all over my body,� remarked the stranger.
�We medicals have a better way than that,� said Fettes. �When we dislike a dead friend of ours, we dissect him.�
Macfarlane looked up sharply, as though this jest were scarcely to his mind.
The afternoon passed. Gray, for that was the stranger�s name, invited Fettes to join them at dinner, ordered a feast so sumptuous that the tavern was thrown into commotion, and when all was done commanded Macfarlane to settle the bill. It was late before they separated; the man Gray was incapably drunk. Macfarlane, sobered by his fury, chewed the cud of the money he had been forced to squander and the slights he had been obliged to swallow. Fettes, with various liquors singing in his head, returned home with devious footsteps and a mind entirely in abeyance. Next day Macfarlane was absent from the class, and Fettes smiled to himself as he imagined him still squiring the intolerable Gray from tavern to tavern. As soon as the hour of liberty had struck he posted from place to place in quest of his last night�s companions. He could find them, however, nowhere; so returned early to his rooms, went early to bed, and slept the sleep of the just.
At four in the morning he was awakened by the well-known signal. Descending to the door, he was filled with astonishment to find Macfarlane with his gig, and in the gig one of those long and ghastly packages with which he was so well acquainted.
�What?� he cried. �Have you been out alone? How did you manage?�
But Macfarlane silenced him roughly, bidding him turn to business. When they had got the body upstairs and laid it on the table, Macfarlane made at first as if he were going away. Then he paused and seemed to hesitate; and then, �You had better look at the face,� said he, in tones of some constraint. �You had better,� he repeated, as Fettes only stared at him in wonder.
�But where, and how, and when did you come by it?� cried the other.
�Look at the face,� was the only answer.
Fettes was staggered; strange doubts assailed him. He looked from the young doctor to the body, and then back again. At last, with a start, he did as he was bidden. He had almost expected the sight that met his eyes, and yet the shock was cruel. To see, fixed in the rigidity of death and naked on that coarse layer of sackcloth, the man whom he had left well clad and full of meat and sin upon the threshold of a tavern, awoke, even in the thoughtless Fettes, some of the terrors of the conscience. It was a cras tibi which re-echoed in his soul, that two whom he had known should have come to lie upon these icy tables. Yet these were only secondary thoughts. His first concern regarded Wolfe. Unprepared for a challenge so momentous, he knew not how to look his comrade in the face. He durst not meet his eye, and he had neither words nor voice at his command.
It was Macfarlane himself who made the first advance. He came up quietly behind and laid his hand gently but firmly on the other�s shoulder.
�Richardson,� said he, �may have the head.�
Now Richardson was a student who had long been anxious for that portion of the human subject to dissect. There was no answer, and the murderer resumed: �Talking of business, you must pay me; your accounts, you see, must tally.�
Fettes found a voice, the ghost of his own: �Pay you!� he cried. �Pay you for that?�
�Why, yes, of course you must. By all means and on every possible account, you must,� returned the other. �I dare not give it for nothing, you dare not take it for nothing; it would compromise us both. This is another case like Jane Galbraith�s. The more things are wrong the more we must act as if all were right. Where does old K� keep his money?�
�There,� answered Fettes hoarsely, pointing to a cupboard in the corner.
�Give me the key, then,� said the other, calmly, holding out his hand.
There was an instant�s hesitation, and the die was cast. Macfarlane could not suppress a nervous twitch, the infinitesimal mark of an immense relief, as he felt the key between his fingers. He opened the cupboard, brought out pen and ink and a paper-book that stood in one compartment, and separated from the funds in a drawer a sum suitable to the occasion.
�Now, look here,� he said, �there is the payment made � first proof of your good faith: first step to your security. You have now to clinch it by a second. Enter the payment in your book, and then you for your part may defy the devil.�
The next few seconds were for Fettes an agony of thought; but in balancing his terrors it was the most immediate that triumphed. Any future difficulty seemed almost welcome if he could avoid a present quarrel with Macfarlane. He set down the candle which he had been carrying all this time, and with a steady hand entered the date, the nature, and the amount of the transaction.
�And now,� said Macfarlane, �it�s only fair that you should pocket the lucre. I�ve had my share already. By the bye, when a man of the world falls into a bit of luck, has a few shillings extra in his pocket � I�m ashamed to speak of it, but there�s a rule of conduct in the case. No treating, no purchase of expensive class-books, no squaring of old debts; borrow, don�t lend.�
�Macfarlane,� began Fettes, still somewhat hoarsely, �I have put my neck in a halter to oblige you.�
�To oblige me?� cried Wolfe. �Oh, come! You did, as near as I can see the matter, what you downright had to do in self-defence. Suppose I got into trouble, where would you be? This second little matter flows clearly from the first. Mr. Gray is the continuation of Miss Galbraith. You can�t begin and then stop. If you begin, you must keep on beginning; that�s the truth. No rest for the wicked.�
A horrible sense of blackness and the treachery of fate seized hold upon the soul of the unhappy student.
�My God!� he cried, �but what have I done? and when did I begin? To be made a class assistant � in the name of reason, where�s the harm in that? Service wanted the position; Service might have got it. Would he have been where I am now?�
�My dear fellow,� said Macfarlane, �what a boy you are! What harm has come to you? What harm can come to you if you hold your tongue? Why, man, do you know what this life is? There are two squads of us � the lions and the lambs. If you�re a lamb, you�ll come to lie upon these tables like Gray or Jane Galbraith; if you�re a lion, you�ll live and drive a horse like me, like K�, like all the world with any wit or courage. You�re staggered at the first. But look at K�! My dear fellow, you�re clever, you have pluck. I like you, and K� likes you. You were born to lead the hunt; and I tell you, on my honour and my experience of life, three days from now you�ll laugh at all these scarecrows like a High School boy at a farce.�
And with that Macfarlane took his departure and drove off up the wynd in his gig to get under cover before daylight. Fettes was thus left alone with his regrets. He saw the miserable peril in which he stood involved. He saw, with inexpressible dismay, that there was no limit to his weakness, and that, from concession to concession, he had fallen from the arbiter of Macfarlane�s destiny to his paid and helpless accomplice. He would have given the world to have been a little braver at the time, but it did not occur to him that he might still be brave. The secret of Jane Galbraith and the cursed entry in the day-book closed his mouth.
Hours passed; the class began to arrive; the members of the unhappy Gray were dealt out to one and to another, and received without remark. Richardson was made happy with the head; and before the hour of freedom rang Fettes trembled with exultation to perceive how far they had already gone toward safety.
For two days he continued to watch, with increasing joy, the dreadful process of disguise.
On the third day Macfarlane made his appearance. He had been ill, he said; but he made up for lost time by the energy with which he directed the students. To Richardson in particular he extended the most valuable assistance and advice, and that student, encouraged by the praise of the demonstrator, burned high with ambitious hopes, and saw the medal already in his grasp.
Before the week was out Macfarlane�s prophecy had been fulfilled. Fettes had outlived his terrors and had forgotten his baseness. He began to plume himself upon his courage, and had so arranged the story in his mind that he could look back on these events with an unhealthy pride. Of his accomplice he saw but little. They met, of course, in the business of the class; they received their orders together from Mr. K�. At times they had a word or two in private, and Macfarlane was from first to last particularly kind and jovial. But it was plain that he avoided any reference to their common secret; and even when Fettes whispered to him that he had cast in his lot with the lions and foresworn the lambs, he only signed to him smilingly to hold his peace.
At length an occasion arose which threw the pair once more into a closer union. Mr. K� was again short of subjects; pupils were eager, and it was a part of this teacher�s pretensions to be always well supplied. At the same time there came the news of a burial in the rustic graveyard of Glencorse. Time has little changed the place in question. It stood then, as now, upon a cross-road, out of call of human habitations, and buried fathom deep in the foliage of six cedar trees. The cries of the sheep upon the neighbouring hills, the streamlets upon either hand, one loudly singing among pebbles, the other dripping furtively from pond to pond, the stir of the wind in mountainous old flowering chestnuts, and once in seven days the voice of the bell and the old tunes of the precentor, were the only sounds that disturbed the silence around the rural church. The Resurrection Man � to use a byname of the period � was not to be deterred by any of the sanctities of customary piety. It was part of his trade to despise and desecrate the scrolls and trumpets of old tombs, the paths worn by the feet of worshippers and mourners, and the offerings and the inscriptions of bereaved affection. To rustic neighbourhoods, where love is more than commonly tenacious, and where some bonds of blood or fellowship unite the entire society of a parish, the body-snatcher, far from being repelled by natural respect, was attracted by the ease and safety of the task. To bodies that had been laid in earth, in joyful expectation of a far different awakening, there came that hasty, lamp-lit, terror-haunted resurrection of the spade and mattock. The coffin was forced, the cerements torn, and the melancholy relics, clad in sackcloth, after being rattled for hours on moonless byways, were at length exposed to uttermost indignities before a class of gaping boys.
Somewhat as two vultures may swoop upon a dying lamb, Fettes and Macfarlane were to be let loose upon a grave in that green and quiet resting-place. The wife of a farmer, a woman who had lived for sixty years, and been known for nothing but good butter and a godly conversation, was to be rooted from her grave at midnight and carried, dead and naked, to that far-away city that she had always honoured with her Sunday�s best; the place beside her family was to be empty till the crack of doom; her innocent and almost venerable members to be exposed to that last curiosity of the anatomist.
Late one afternoon the pair set forth, well wrapped in cloaks and furnished with a formidable bottle. It rained without remission � a cold, dense, lashing rain. Now and again there blew a puff of wind, but these sheets of falling water kept it down. Bottle and all, it was a sad and silent drive as far as Penicuik, where they were to spend the evening. They stopped once, to hide their implements in a thick bush not far from the churchyard, and once again at the Fisher�s Tryst, to have a toast before the kitchen fire and vary their nips of whisky with a glass of ale. When they reached their journey�s end the gig was housed, the horse was fed and comforted, and the two young doctors in a private room sat down to the best dinner and the best wine the house afforded. The lights, the fire, the beating rain upon the window, the cold, incongruous work that lay before them, added zest to their enjoyment of the meal. With every glass their cordiality increased. Soon Macfarlane handed a little pile of gold to his companion.
�A compliment,� he said. �Between friends these little d � d accommodations ought to fly like pipe-lights.�
Fettes pocketed the money, and applauded the sentiment to the echo. �You are a philosopher,� he cried. �I was an ass till I knew you. You and K� between you, by the Lord Harry! but you�ll make a man of me.�
�Of course we shall,� applauded Macfarlane. �A man? I tell you, it required a man to back me up the other morning. There are some big, brawling, forty-year-old cowards who would have turned sick at the look of the d � d thing; but not you � you kept your head. I watched you.�
�Well, and why not?� Fettes thus vaunted himself. �It was no affair of mine. There was nothing to gain on the one side but disturbance, and on the other I could count on your gratitude, don�t you see?� And he slapped his pocket till the gold pieces rang.
Macfarlane somehow felt a certain touch of alarm at these unpleasant words. He may have regretted that he had taught his young companion so successfully, but he had no time to interfere, for the other noisily continued in this boastful strain �
�The great thing is not to be afraid. Now, between you and me, I don�t want to hang � that�s practical; but for all cant, Macfarlane, I was born with a contempt. Hell, God, Devil, right, wrong, sin, crime, and all the old gallery of curiosities � they may frighten boys, but men of the world, like you and me, despise them. Here�s to the memory of Gray!�
It was by this time growing somewhat late. The gig, according to order, was brought round to the door with both lamps brightly shining, and the young men had to pay their bill and take the road. They announced that they were bound for Peebles, and drove in that direction till they were clear of the last houses of the town; then, extinguishing the lamps, returned upon their course, and followed a by-road toward Glencorse. There was no sound but that of their own passage, and the incessant, strident pouring of the rain. It was pitch dark; here and there a white gate or a white stone in the wall guided them for a short space across the night; but for the most part it was at a foot pace, and almost groping, that they picked their way through that resonant blackness to their solemn and isolated destination. In the sunken woods that traverse the neighbourhood of the burying-ground the last glimmer failed them, and it became necessary to kindle a match and re-illumine one of the lanterns of the gig. Thus, under the dripping trees, and environed by huge and moving shadows, they reached the scene of their unhallowed labours.
They were both experienced in such affairs, and powerful with the spade; and they had scarce been twenty minutes at their task before they were rewarded by a dull rattle on the coffin lid. At the same moment Macfarlane, having hurt his hand upon a stone, flung it carelessly above his head. The grave, in which they now stood almost to the shoulders, was close to the edge of the plateau of the graveyard; and the gig lamp had been propped, the better to illuminate their labours, against a tree, and on the immediate verge of the steep bank descending to the stream. Chance had taken a sure aim with the stone. Then came a clang of broken glass; night fell upon them; sounds alternately dull and ringing announced the bounding of the lantern down the bank, and its occasional collision with the trees. A stone or two, which it had dislodged in its descent, rattled behind it into the profundities of the glen; and then silence, like night, resumed its sway; and they might bend their hearing to its utmost pitch, but naught was to be heard except the rain, now marching to the wind, now steadily falling over miles of open country.
They were so nearly at an end of their abhorred task that they judged it wisest to complete it in the dark. The coffin was exhumed and broken open; the body inserted in the dripping sack and carried between them to the gig; one mounted to keep it in its place, and the other, taking the horse by the mouth, groped along by wall and bush until they reached the wider road by the Fisher�s Tryst. Here was a faint, diffused radiancy, which they hailed like daylight; by that they pushed the horse to a good pace and began to rattle along merrily in the direction of the town.
They had both been wetted to the skin during their operations, and now, as the gig jumped among the deep ruts, the thing that stood propped between them fell now upon one and now upon the other. At every repetition of the horrid contact each instinctively repelled it with the greater haste; and the process, natural although it was, began to tell upon the nerves of the companions. Macfarlane made some ill-favoured jest about the farmer�s wife, but it came hollowly from his lips, and was allowed to drop in silence. Still their unnatural burden bumped from side to side; and now the head would be laid, as if in confidence, upon their shoulders, and now the drenching sack-cloth would flap icily about their faces. A creeping chill began to possess the soul of Fettes. He peered at the bundle, and it seemed somehow larger than at first. All over the country-side, and from every degree of distance, the farm dogs accompanied their passage with tragic ululations; and it grew and grew upon his mind that some unnatural miracle had been accomplished, that some nameless change had befallen the dead body, and that it was in fear of their unholy burden that the dogs were howling.
�For God�s sake,� said he, making a great effort to arrive at speech, �for God�s sake, let�s have a light!�
Seemingly Macfarlane was affected in the same direction; for, though he made no reply, he stopped the horse, passed the reins to his companion, got down, and proceeded to kindle the remaining lamp. They had by that time got no farther than the cross-road down to Auchenclinny. The rain still poured as though the deluge were returning, and it was no easy matter to make a light in such a world of wet and darkness. When at last the flickering blue flame had been transferred to the wick and began to expand and clarify, and shed a wide circle of misty brightness round the gig, it became possible for the two young men to see each other and the thing they had along with them. The rain had moulded the rough sacking to the outlines of the body underneath; the head was distinct from the trunk, the shoulders plainly modelled; something at once spectral and human riveted their eyes upon the ghastly comrade of their drive.
For some time Macfarlane stood motionless, holding up the lamp. A nameless dread was swathed, like a wet sheet, about the body, and tightened the white skin upon the face of Fettes; a fear that was meaningless, a horror of what could not be, kept mounting to his brain. Another beat of the watch, and he had spoken. But his comrade forestalled him.
�That is not a woman,� said Macfarlane, in a hushed voice.
�It was a woman when we put her in,� whispered Fettes.
�Hold that lamp,� said the other. �I must see her face.�
And as Fettes took the lamp his companion untied the fastenings of the sack and drew down the cover from the head. The light fell very clear upon the dark, well-moulded features and smooth-shaven cheeks of a too familiar countenance, often beheld in dreams of both of these young men. A wild yell rang up into the night; each leaped from his own side into the roadway: the lamp fell, broke, and was extinguished; and the horse, terrified by this unusual commotion, bounded and went off toward Edinburgh at a gallop, bearing along with it, sole occupant of the gig, the body of the dead and long-dissected Gray.
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THE STORY
Original publication:Munsey�s Magazine, February 1923; first collected in Who Wants a Green Bottle? and Other Uneasy Stories by Tod Robbins (London, Allan, 1926)

Born in Brooklyn, Clarence Aaron �Tod� Robbins (1888�1949) attended Washington and Lee University and, soon after graduation, became an expatriate, moving to the French Riviera. When World War II erupted and the Nazis occupied France, he refused to leave and was put into a concentration camp for the duration of the war and died a few years later. He had been married five times; one of his wives, Edith Norman Hyde, went on to win the first Miss America contest in 1919.
He was best known for writing horror and dark fantasy fiction for the pulps, publishing two collections of these stories, Silent, White and Beautiful and Other Stories (1920) and Who Wants a Green Bottle? and Other Uneasy Tales (1926). Among his novels, the most successful was The Unholy Three (1917), twice adapted for films of the same title: a silent directed by Tod Browning in 1925 and a sound version in 1930 directed by Jack Conway, both of which starred Lon Chaney Sr.
Robbins�s earlier novel, Mysterious Martin (1912), was about a serial killer who creates art than can be deadly; he later rewrote the enigmatic story and published it as Master of Murder (1933). He also wrote In the Shadow (1929) and Close Their Eyes Tenderly (1947), an anti-Communist novel in which murder is treated as comedy and farce, published only in Monaco in a tiny edition.

THE FILM
Title: Freaks, 1932
Studio: Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer
Director: Tod Browning
Screenwriters: Willis Goldbeck, Leon Gordon
Producer: Tod Browning, Harry Rapf, Irving Thalberg (all uncredited)

THE CAST
��Wallace Ford (Phroso)
��Leila Hyams (Venus)
��Olga Baclanova (Cleopatra)
��Rosco Ates (Roscoe)
��Henry Victor (Hercules)
��Harry Earles (Hans)

Freaks was directed by Robbins�s friend Tod Browning, who had enjoyed enormous success with Dracula starring Bela Lugosi, which was released the previous year. Freaks used real-life carnival performers for most roles, horrifying audiences so much that the studio cut the ninety-minute film to sixty-four minutes before it was released.
While the very dark film retained the basic elements of the equally dark short story, it was changed dramatically from the tale that Robbins had written, adding a particularly gruesome ending. Public outrage (it was banned in Great Britain until 1963) led to the swift end of Tod Browning�s career as a director. It featured the dwarf Harry Earles, who had also appeared in The Unholy Three.
In the short story, the dwarf Jacques Courb� falls in love with bareback rider Jeanne Marie, a tall, beautiful blonde who agrees to marry him when she learns that he has inherited a fortune. At the wedding, she gets drunk and humiliates her little husband, mocking his size, saying that she could carry him across France on her shoulders. They retire from the little traveling circus to live on his estate, where he tortures her by making her carry him all day long, prodding her with his little spurs if she fails to walk briskly enough.
In the film version, the dwarf, now named Hans, is proud but pitiful as his beautiful wife, now named Cleopatra, flaunts her involvement with Hercules, the circus strongman. She plans to kill Hans for his money.
In the story, the readers� sympathy lies with the blond beauty; in the film, with the dwarf.
Freaks was intended to be the next great horror film, following in the path of Dracula and Frankenstein, but it was not a very successful motion picture when it was released, nor did it work any better when it was rereleased under various titles, including The Monster Show, Forbidden Love, and Nature�s Mistakes. Tod Browning had so much empathy for the �freaks� that he made every effort to portray them as being normal in every way other than the bodies in which they were unfortunate enough to live. Adding humor further took away from whatever terror the film might have supplied.
Its reputation has been dramatically elevated in recent years. In 1994, it was selected for inclusion in the United States National Film Registry, which focuses on �culturally, historically, or aesthetically significant� films.
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I

Jacques Courb� was a romanticist. He measured only twenty-eight inches from the soles of his diminutive feet to the crown of his head; but there were times, as he rode into the arena on his gallant charger, St. Eustache, when he felt himself a doughty knight of old about to do battle for his lady.
What matter that St. Eustache was not a gallant charger except in his master�s imagination � not even a pony, indeed, but a large dog of a nondescript breed, with the long snout and upstanding aura of a wolf? What matter that M. Courb�s entrance was invariably greeted with shouts of derisive laughter and bombardments of banana skins and orange peel? What matter that he had no lady, and that his daring deeds were severely curtailed to a mimicry of the bareback riders who preceded him? What mattered all these things to the tiny man who lived in dreams, and who resolutely closed his shoe-button eyes to the drab realities of life?
The dwarf had no friends among the other freaks in Copo�s Circus. They considered him ill-tempered and egotistical, and he loathed them for their acceptance of things as they were. Imagination was the armor that protected him from the curious glances of a cruel, gaping world, from the stinging lash of ridicule, from the bombardments of banana skins and orange peel. Without it, he must have shriveled up and died. But those others? Ah, they had no armor except their own thick hides! The door that opened on the kingdom of imagination was closed and locked to them; and although they did not wish to open this door, although they did not miss what lay beyond it, they resented and mistrusted anyone who possessed the key.
Now it came about, after many humiliating performances in the arena, made palatable only by dreams, that love entered the circus tent and beckoned commandingly to M. Jacques Courb�. In an instant the dwarf was engulfed in a sea of wild, tumultuous passion.
Mlle. Jeanne Marie was a daring bareback rider. It made M. Jacques Courb�s tiny heart stand still to see her that first night of her appearance in the arena, performing brilliantly on the broad back of her aged mare, Sappho. A tall, blond woman of the amazon type, she had round eyes of baby blue which held no spark of her avaricious peasant�s soul, carmine lips and cheeks, large white teeth which flashed continually in a smile, and hands which, when doubled up, were nearly the size of the dwarf�s head.
Her partner in the act was Simon Lafleur, the Romeo of the circus tent � a swarthy, herculean young man with bold black eyes and hair that glistened with grease, like the back of Solon, the trained seal.
From the first performance, M. Jacques Courb� loved Mlle. Jeanne Marie. All his tiny body was shaken with longing for her. Her buxom charms, so generously revealed in tights and spangles, made him flush and cast down his eyes. The familiarities allowed to Simon Lafleur, the bodily acrobatic contacts of the two performers, made the dwarf�s blood boil. Mounted on St. Eustache, awaiting his turn at the entrance, he would grind his teeth in impotent rage to see Simon circling round and round the ring, standing proudly on the back of Sappho and holding Mlle. Jeanne Marie in an ecstatic embrace, while she kicked one shapely, bespangled leg skyward.
�Ah, the dog!� M. Jacques Courb� would mutter. �Some day I shall teach this hulking stable boy his place! Ma foi, I will clip his ears for him!�
St. Eustache did not share his master�s admiration for Mlle. Jeanne Marie. From the first, he evinced his hearty detestation of her by low growls and a ferocious display of long, sharp fangs. It was little consolation for the dwarf to know that St. Eustache showed still more marked signs of rage when Simon Lafleur approached him. It pained M. Jacques Courb� to think that his gallant charger, his sole companion, his bedfellow, should not also love and admire the splendid giantess who each night risked life and limb before the awed populace. Often, when they were alone together, he would chide St. Eustache on his churlishness.
�Ah, you devil of a dog!� the dwarf would cry. �Why must you always growl and show your ugly teeth when the lovely Jeanne Marie condescends to notice you? Have you no feelings under your tough hide? Cur, she is an angel, and you snarl at her! Do you not remember how I found you, starving puppy in a Paris gutter? And now you must threaten the hand of my princess! So this is your gratitude, great hairy pig!�
M. Jacques Courb� had one living relative � not a dwarf, like himself, but a fine figure of a man, a prosperous farmer living just outside the town of Roubaix. The elder Courb� had never married; and so one day, when he was found dead from heart failure, his tiny nephew � for whom, it must be conversion � fell heir to a comfortable property. When the tidings were brought to him, the dwarf threw both arms about the shaggy neck of St. Eustache and cried out:
�Ah, now we can retire, marry and settle down, old friend! I am worth many times my weight in gold!�
That evening as Mlle. Jeanne Marie was changing her gaudy costume after the performance, a light tap sounded on the door.
�Enter!� she called, believing it to be Simon Lafleur, who had promised to take her that evening to the Sign of the Wild Boar for a glass of wine to wash the sawdust out of her throat. �Enter, mon cheri!�
The door swung slowly open; and in stepped M. Jacques Courb�, very proud and upright, in the silks and laces of a courtier, with a tiny gold-hilted sword swinging at his hip. Up he came, his shoe-button eyes all aglitter to see the more than partially revealed charms of his robust lady. Up he came to within a yard of where she sat; and down on one knee he went and pressed his lips to her red-slippered foot.
�Oh, most beautiful and daring lady,� he cried, in a voice as shrill as a pin scratching on a windowpane, �will you not take mercy on the unfortunate Jacques Courb�? He is hungry for your smiles, he is starving for your lips! All night long he tosses on his couch and dreams of Jeanne Marie!�
�What play-acting is this, my brave little fellow?� she asked, bending down with the smile of an ogress. �Has Simon Lafleur sent you to tease me?�
�May the black plague have Simon!� the dwarf cried, his eyes seeming to flash blue sparks. �I am not play-acting. It is only too true that I love you, mademoiselle; that I wish to make you my lady. And now that I have a fortune, not that�� He broke off suddenly, and his face resembled a withered apple. �What is this, mademoiselle?� he said, in the low, droning tone of a hornet about to sting. �Do you laugh at my love? I warn you, mademoiselle � do not laugh at Jacques Courb�!�
Mlle. Jeanne Marie�s large, florid face had turned purple from suppressed merriment. Her lips twitched at the corners. It was all she could do not to burst out into a roar of laughter.
Why, this ridiculous little manikin was serious in his lovemaking! This pocket-sized edition of a courtier was proposing marriage to her! He, this splinter of a fellow, wished to make her his wife! Why, she could carry him about on her shoulder like a trained marmoset!
What a joke this was � what a colossal, corset-creaking joke! Wait till she told Simon Lafleur! She could fairly see him throw back his sleek head, open his mouth to its widest dimensions, and shake with silent laughter. But she must not laugh � not now. First she must listen to everything the dwarf had to say; draw all the sweetness of this bonbon of humor before she crushed it under the heel of ridicule.
�I am not laughing,� she managed to say. �You have taken me by surprise. I never thought, I never even guessed��
�That is well, mademoiselle,� the dwarf broke in. �I do not tolerate laughter. In the arena I am paid to make laughter; but these others pay to laugh at me. I always make people pay to laugh at me!�
�But do I understand you aright, M. Courb�? Are you proposing an honorable marriage?�
The dwarf rested his hand on his heart and bowed. �Yes, mademoiselle, and honorable, and the wherewithal to keep the wolf from the door. A week ago my uncle died and left me a large estate. We shall have a servant to wait on our wants, a horse and carriage, food and wine of the best, and leisure to amuse ourselves. And you? Why, you will be a fine lady! I will clothe that beautiful big body of yours with silks and laces! You will be as happy, mademoiselle, as a cherry tree in June!�
The dark blood slowly receded from Mlle. Jeanne Marie�s full cheeks, her lips no longer twitched at the corners, her eyes had narrowed slightly. She had been a bareback rider for years, and she was weary of it. The life of the circus tent had lost its tinsel. She loved the dashing Simon Lafleur; but she knew well enough that this Romeo in tights would never espouse a dowerless girl.
The dwarf�s words had woven themselves into a rich mental tapestry. She saw herself a proud lady, ruling over a country estate, and later welcoming Simon Lafleur with all the luxuries that were so near his heart. Simon would be overjoyed to marry into a country estate. These pygmies were a puny lot. They died young! She would do nothing to hasten the end of Jacques Courb�. No, she would be kindness itself to the poor little fellow; but, on the other hand, she would not lose her beauty mourning for him.
�Nothing that you wish shall be withheld from you as long as you love me, mademoiselle,� the dwarf continued. �Your answer?�
Mlle. Jeanne Marie bent forward, and with a single movement of her powerful arms, raised M. Jacques Courb� and placed him on her knee. For an ecstatic instant she held him thus, as if he were a large French doll, with his tiny sword cocked coquettishly out behind. Then she planted on his cheek a huge kiss that covered his entire face from chin to brow.
�I am yours!� she murmured, pressing him to her ample bosom. �From the first I loved you, M. Jacques Courb�.�

II

The wedding of Mlle. Jeanne Marie was celebrated in the town of Roubaix, where Copo�s Circus had taken up its temporary quarters. Following the ceremony, a feast was served in one of the tents, which was attended by a whole galaxy of celebrities.
The bridegroom, his dark little face flushed with happiness and wine, sat at the head of the board. His chin was just above the tablecloth, so that his head looked like a large orange that had rolled off the fruit dish. Immediately beneath his dangling feet, St. Eustache, who had more than once evinced by deep growls his disapproval of the proceedings, now worried a bone with quick, sly glances from time to time at the plump legs of his new mistress. Papa Copo was on the dwarf�s right, his large round face as red and benevolent as a harvest moon. Next to him sat Griffo, the giraffe boy, who was covered with spots and whose neck was so long that he looked down on all the rest, including M. Hercule Hippo the giant. The rest of the company included Mlle. Lupa, who had sharp white teeth of an incredible length and who growled when she tried to talk; the tiresome M. Jegongle, who insisted on juggling fruit, plates, and knives, although the whole company was heartily sick of his tricks; Mme. Samson, with her trained boa constrictors coiled about her neck and peeping out timidly, one above each ear; Simon Lafleur, and a score of others.
The bareback rider had laughed silently and almost continually ever since Jeanne Marie had told him of her engagement. Now he sat next to her in his crimson tights. His black hair was brushed back from his forehead and so glistened with grease that it reflected the lights overhead, like a burnished helmet. From time to time, he tossed off a brimming goblet of burgundy, nudged the bride in the ribs with his elbow, and threw back his sleek head in another silent outburst of laughter.
�And you are sure you will not forget me, Simon?� she whispered. �It may be some time before I can get the little ape�s money.�
�Forget you, Jeanne?� he muttered. �By all the dancing devils in champagne, never! I will wait as patiently as Job till you have fed that mouse some poisoned cheese. But what will you do with him in the meantime, Jeanne? You must allow him some liberties. I grind my teeth to think of you in his arms!�
The bride smiled, and regarded her diminutive husband with an appraising glance. What an atom of a man! And yet life might linger in his bones for a long time to come. M. Jacques Courb� had allowed himself only one glass of wine, and yet he was far gone in intoxication. His tiny face was suffused with blood, and he stared at Simon Lafleur belligerently. Did he suspect the truth?
�Your husband is flushed with wine!� the bareback rider whispered. �Ma foi, madame, later he may knock you about! Possibly he is a dangerous fellow in his cups. Should he maltreat you, Jeanne, do not forget that you have a protector in Simon Lafleur.�
�You clown!� Jeanne Marie rolled her large eyes roguishly and laid her hand for an instant on the bareback rider�s knee. �Simon, I could crack his skull between my finger and thumb, like a hickory nut!� She paused to illustrate her example, and then added reflectively: �And, perhaps, I shall do that very thing, if he attempts any familiarities. Ugh! The little ape turns my stomach!�
By now the wedding guests were beginning to show the effects of their potations. This was especially marked in the case of M. Jacques Courb�s associates in the sideshow.
Griffo, the giraffe boy, had closed his large brown eyes and was swaying his small head languidly above the assembly, while a slightly supercilious expression drew his lips down at the corners. M. Hercule Hippo, swollen out by his libations to even more colossal proportions, was repeating over and over: �I tell you I am not like other men. When I walk, the earth trembles!� Mlle. Lupa, her hairy upper lip lifted above her long white teeth, was gnawing at a bone, growling unintelligible phrases to herself and shooting savage, suspicious glances at her companions. M. Jejongle�s hands had grown unsteady, and as he insisted on juggling the knives and plates of each new course, broken bits of crockery littered the floor. Mme. Samson, uncoiling her necklace of baby boa constrictors, was feeding them lumps of sugar soaked in rum. M. Jacques Courb� had finished his second glass of wine, and was surveying the whispering Simon Lafleur through narrowed eyes.
There can be no genial companionship among great egotists who have drunk too much. Each one of these human oddities thought that he or she was responsible for the crowds that daily gathered at Copo�s Circus; so now, heated with the good Burgundy, they were not slow in asserting themselves. Their separate egos rattled angrily together, like so many pebbles in a bag. Here was gunpowder which needed only a spark.
�I am a big � a very big man!� M. Hercule Hippo said sleepily. �Women love me. The pretty little creatures leave their pygmy husbands, so that they may come and stare at Hercule Hippo of Copo�s Circus. Ha, and when they return home, they laugh at other men always! �You may kiss me again when you grow up,� they tell their sweethearts.�
�Fat bullock, here is one woman who has no love for you!� cried Mlle. Lupa, glaring sidewise at the giant over her bone. �That great carcass of yours is only so much food gone to waste. You have cheated the butcher, my friend. Fool, women do not come to see you! As well might they stare at the cattle being let through the street. Ah, no, they come from far and near to see one of their own sex who is not a cat!�
�Quite right,� cried Papa Copo in a conciliatory tone, smiling and rubbing his hands together. �Not a cat, mademoiselle, but a wolf. Ah, you have a sense of humor! How droll!�
�I have a sense of humor,� Mlle. Lupa agreed, returning to her bone, �and also sharp teeth. Let the erring hand not stray too near!�
�You, M. Hippo and Mlle. Lupa, are both wrong,� said a voice which seemed to come from the roof. �Surely it is none other than me whom the people come to stare at!�
All raised their eyes to the supercilious face of Griffo, the giraffe boy, which swayed slowly from side to side on its long, pipe-stem neck. It was he who had spoken, although his eyes were still closed.
�Of all the colossal impudence!� cried the matronly Mme. Samson. �As if my little dears had nothing to say on the subject!� She picked up the two baby boa constrictors, which lay in drunken slumber on her lap, and shook them like whips at the wedding guests. �Papa Copo knows only too well that it is on account of these little charmers, Mark Antony and Cleopatra, that the sideshow is so well-attended!�
The circus owner, thus directly appealed to, frowned in perplexity. He felt himself in a quandary. These freaks of his were difficult to handle. Why had he been fool enough to come to M. Jacques Courb�s wedding feast? Whatever he said would be used against him.
As Papa Copo hesitated, his round, red face wreathed in ingratiating smiles, the long deferred spark suddenly alighted in the powder. It all came about on account of the carelessness of M. Jejongle, who had become engrossed in the conversation and wished to put in a word for himself. Absent-mindedly juggling two heavy plates and a spoon, he said in a petulant tone:
�You all appear to forget me!�
Scarcely were the words out of his mouth, when one of the heavy plates descended with a crash on the thick skull of M. Hippo; and M. Jejongle was instantly remembered. Indeed he was more than remembered; for the giant, already irritated to the boiling point by Mlle. Lupa�s insults, at the new affront struck out savagely past her and knocked the juggler head-over-heels under the table.
Mlle. Lupa, always quick-tempered and especially so when her attention was focused on a juicy chicken bone, evidently considered her dinner companion�s conduct far from decorous, and promptly inserted her sharp teeth in the offending hand that had administered the blow. M. Hippo, squealing from rage and pain like a wounded elephant, bounded to his feet, overturning the table.
Pandemonium followed. Every freak�s hands, teeth, feet, were turned against the others. Above the shouts, screams, growls, and hisses of the combat, Papa Copo�s voice could be heard bellowing for peace.
�Ah, my children, my children! This is no way to behave! Calm yourselves, I pray you! Mlle. Lupa, remember that you are a lady as well as a wolf!�
There is no doubt that M. Jacques Courb� would have suffered most in this undignified fracas, had it not been for St. Eustache, who had stationed himself over his tiny master and who now drove off all would-be assailants. As it was, Griffo, the unfortunate giraffe boy, was the most defenseless and therefore became the victim. His small, round head swayed back and forth to blows like a punching bag. He was bitten by Mlle. Lupa, buffeted by M. Hippo, kicked by M. Jejongle, clawed by Mme. Samson, and nearly strangled by both of the baby boa constrictors which had wound themselves about his neck like hangmen�s nooses. Undoubtedly he would have fallen a victim to circumstances, had it not been for Simon Lafleur, the bride, and half a dozen of her acrobatic friends, whom Papa Copo had implored to restore peace. Roaring with laughter, they sprang forward and tore the combatants apart.
M. Jacques Courb� was found sitting grimly under a fold of tablecloth. He held a broken bottle of wine in one hand. The dwarf was very drunk, and in a towering rage. As Simon Lafleur approached with one of his silent laughs, M. Jacques Courb� hurled the bottle at his head.
�Ah, the little wasp!� the bareback rider cried, picking up the dwarf by his waistband. �Here is your fine husband, Jeanne! Take him away before he does me some mischief. Parbleu, he is a bloodthirsty fellow in his cups!�
The bride approached, her blond face crimson from wine and laughter. Now that she was safely married to a country estate, she took no more pains to conceal her true feelings.
�Oh, la, la!� she cried, seizing the struggling dwarf and holding him forcibly on her shoulder. �What a temper the little ape has! Well, we shall spank it out of him before long!�
�Let me down!� M. Jacques Courb� screamed in a paroxysm of fury. �You will regret this, madame! Let me down, I say!�
But the stalwart bride shook her head. �No, no, my little one!� she laughed. �You cannot escape your wife so easily! What, you would fly from my arms before the honeymoon!�
�Let me down!� he cried again. �Can�t you see that they are laughing at me!�
�And why should they not laugh, my little ape? Let them laugh, if they will; but I will not put you down. No, I will carry you thus, perched on my shoulder, to the farm. It will set a precedent which brides of the future may find a certain difficulty in following!�
�But the farm is quite a distance from here, my Jeanne,� said Simon Lafleur. �You are strong as an ox, and he is only a marmoset; still I will wager a bottle of Burgundy that you set him down by the roadside.�
�Done, Simon!� the bride cried, with a flash of her strong white teeth. �You shall lose your wager, for I swear that I could carry my little ape from one end of France to the other!�
M. Jacques Courb� no longer struggled. He now sat bolt upright on his bride�s broad shoulder. From the flaming peaks of blind passion, he had fallen into an abyss of cold fury. His love was dead, but some quite alien emotion was rearing an evil head from its ashes.
�Come!� cried the bride suddenly. �I am off. Do you and the others, Simon, follow to see me win my wager.�
They all trooped out of the tent. A full moon rode the heavens and showed the road, lying as white and straight through the meadows as the parting in Simon Lafleur�s black, oily hair. The bride, still holding the diminutive bridegroom on her shoulder, burst out into song as she strode forward. The wedding guests followed. Some walked none too steadily. Griffo, the giraffe boy, staggered pitifully on his long, thin legs. Papa Copo alone remained behind.
�What a strange world!� he muttered, standing in the tent door and following them with his round blue eyes. �Ah, these children of mine are difficult at times � very difficult!�

III

A year had rolled by since the marriage of Mlle. Jeanne Marie and M. Jacques Courb�. Copo�s Circus had once more taken up its quarters in the town of Roubaix. For more than a week the country people for miles around had flocked to the sideshow to get a peep at Griffo, the giraffe boy; M. Hercule Hippo, the giant; Mlle. Lupa, the wolf lady; Mme. Samson, with her baby boa constrictors; and M. Jejongle, the famous juggler. Each was still firmly convinced that he or she alone was responsible for the popularity of the circus.
Simon Lafleur sat in his lodgings at the Sign of the Wild Boar. He wore nothing but red tights. His powerful torso, stripped to the waist, glistened with oil. He was kneading his biceps tenderly with some strong-smelling fluid.
Suddenly there came the sound of heavy, laborious footsteps on the stairs. Simon Lafleur looked up. His rather gloomy expression lifted, giving place to the brilliant smile that had won for him the hearts of so many lady acrobats.
�Ah, this is Marcelle!� he told himself. �Or perhaps it is Rose, the English girl; or, yet again, little Francesca, although she walks more lightly. Well no matter � whoever it is, I will welcome her!�
By now, the lagging, heavy footfalls were in the hall; and, a moment later, they came to a halt outside the door. There was a timid knock.
Simon Lafleur�s brilliant smile broadened. �Perhaps some new admirer that needs encouragement,� he told himself. But aloud he said, �Enter, mademoiselle!�
The door swung slowly open and revealed the visitor. She was a tall, gaunt woman dressed like a peasant. The wind had blown her hair into her eyes. Now she raised a large, toil-worn hand, brushed it back across her forehead and looked long and attentively at the bareback rider.
�Do you not remember me?� she said at length.
Two lines of perplexity appeared above Simon Lafleur�s Roman nose; he slowly shook his head. He, who had known so many women in his time, and now at a loss. Was it a fair question to ask a man who was no longer a boy and who had lived? Women change so in a brief time! Now this bag of bones might at one time have appeared desirable to him.
Parbleu! Fate was a conjurer! She waved her wand; and beautiful women were transformed into hogs, jewels into pebbles, silks and laces into hempen cords. The brave fellow who danced tonight at the prince�s ball, might tomorrow dance more lightly on the gallows tree. The thing was to live and die with a full belly. To digest all that one could � that was life!
�You do not remember me?� she said again.
Simon Lafleur once more shook his sleek, black head. �I have a poor memory for faces, madame,� he said politely. �It is my misfortune, when there are such beautiful faces.�
�Ah, but you should have remembered, Simon!� the woman cried, a sob rising in her throat. �We were very close together, you and I. Do you not remember Jeanne Marie?�
�Jeanne Marie!� the bareback rider cried. �Jeanne Marie, who married a marmoset and a country estate? Don�t tell me. Madame, that you��
He broke off and stared at her, open-mouthed. His sharp black eyes wandered from the wisps of wet, straggling hair down her gaunt person till they rested at last on her thick cowhide boots encrusted with layer on layer of mud from the countryside.
�It is impossible!� he said at last.
�It is indeed Jeanne Marie,� the woman answered, �or what is left of her. Ah, Simon, what a life he has led me! I have been merely a beast of burden! There are no ignominies which he has not made me suffer!�
�To whom do you refer?� Simon Lafleur demanded. �Surely you cannot mean that pocket-edition husband of yours � that dwarf, Jacques Courb�?�
�Ah, but I do, Simon! Alas, he has broken me!�
�He � that toothpick of a man?� the bareback rider cried with one of his silent laughs. �Why, it is impossible! As you once said yourself, Jeanne, you could crack his skull between finger and thumb like a hickory nut!�
�So I thought once. Ah, but I did not know him then, Simon! Because he was small, I thought I could do with him as I liked. It seemed to me that I was marrying a manikin. �I will play Punch and Judy with this little fellow,� I said to myself. Simon, you imagine my surprise when he began playing Punch and Judy with me!�
�But I do not understand, Jeanne. Surely at any time you could have slapped him into obedience!�
�Perhaps,� she assented wearily, �had it not been for St. Eustache. From the first that wolf-dog of his hated me. If I so much as answered his master back, he would show his teeth. Once, at the beginning when I raised my hand to cuff Jacques Courb�, he sprang at my throat and would have torn me limb from limb had the dwarf not called him off. I was a strong woman, but even then I was no match for a wolf!�
�There was poison, was there not?� Simon Lafleur suggested.
�Ah, yes, I, too, thought of poison; but it was of no avail. St. Eustache would eat nothing that I gave him; and the dwarf forced me to taste first of all food that was placed before him and his dog. Unless I myself wished to die, there was no way of poisoning either of them.�
�My poor girl!� the bareback rider said pityingly. �I begin to understand; but sit down and tell me everything. This is a revelation to me, after seeing you stalking homeward so triumphantly with your bridegroom on your shoulder. You must begin at the beginning.�
�It was just because I carried him thus on my shoulder that I have had to suffer so cruelly,� she said, seating herself on the only other chair the room afforded. �He has never forgiven me the insult which he says I put upon him. Do you remember how I boasted that I could carry him from one end of France to the other?�
�I remember. Well, Jeanne?�
�Well, Simon, the little demon has figured out the exact distance in leagues. Each morning, rain or shine, we sully out of the house � he on my back, and the wolf-dog at my heels � and I tramp along the dusty roads till my knees tremble beneath me from fatigue. If I so much as slacken my pace, if I falter, he goads me with cruel little golden spurs; while, at the same time, St. Eustache nips my ankles. When we return home, he strikes so many leagues of a score which he says is the number of leagues from one end of France to the other. Not half that distance has been covered, and I am no longer a strong woman, Simon. Look at these shoes!�
She held up one of her feet for his inspection. The sole of the cowhide boot had been worn through; Simon Lafleur caught a glimpse of bruised flesh caked with the mire of the highway.
�This is the third pair that I have had,� she continued hoarsely. �Now he tells me that the price of shoe leather is too high, that I shall have to finish my pilgrimage barefooted.�
�But why do you put up with all this, Jeanne?� Simon Lafleur asked angrily. �You, who have a carriage and a servant, should not walk at all!�
�At first there was a carriage and a servant,� she said, wiping the tears from her eyes with the back of her hand, �but they did not last a week. He sent the servant about his business and sold the carriage at a nearby fair. Now there is no one but me to wait on him and his dog.�
�But the neighbors?� Simon Lafleur persisted. �Surely you could appeal to them?�
�We have no neighbors; the farm is quite isolated. I would have run away many months ago, if I could have escaped unnoticed; but they keep a continual watch on me. Once I tried, but I hadn�t traveled more than a league before the wolf-dog was snapping at my ankles. He drove me back to the farm, and the following day I was compelled to carry the little fiend until I fell from sheer exhaustion.�
�But tonight you got away?�
�Yes,� she said, and with a quick, frightened glance at the door. �Tonight I slipped out while they were both sleeping, and came here to you. I know that you would protect me, Simon, because of what we have been to each other. Get Papa Copo to take me back in the circus, and I will work my fingers to the bone! Save me, Simon!�
Jeanne Marie could no longer suppress her sobs. They rose in her throat, choking her, making her incapable of further speech.
�Calm yourself, Jeanne,� Simon Lafleur told her soothingly. �I will do what I can for you. I shall discuss the matter with Papa Copo tomorrow. Of course, you are no longer the woman that you were a year ago. You have aged since then, but perhaps our good Papa Copo could find you something to do.�
He broke off and eyed her intently. She had sat up in the chair; her face, even under its coat of grime, had turned a sickly white.
�What troubles you, Jeanne?� he asked a trifle breathlessly.
�Hush!� she said, with a finger to her lips. �Listen!�
Simon Lafleur could hear nothing but the rapping of the rain on the roof and the sighing of the wind through the trees. An unusual silence seemed to pervade the Sign of the Wild Boar.
�Now don�t you hear it?� she cried with an inarticulate gasp. �Simon, it is in the house � it is on the stairs!�
At last the bareback rider�s less-sensitive ears caught the sound his companion had heard a full minute before. It was a steady pit-pat, pit-pat, on the stairs, hard to dissociate from the drop of the rain from the eaves; but each instant it came nearer, grew more distinct.
�Oh, save me, Simon; save me!� Jeanne Marie cried, throwing herself at his feet and clasping him about his knees. �Save me! It is St. Eustache!�
�Nonsense, woman!� the bareback rider said angrily, but nevertheless he rose. �There are other dogs in the world. On the second landing, there is a blind fellow who owns a dog. Perhaps that is what you hear.�
�No, no � it is St. Eustache�s step! My God, if you had lived with him a year, you would know it, too! Close the door and lock it!�
�That I will not,� Simon Lafleur said contemptuously. �Do you think I am frightened so easily? If it is the wolf-dog, so much the worse for him. He will not be the first cur I have choked to death with these two hands!�
Pit-pat, pit-pat � it was on the second landing. Pit-pat, pit-pat � now it was in the corridor, and coming fast. Pit-pat � all at once it stopped.
There was a moment�s breathless silence, and then into the room trotted St. Eustache. M. Jacques sat astride the dog�s broad back, as he had so often done in the circus ring. He held a tiny drawn sword; his shoe-button eyes seemed to reflect its steely glitter.
The dwarf brought the dog to a halt in the middle of the room, and took in, at a single glance, the prostrate figure of Jeanne Marie. St. Eustache, too, seemed to take silent note of it. The stiff hair on his back rose up, he showed his long white fangs hungrily, and his eyes glowed like two live coals.
�So I find you thus, madame!� M. Jacques Courb� said at last. �It is fortunate that I have a charger here who can scent out my enemies as well as hunt them down in the open. Without him, I might have had some difficulty in discovering you. Well, the little game is up. I find you with your lover!�
�Simon Lafleur is not my lover!� she sobbed. �I have not seen him once since I married you until tonight! I swear it!�
�Once is enough,� the dwarf said grimly. �The imprudent stable boy must be chastised!�
�Oh, spare him!� Jeanne Marie implored. �Do not harm him, I beg of you! It is not his fault that I came! I��
But at this point Simon Lafleur drowned her out in a roar of laughter.
�Ha, ha!� he roared, putting his hands on his hips. �You would chastise me, eh? Nom d�un chien! Don�t try your circus tricks on me! Why, hope-o�-my-thumb, you who ride on a dog�s back like a flea, out of this room before I squash you. Begone, melt, fade away!� He paused, expanded his barrel-like chest, puffed out his cheeks, and blew a great breath at the dwarf. �Blow away, insect,� he bellowed, �lest I put my heel on you!�
M. Jacques Courb� was unmoved by this torrent of abuse. He sat very upright on St. Eustache�s back, his tiny sword resting on his tiny shoulder.
�Are you done?� he said at last, when the bareback rider had run dry of invectives. �Very well, monsieur! Prepare to receive cavalry!� He paused for an instant, then added in a high, clear voice: �Get him, St. Eustache!�
The dog crouched, and at almost the same moment, sprang at Simon Lafleur. The bareback rider had no time to avoid him and his tiny rider. Almost instantaneously the three of them had come to death grips. It was a gory business.
Simon Lafleur, strong man as he was, was bowled over by the dog�s unexpected leap. St. Eustache�s clashing jaws closed on his right arm and crushed it to the bone. A moment later the dwarf, still clinging to his dog�s back, thrust the point of his tiny sword into the body of the prostrate bareback rider.
Simon Lafleur struggled valiantly, but to no purpose. Now he felt the fetid breath of the dog fanning his neck, and the wasp-like sting of the dwarf�s blade, which this time found a mortal spot. A convulsive tremor shook him and he rolled over on his back. The circus Romeo was dead.
M. Jacques Courb� cleansed his sword on a kerchief of lace, dismounted, and approached Jeanne Marie. She was still crouching on the floor, her eyes closed, her head held tightly between both hands. The dwarf touched her imperiously on the broad shoulder which had so often carried him.
�Madame,� he said, �we now can return home. You must be more careful hereafter. Ma foi, it is an ungentlemanly business cutting the throats of stable boys!�
She rose to her feet, like a large trained animal at the word of command.
�Do you wish to be carried?� she said between livid lips.
�Ah, that is true, madame,� he murmured. �I was forgetting our little wager. Ah, yes! Well, you are to be congratulated, madame � you have covered nearly half the distance.�
�Nearly half the distance,� she repeated in a lifeless voice.
�Yes, madame,� M. Jacques Courb� continued. �I fancy that you will be quite a docile wife by the time you have done.� He paused, and then added reflectively: �It is truly remarkable how speedily one can ride the devil out of a woman � with spurs!�

Papa Copo had been spending a convivial evening at the Sign of the Wild Boar. As he stepped out into the street, he saw three familiar figures preceding him � a tall woman, a tiny man, and a large dog with upstanding ears. The woman carried the man on her shoulder; the dog trotted at her heels.
The circus owner came to a halt and stared after them. His round eyes were full of childish astonishment.
�Can it be?� he murmured. �Yes, it is! Three old friends! And so Jeanne carries him! Ah, but she should not poke fun at M. Jacques Courb�! He is so sensitive; but, alas, they are the kind that are always henpecked!�


Isn�t It a Crime?
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The Best of Everything
STANLEY ELLIN

THE STORY
Original publication:Ellery Queen�s Mystery Magazine, September 1952; first collected in Mystery Stories (New York, Simon and Schuster, 1956)

One of the greatest achievements for a mystery writer is to be named a Grand Master for lifetime achievement by the Mystery Writers of America, and the Brooklyn-born Stanley Bernard Ellin (1916�1986) was given that honor in 1981. Although he is one of America�s most distinguished crime writers, a huge favorite of Jonathan Lethem, he has always been and remains underappreciated by the reading public, if not by his peers.
Upon his return to civilian life after serving in the Army during World War II, his wife agreed to support him for a year (they had a small chicken farm) while he tried to make a career as a writer. Just before the deadline, Ellery Queen�s Mystery Magazine accepted his short story, �The Specialty of the House� (1948), which went on to become a relentlessly anthologized classic of crime fiction and was adapted for an episode of the television series Alfred Hitchcock Presents.
Many more of his stories were adapted for TV by Hitchcock and for other series. Six of his stories were nominated for Edgars, two of which won: �The House Party� (1954) and �The Blessington Method� (1956); his superb novel, The Eighth Circle (1958), also won an Edgar. In addition to having work adapted for television, many have been produced as feature films.
Dreadful Summit (1948), his first novel, was filmed by Joseph Losey as The Big Night (1951), starring John Drew Barrymore, Preston Foster, and Joan Lorring. Leda (1959), a French film directed by Claude Chabrol and starring Madeleine Robinson and Jean-Paul Belmondo, was based on his second novel, The Key to Nicholas Street (1952). House of Cards (1967) was filmed with the same title in 1968, directed by John Guillermin and starring George Peppard, Inger Stevens, and Orson Welles. The abysmal Sunburn (1979), starring Farrah Fawcett, Charles Grodin, and Art Carney, was based so loosely on The Bind (1970) that Ellin asked his name to be removed from the credits. And, of course, his short story, �The Best of Everything� (1952) became Nothing But the Best (1964) on the big screen.

THE FILM
Title: Nothing But the Best, 1964
Studio: Anglo-Amalgamated Film Distributors (UK); Royal Films International (USA)
Director: Clive Donner
Screenwriter: Frederic Raphael
Producer: David Deutsch

THE CAST
��Alan Bates (Jimmy Brewster)
��Denholm Elliott (Charlie Prince)
��Harry Andrews (Mr. Horton)
��Millicent Martin (Ann Horton)

This excellent adaptation of Ellin�s story, inevitably fleshed out for the screen but with all the elements in place, will remind readers and viewers of Patricia Highsmith�s Ripley series, especially The Talented Mr. Ripley (1955; released in France as Purple Noon, 1960), although the story preceded her novel by three years.
Jimmy Brewster is an aggressively ambitious young man from the lower class who meets the profligate Charlie Prince, scion of a wealthy family but a black sheep who has been shunned by his father and is now an impoverished wastrel. Jimmy offers Charlie money and a place to live in exchange for teaching him the ways of the aristocracy: how to speak, how to dress, how to behave. Jimmy is an excellent student and finds success in the company he works for, as well as in his quest to marry the boss�s daughter � Charlie�s sister. Then Charlie wins a gigantic wager and, now flush, decides he doesn�t need Jimmy anymore. Afraid that all his dreams will come crashing down and that he�ll be exposed for the fraud he is, Jimmy kills Charlie.
Nothing But the Best was nominated for several awards, winning the Writers� Guild of Great Britain Award for Best British Comedy Screenplay.

THE BEST OF EVERYTHING
Stanley Ellin

In Arthur�s eyes, they were all seemingly cut from one pattern. They were uniformly tall and well built. They had regular features set into nicely tanned faces and capped by crewcuts. Their clothing was expensively staid; their manners were impeccable. They came from impressive Families and impressive Schools, and they regarded these things casually. Among the bees that swarmed through the midtown hive, through Gothic piles redolent with the pleasant scent of gilt-edged securities, through glass pinnacles like futuristic fish bowls, they were not the most obtrusive, yet they were not lost.
To their jobs they brought the qualifications of Family and School and the capacity for looking politely eager when a superior addressed them. Actually, they were as casual about their jobs as they were about everything else, because they were cushioned with money. And for all this Arthur hated them, and would have sold his soul to be one of them.
Physically, he might have passed muster. He was a tall, extremely good-looking young man � when he walked by, few women could resist giving him that quick little sidelong glance which means they are interested, even if unavailable � and he had a sober poise which was largely the product of shrewd observation and good self-control. But he came from no impressive Family, no impressive School � and he had no money outside of his moderate salary. His parents were dead (their legacy had barely paid their funeral expenses), he had left high school before graduation to go to work, and uneasily shifted jobs until he had recently come to port in Horton & Son, and he could, at any moment he was asked, have stated his net worth to the penny: the total of bank account, wallet, and change pocket. Obviously, he could not afford to be casual, as a fine young man should.
That phrase, �fine young man,� crystallized his hatred of the type. He had been standing outside Mr. Horton�s door one morning when the two sons of a client had been ushered out. Their eyes flicked over Arthur in the fraction of a second, instantly marked that he was not one of them, and turned blankly indifferent. Nothing was said, nothing done, but he was put neatly in his place in that moment and left to stand there with the hate and anger boiling in him. And he couldn�t hit back, that was the worst of it; there was no way of touching them. Their homes, their clubs, their lives were inaccessible.
When the elevator door closed behind them, Mr. Horton seemed to notice Arthur for the first time. �Fine young men,� he observed, almost wistfully, gesturing toward the elevator door, and the phrase had been planted. Not only planted, but fertilized on the spot by Mr. Horton�s tone, which, to Arthur�s inflamed mind, appeared to add: They belong to my world, but you do not.
And to make it worse, of course, there was Ann. Ann Horton.
It is the traditional right of every enterprising young man to apply himself as diligently to romance as to business, and to combine the highest degree of success in both by marrying the boss�s daughter. And if the daughter happened to be as beautiful and desirable and, to use the admiring expression of those who knew her, unspoiled as Ann Horton, so much the better.
But what Arthur knew instinctively was that there are different degrees of being unspoiled. Thus, if a girl who desperately yearns for a forty-foot cabin cruiser and finally settles for a twenty-foot speedboat is unspoiled, Ann Horton was unspoiled. It is not quite sufficient to approach someone like this bringing only a burning passion and an eagerness to slay dragons. It is also necessary to come riding in golden armor, mounted on a blooded horse, and bearing orchestra seats to the best musical comedy in town. And, if the suitor is to make his point explicit, not on rare occasions, but frequently.
All this and more Arthur brooded over as he lay on his bed in Mrs. Marsh�s rooming house night after night, and studied the ceiling. His thoughts were maddening, whirling around on themselves like the apocryphal snake seizing its own tail and then devouring itself. Ann Horton had looked at him more than once the way all women looked at him. If he could only meet her, offer her the image of himself that she required, was marriage out of the question? But to meet her on her terms took money, and, ironically, the only chance he ever had of getting money was to marry her! Good Lord, he thought, if he ever could do that he�d have enough money to throw into the face of every fine young man he�d ever hated.
So the thoughts slowly reshaped themselves, and without his quite knowing it Ann Horton became the means, not the end. The end would be the glory that comes to those who, without counting their money, can afford the best of everything. The best of everything, Arthur would say dreamily to himself, and his eyes would see beautiful, expensive pictures like clouds moving across the ceiling.

Charlie Prince was a young man who obviously had known the best of everything. He made his entrance into Arthur�s life one lunch hour as Arthur sat finishing his coffee, his eyes on a Horton & Son prospectus spread on the table before him, his thoughts on a twenty-foot speedboat with Ann Horton.
�Hope you don�t mind my asking,� said Charlie Prince, �but do you work for old Horton?�
The voice was the voice of someone from a Family and a School; even the use of the word �old� was a natural part of it, since the word was now in vogue among them, and could be applied to anything, no matter what its age might be.
Arthur looked up from shoes, to suit, to shirt, to necktie, to hat, his mind mechanically tabbing them Oliver Moore, Brooks, Sulka, Bronzini, Cavanaugh, and then stopped short at the face. True, it was tanned, marked by regular features, and capped by the inevitable crew haircut, but there was something else about it. Some small lines about the eyes, some twist of the lips.
�That�s right,� Arthur said warily, �I work for Horton�s.�
�Is it all right if I sit down here? My name�s Charlie Prince.�
It turned out that Charlie Prince had seen the prospectus on the table, had once worked for Horton�s himself, and couldn�t resist stopping to ask how the old place was coming along.
�Well enough, I suppose,� said Arthur, and then remarked, �I don�t remember seeing you around.�
�Oh, that was before your time, I suppose, and I�m sure the office is hardly encouraged to talk about me. You see, I�m sort of a blot on its escutcheon. I left under rather a cloud, if you get what I mean.�
�Oh,� said Arthur, and felt a quick, bitter envy for anyone who could afford to be incompetent, insubordinate even, and could leave a firm like Horton�s so casually.
Charlie Prince, it appeared, read his thoughts quite accurately. �No,� he said, �it doesn�t have anything to do with my not being able to hold down the job, if that�s what you�re thinking. It was a bit of dishonesty, really. Some checks I forged � stuff like that.�
Arthur�s jaw dropped.
�I know,� observed Charlie Prince cheerfully. �You figure that when someone gets caught in a business like that he ought to be all tears and remorse, all sackcloth and ashes, and such. But I�m not. Oh, of course I was all remorse at getting caught by that idiot, meddling accountant, but you can hardly blame me for that.�
�But why did you do it?�
Charlie Prince frowned. �I don�t look like one of those silly psychopaths who just steals to get a thrill from it, do I? It was for money, of course. It�s always for money.�
�Always?�
�Oh, I worked in other places besides Horton�s, and I was always leaving under a cloud. Matter of fact, it wasn�t until I was in Horton�s that I learned the biggest lesson of my life.� He leaned forward and tapped his forefinger on the table significantly. �That business of tracing someone�s signature is the bunk. Absolute bunk. If you�re going to forge a name you just have to practice writing it free-hand, and keep on practicing until you can set it down slap dash, like that. It�s the only way.�
�But you got caught there, too.�
�That was carelessness. I was cashing the checks, but I didn�t bother to make entries about them in the books. And you know what an accountant can be if his books don�t balance.�
Arthur found himself fascinated, but also found himself unable to frame the question he wanted to ask and yet remain within the bounds of politeness. �Then what happened? Did they � did you�?�
�You mean, arrested, sent to jail, stuff like that?� Charlie Prince looked at Arthur pityingly. �Of course not. You know how those companies are about publicity like that, and when my father made the money good that�s all there was to it.�
�And nothing at all happened to you?� Arthur said, awestruck.
�Well,� Charlie Prince admitted, �something had to happen, of course, especially after that last performance when my father boiled up like an old steam kettle about it. But it wasn�t too bad, really. It was just that I became a sort of local remittance man.�
�A what?� said Arthur blankly.
�A sort of local remittance man. You know how those old families in England would ship their black-sheep offspring off to Australia or somewhere just to keep them off the scene, then send them an allowance and tell them it would show up regularly as long as sonny stayed out of sight? Well, that�s what happened to me. At first the old man was just going to heave me out into the cold and darkness without even a penny, but the women in my family have soft hearts and he was convinced otherwise. I would get a monthly allowance � about half of what I needed to live on, as it turned out � but for the rest of my life I had to steer clear of my family and its whole circle. And I can tell you, it�s a mighty big circle.�
�Then you�re not supposed to be in New York, are you?�
�I said I was a local remittance man. Meaning I can be anywhere I please as long as I�m not heard or seen by any of my family or its three million acquaintances. In which case I merely drop a note to the family lawyer stating my address, and on the first of each month I receive my allowance.�
�Well,� said Arthur, �considering everything, I�d say your father was being very decent about it.�
Charlie Prince sighed. �Truth to tell, he�s not a bad old sort at all. But he�s cursed by a morbid yearning toward a certain kind of holy young prig which I am not. You know what I mean. The sort of young squirt who�s all bland exterior, blank interior, and not a spark anywhere. If I had turned out like that, everything would have been just dandy. But I didn�t. So here I am, a veritable Ishmael, two weeks before allowance comes due, locked out of his hotel room.�
Arthur felt an inexplicable stirring of excitement. �Locked out?�
�That�s what happens when you can�t pay your rent. It�s a law or a code or something. Anyhow, it�s damn thoughtless, whatever it is, and what I�m leading up to is to ask if, in return for the story of my life, such as it is, you might see your way clear to making a loan. Not too small a one, either; a sort of medium-sized loan. I�ll guarantee to pay you back the first of the month and with fair interest.�
Charlie Prince�s voice now had an openly pleading note. �I�ll admit that I have my dishonest side, but I�ve never welshed on a debt in my whole life. Matter of fact,� he explained, �the only reason I got myself into trouble was because I was so anxious to pay my debts.�
Arthur looked at Charlie Prince�s perfect clothes; he saw Charlie Prince�s easy poise; he heard Charlie Prince�s well modulated voice sounding pleasantly in his ears, and the stirring of excitement suddenly took meaning.
�Look,� he said, �where do you live now?�
�Nowhere, of course � not as long as I�m locked out. But I�ll meet you here the first of the month on the minute. I can swear you don�t have to worry about getting the money back. The way I�ve been talking about things ought to prove I�m on the dead level with you.�
�I don�t mean that,� said Arthur. �I mean, would you want to share a room with me? If I lent you enough money to clear up your hotel bill and get your things out of there, would you move in with me? I�ve got a nice room; it�s in an old house but very well kept. Mrs. Marsh � that is, the landlady � is the talky kind and very fussy about things, but you can see she�s the sort to keep a place nice. And it�s very cheap; it would save you a lot of money.�
He stopped short then, with the realization that this was turning into a vehement sales talk and that Charlie Prince was regarding him quizzically.
�What is it?� said Charlie Prince. �Are you broke, too?�
�No, it has nothing to do with money. I have the money to lend you, don�t I?�
�Then why the fever to share the room? Especially with me, that is.�
Arthur took his courage in both hands. �All right, I�ll tell you. You have something I want.�
Charlie Prince blinked. �I do?�
�Listen to me,� Arthur said. �I never had any of the things you had, and it shows. Somehow, it shows. I know it does, because you wouldn�t ever talk to any of those young men, the sort your father likes, the way you talk to me. But I don�t care about that. What I care about is finding out exactly what makes you like that, what makes them all like that. It�s some kind of polish that a good family and money can rub on you so that it never comes off. And that�s what I want.�
Charlie Prince looked at him wonderingly. �And you think that if we share a room some of this mysterious polish, this whatever-it-is, will rub off on you?�
�You let me worry about that,� said Arthur. He drew out his checkbook and a pen, and laid them on the table before him. �Well?� he said.
Charlie Prince studied the checkbook thoughtfully. �I�ll admit I haven�t any idea of what I�m selling,� he said, �but it�s a sale.�

As it turned out, they made excellent roommates. There is no greater compatibility than that between a good talker and a good listener, and since Charlie Prince liked nothing better than to pump amiably from a bottomless well of anecdote and reminiscence, and Arthur made an almost feverishly interested audience, life in the second-floor front at Mrs. Marsh�s rooming house was idyllic.
There were some very small flies in the ointment, of course. At times, Charlie Prince might have had cause to reflect that he had found too good a listener in Arthur, considering Arthur�s insatiable appetite for detail. It can be quite disconcerting for a raconteur embarked on the story of a yachting experience to find that he must describe the dimensions of the yacht, its structure, its method of operation, and then enter into a lecture on the comparative merits of various small boats before he can get to the point of the story itself. Or to draw full value from the narrative of an intriguing little episode concerning a young woman met in a certain restaurant when one is also required to add footnotes on the subjects of what to say to a maitre d�, how to order, how to tip, how to dress for every occasion, and so on, ad infinitum.
It might also have distressed Charlie Prince, who had commendable powers of observation, to note that Arthur was becoming subtly cast in his own image. The inflection of voice, the choice of words and their usage, the manner of sitting, walking, standing, the gestures of hands, the very shades of expression which Arthur came to adopt, all had the rather uncomfortable quality of showing Charlie Prince to himself in a living mirror.
For Arthur�s part, the one thing that really shocked him in the relationship was the discovery of the childishness of Charlie Prince and his small world. From all he could gather, Arthur decided somberly, Charlie Prince and his like emerged from childhood into adolescence and stopped short there. Physically, they might grow still larger and more impressive, but mentally and emotionally, they were all they would ever be. They would learn adult catchwords and mannerisms, but underneath? Of course, it was nothing that Arthur ever chose to mention aloud.
His feeling on the subject was heightened by the matter of Charlie Prince�s allowance. On the first of each month, Mrs. Marsh would smilingly enter the room bearing an envelope addressed to Charlie Prince. It was an expensive-looking envelope, and if one held it up to the light reflectively, as Charlie always did before opening it, it was possible to make out the outlines of an expensive-looking slip of paper. A check for five hundred dollars signed by James Llewellyn. �The family�s personal lawyer,� Charlie had once explained, and added with some bitterness, �It wasn�t hard enough having one father like mine, so old Llewellyn�s been playing second father since I was a kid.�
To Charlie Prince, the amount was a pittance. To Arthur it was the key. The key to the enchanted garden just outside Arthur�s reach; the key to Bluebeard�s chamber which you were forbidden to use; the key to Ann Horton. It would not pay for what you wanted, but it would open the door.
Even more tantalizing to Arthur was the fact that for a few hours each month it was all his. Charlie Prince would endorse it, and then Arthur would obligingly stop in at the bank where he had his own small account and cash it there. On his return, he would carefully deduct the amount of Charlie�s share of the rent, the amount that Charlie had borrowed from him the last week or two of the preceding month, and then turn the rest over to his roommate. It was at Charlie�s insistence that he did this. �If you want to make sure that I�m square with my rent and whatever I owe you,� he had explained, �this is the best way. Besides, you can cash it easily, and I seem to have a lot of trouble that way.�
Thus, for a few hours each month, Arthur was another man. Charlie Prince was generous about lending his wardrobe, and Arthur made it a point, on check-cashing day especially, to wear one of those wondrously cut and textured suits which looked as if it had been tailored for him. And in the breast pocket of that suit was a wallet containing five hundred dollars in crisp new bills. It was no wonder that it happened to be one of those days on which he made the impression he had dreamed of making.

He entered his employer�s office, and Ann Horton was seated on a corner of the desk there, talking to her father. She glanced at Arthur as he stood there, and then stopped short in what she was saying to look him up and down with open admiration.
�Well,� she said to her father, �I�ve seen this young man here and there in the office several times. Don�t you think it�s about time you had the manners to introduce us?�
Her manner of address startled Arthur, who had somehow always visualized Mr. Horton as a forbidding figure poised on a mountaintop fingering a thunderbolt. But it was even more startling when Mr. Horton, after what seemed to be a moment of uncertain recognition, made the introduction in terms that sounded like music to Arthur�s ears. Arthur, he said warmly, was a fine young man. It would be a pleasure to introduce him.
That was Arthur�s golden opportunity � and he flubbed it. Flubbed it miserably. What he said was pointless; the way he said it made it sound even more mawkish and clumsy than seemed possible. And even while he was watching the glow fade from Ann Horton�s face he knew what the trouble was, and cursed himself and the whole world for it.
The money wasn�t his, that was the thing. If it were, he could be seeing her that evening, and the next, and the one after that. But it wasn�t. It was a meaningless bulge in his wallet that could take him this far, and no farther. And that knowledge made everything else meaningless: the clothes, the manner, everything he had made himself into. Without the money, it was all nonsense. With it�
With it! He had been looking merely ill at ease; now he looked physically ill under the impact of the thought that struck him. An instant concern showed in Ann Horton�s lovely eyes. Apparently she was a girl with strong maternal instinct.
�You�re not well,� she said.
The idea, the glorious realization, was a flame roaring through him now. He rose from it like a phoenix.
�No, I don�t feel very well,� he answered, and could hardly recognize his own voice as he spoke, �but it�s nothing serious. Really, it isn�t.�
�Well, you ought to go home right now,� she said firmly. �I have the car downstairs, and it won�t be any trouble at all.�
Arthur mentally struck himself on the forehead with his fist. He had thrown away one opportunity � did he have to throw this one away as well? Yet Mrs. Marsh�s rooming house had never appeared as wretched as it did just then; it was impossible to have her drive him there.
Inspiration put the words into his mouth, the proper words to impress father and daughter. �There�s so much work to be done,� said Arthur, wistfully courageous, �that I can�t possibly leave it.� And then he added with as much ease as if he had practiced the lines for hours, �But I do want to see you again. Do you think if I called tomorrow evening�?�

After that, he told himself grimly whenever the fire inside him threatened to flicker uncertainly, he had no choice. And Charlie Prince, of course, was not even offered a choice. At exactly seven minutes before midnight, after considerable choked protest and thrashing around, Charlie Prince lay dead on his bed. Entirely dead, although Arthur�s fingers remained clasped around his throat for another long minute just to make sure.
It has been remarked that the man with the likeliest chance of getting away with murder is the man who faces his victim in a crowd, fires a bullet into him, and then walks off � which is a way of saying that it is the devious and overly ingenious method of murder that will hang the murderer. To that extent, Arthur had committed his murder wisely, although not out of any wisdom.
The fact is that from the moment he had left Ann Horton to the moment he finally released his fingers from Charlie Prince�s throat he had lived in a sort of blind fever of knowing what had to be done without a thought of how it was to be done. And when at last he stood looking down at the body before him, with the full horror of what had happened bursting in his mind, he was at a complete loss. The soul had departed, no question about that. But the body remained, and what in the Lord�s name was one to do with it?
He could bundle it into the closet, get it out of sight at least, but what would be the point of that? Mrs. Marsh came in every morning to make up the room and empty the wastebaskets. Since there was no lock on the closet door, there was no way of keeping her out of it.
Or take Charlie Prince�s trunk standing there in the corner. He could deposit the body in it and ship it somewhere. Ship it where? He put his mind to the question desperately, but was finally forced to the conclusion that there was no place in the world to which you could ship a trunk with a body in it and rest assured that murder wouldn�t out.
But he was on the right track with that trunk, and when the solution came at last he recognized it instantly and eagerly. The storage room in Mrs. Marsh�s was a dank cavern in the depths of the house, barred by a heavy door, which, though never locked, made it a desolate and chilly place no matter what the season. Since there was no traffic in that room, a body could molder there for years without anyone being the wiser. Eventually, it could be disposed of with no difficulty. The object now was to get it into the trunk and down to the storage room.
To Arthur�s annoyance, he discovered that even though the trunk was a large one it made a tight fit, and it was a messy business getting everything arranged neatly. But at last he had it bolted tightly and out into the hallway. It was when he was midway down the stairs that the accident happened. He felt the trunk slipping down his back, gave it a violent heave to right it, and the next instant saw it go sliding over his head to crash down the rest of the distance to the floor with a thunder that shook the house. He was after it in an instant, saw that it remained firmly bolted, and then realized that he was standing eye to eye with Mrs. Marsh.
She was poised there like a frightened apparition, clad in a white flannel nightgown that fell to her ankles, her fingers to her lips, her eyes wide.
�Dear me,� she said, �dear me, you should be more careful!�
Arthur flung himself in front of the trunk as if she had vision that could penetrate its walls. �I�m sorry,� he stammered, �I�m terribly sorry. I didn�t mean to make any noise, but somehow it slipped.�
She shook her head with gentle severity. �You might have scratched the walls. Or hurt yourself.�
�No,� he assured her hastily, �there�s no damage done. None.�
She peered around him at the trunk. �Why, that�s that nice Mr. Prince�s trunk, isn�t it? Wherever can you be taking it at this hour?�
Arthur felt the perspiration start on his forehead. �Nowhere,� he said hoarsely, and then when she knit her brows in wonder at this he quickly added, �That is, to the storage room. You see, Charlie � Mr. Prince � was supposed to give me a hand with it, but when he didn�t show up I decided to try it myself.�
�But it must be so heavy.�
Her warmly sympathetic tone served nicely to steady his nerves. His thoughts started to move now with the smooth precision of the second hand on a good watch. �I suppose it is,� he said, and laughed deprecatingly, �but it seemed better to do it myself than keep waiting for Mr. Prince to help. He�s very unreliable, you know. Just takes off when he wants to, and you never know how long he�ll be gone.�
�I think it�s a shame,� said Mrs. Marsh firmly.
�No, no, he�s a bit eccentric, but really very nice when you get to know him.� Arthur took a grip on the trunk. �I�ll get it down the rest of the way easily enough,� he said.
A thought struck Mrs. Marsh. �Oh, dear me,� she chirped, �perhaps everything did happen for the best. I mean, your making a noise and bringing me out and all. You see, there�s a lock on the storage room now and you�d never have got in. I�ll just slip on a robe and take care of that.�
She went ahead of him down the creaking cellar steps and waited in the storage room until he trundled the trunk into it. A dim light burned there, and, as he had remembered, dust lay thick over everything in sight. Mrs. Marsh shook her head over it.
�It�s dreadful,� she said, �but there�s really no point in trying to do anything about it. Why, I don�t believe anyone uses this room from one year to the next! The only reason I put the lock on the door was because the insurance company wanted it there.�
Arthur shifted from one foot to the other. His mission completed, he was willing � in fact, anxious � to leave, but Mrs. Marsh seemed oblivious to this. �I don�t encourage transients,� she said. �What I like is a nice steady gentleman boarder who�s no fuss and bother. Now, take that trunk there�� she pointed a bony forefinger at what appeared to be a mound of ashes, but which proved on a second look to be a trunk buried under years of dust � �when that gentleman moved in��
Arthur found himself swaying on his feet while the gentle chirping went on and on. In this fashion he learned about the gentleman in the first-floor rear, the gentleman in the second-floor rear, and the gentleman in the third-floor front. It was as though her conversational stream had been dammed up so long that now it was released there was no containing it. And through it all he sustained himself with one thought. He had got away with murder � really and literally got away with murder. When the door to the storage room closed behind him, Charlie Prince could rot away without a soul in the world being the wiser. The checks would come every month, five hundred dollars each and every month, and there was Ann Horton and the world of glory ahead. The best of everything, Arthur thought in and around Mrs. Marsh�s unwearying voice, and he knew then what it felt like to be an emperor incognito.

The monologue had to come to an end sometime, the heavy door was locked and stayed locked, and Arthur entered his new station with the confidence that is supposed to be the lot of the righteous but which may also come to those who have got away with murder and know it beyond the shadow of a doubt. And even the tiniest fragment of unease could not possibly remain after he met Mrs. Marsh in the hallway one evening a few weeks later.
�You were right,� she said, pursing her lips sympathetically. �Mr. Prince is eccentric, isn�t he?�
�He is?� said Arthur uncertainly.
�Oh, yes. Like practicing writing his name on every piece of paper he can get his hands on. Just one sheet of paper after another with nothing on it but his name!�
Arthur abruptly remembered his wastebasket, and then thought with a glow of undeserved self-admiration how everything, even unforgivable carelessness, worked for him.
�I�m sure,� observed Mrs. Marsh, �that a grown man can find better things to do with his time than that. It just goes to show you.�
�Yes,� said Arthur, �it certainly does.�
So, serenity reigned over Mrs. Marsh�s. It reigned elsewhere, too, since Arthur had no difficulty at all in properly endorsing those precious checks, and even less trouble in spending the money. Using Charlie Prince�s wardrobe as his starting point, he built his into a thing of quiet splendor. Drawing from Charlie Prince�s narratives, he went to the places where one should be seen, and behaved as one should behave. His employer beamed on him with a kindly eye which became almost affectionate when Arthur mentioned the income a generous aunt had provided for him, and his acquaintance with Ann Horton, who had seemed strangely drawn to him from the first evening they spent together, soon blossomed into romance.

He found Ann Horton everything he had ever imagined � passionate, charming, devoted. Of course, she had her queer little reticences � dark little places in her own background that she chose not to touch upon � but, as he reminded himself, who was he to cast stones? So he behaved himself flawlessly up to the point where they had to discuss the wedding, and then they had their first quarrel.
There was no question about the wedding itself. It was to take place in June, the month of brides; it was to be followed by a luxurious honeymoon, after which Arthur would enter into a position of importance in the affairs of Horton & Son at a salary commensurate with that position. No, there was no question about the wedding � the envy in the eyes of every fine young man who had ever courted Ann Horton attested to that � but there was a grave question about the ceremony.
�But why do you insist on a big ceremony?� she demanded. �I think they�re dreadful things. All those people and all that fuss. It�s like a Roman circus.�
He couldn�t explain to her, and that complicated matters. After all, there is no easy way of explaining to any girl that her wedding is not only to be a nuptial, but also a sweet measure of revenge. It would be all over the papers; the whole world of fine young men would be on hand to witness it. They had to be there or it would be tasteless in the mouth.
�And why do you insist on a skimpy little private affair?� he asked in turn. �I should think a girl�s wedding would be the most important thing in the world to her. That she�d want to do it up proud. Standing there in the living room with your father and aunt doesn�t seem like any ceremony at all.�
�But you�ll be there, too,� she said. �That�s what makes it a ceremony.�
He was not to be put off by any such feminine wit, however, and he let her know it. In the end, she burst into tears and fled, leaving him as firm in his convictions as ever. If it cost him his neck, he told himself angrily, he was not going to have any hit-and-run affair fobbed off on him as the real thing. He�d have the biggest cathedral in town, the most important people � the best of everything.
When they met again she was in a properly chastened mood, so he was properly magnanimous. �Darling,� she said, �did you think I was very foolish carrying on the way I did?�
�Of course not, Ann. Don�t you think I understand how high-strung you are, and how seriously you take this?�
�You are a darling, Arthur,� she said, �really you are. And perhaps, in a way, your insistence on a big ceremony has done more for us than you�ll ever understand.�
�In what way?� he asked.
�I can�t tell you that. But I can tell you that I haven�t been as happy in years as I�m going to be if things work out.�
�What things?� he asked, completely at sea in the face of this feminine ambiguity.
�Before I can even talk about it there�s one question you must answer, Arthur. And, please, promise you�ll answer truthfully.�
�Of course I will.�
�Then you can find it in your heart to forgive someone who�s done a great wrong? Someone who�s done wrong, but suffered for it?�
He grimaced inwardly. �Of course I can. I don�t care what wrong anyone�s done, it�s my nature to forgive him.� He almost said her but caught himself in time. After all, if that was the way she wanted to build up to a maidenly confession, why spoil it? But there seemed to be no confession forthcoming. She said nothing more about the subject � instead, spent the rest of the evening in such a giddy discussion of plans and arrangements that by the time he left her the matter was entirely forgotten.

He was called into Mr. Horton�s office late the next afternoon, and when he entered the room he saw Ann there. From her expression and from her father�s, he could guess what they had been discussing, and he felt a pleasant triumph in that knowledge.
�Arthur,� said Mr. Horton, �please sit down.� Arthur sat down, crossed his legs, and smiled at Ann. �Arthur,� said Mr. Horton, �I have something serious to discuss with you.�
�Yes, sir,� said Arthur, and waited patiently for Mr. Horton to finish arranging three pencils, a pen, a letter opener, a memorandum pad, and a telephone before him on the desk.
�Arthur,� Mr. Horton said at last, �what I�m going to tell you is something few people know, and I hope you will follow their example and never discuss it with anyone else.�
�Yes, sir,� said Arthur.
�Ann has told me that you insist on a big ceremony with all the trimmings, and that�s what makes the problem. A private ceremony would have left things as they were, and no harm done. Do you follow me?�
�Yes, sir,� said Arthur, lying valiantly. He looked furtively at Ann, but no clue was to be found there. �Of course, sir,� he said.
�Then, since I�m a man who likes to get to the point quickly, I will tell you that I have a son. You�re very much like him � in fact, Ann and I were both struck by that resemblance some time ago � but unfortunately my son happens to be a thoroughgoing scoundrel, and after one trick too many he was simply bundled off to fend for himself on an allowance I provided. I haven�t heard from him since � my lawyer takes care of the details � but if there is to be a big ceremony with everyone on hand to ask questions, he must be there. You understand that, of course.�
The room seemed to be closing in around Arthur, and Mr. Horton�s face was suddenly a diabolic mask floating against the wall.
�Yes, sir,� Arthur whispered.
�That means I must do something now that Ann�s been after me to do for years. I have the boy�s address; we�re all going over right now to meet him, to talk to him and see if he can�t get off to a fresh start with your example before him.�
�Prince Charlie,� said Ann fondly. �That�s what we all used to call him, he was so charming.�
The walls were very close now, the walls of a black chamber, and Ann�s face floating alongside her father�s. And, strangely enough, there was the face of Mrs. Marsh. The kindly, garrulous face of Mrs. Marsh growing so much bigger than the others.
And a trunk, waiting.
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THE STORY
Original publication:Boston Noir, edited by Dennis Lehane (New York, Akashic, 2009); revised and published as The Drop (New York, William Morrow, 2014)

As one of the most distinguished writers of mystery fiction � no, change that � of literature, working today, Dennis Lehane (born 1965) has produced fourteen books that have developed an enthusiastic popular and critical following. He began by writing a series of Boston-based private detective novels featuring the team of Patrick Kenzie and Angela Genarro, beginning with A Drink Before the War (1994). Four additional books in the series quickly followed, plus another more than a decade later, one of which, Gone, Baby, Gone (1998), was adapted for a 2007 film of the same title. Directed by Ben Affleck, it starred Casey Affleck and Michelle Monaghan as Kenzie and Gennaro. Lehane, who has gone to work in Hollywood, did not write the screenplay. He said that he never wanted to write the screenplays for films based on his own books because he has �no desire to operate on my own child.�
Lehane�s first nonseries book was Mystic River (2001), which inspired an outstanding film of the same name in 2003, directed by Clint Eastwood and starring Sean Penn, Tim Robbins, and Kevin Bacon. His next book, Shutter Island (2003), also inspired another successful film with the same title as its source. Directed by Martin Scorsese, the 2010 film starred Leonardo DiCaprio and Mark Ruffalo. After writing episodes of the highly acclaimed television series The Wire and Boardwalk Empire, Lehane did �operate on his own child� when he adapted �Animal Rescue� for the film The Drop.
The short story features Bob Saginowski, a sad, lonely man who hears a dog whimpering in a trash can and, with the help of a young woman, saves and nurtures it. The original owner, who had starved and beaten it, shows up and demands its return unless Bob gives him $10,000, easily obtainable from the bar where Bob works that is used by a Chechen mob as a drop for large amounts of money.
�Animal Rescue� was selected for The Best American Mystery Stories 2010. After writing the screenplay for the film based on it, Lehane revised and expanded the story and it was released as a book titled The Drop in 2014.

THE FILM
Title: The Drop, 2014
Studio: Fox Searchlight Pictures
Director: Micha�l R. Roskam
Screenwriter: Dennis Lehane
Producers: Blair Breard, Peter Chernin, Dylan Clark

THE CAST
��Tom Hardy (Bob Saginowski)
��Noomi Rapace (Nadia Dunn)
��James Gandolfini (Marvin �Cousin Marv� Stipler)
��Mattias Schoenaerts (Eric Deeds)

Lehane�s �operation� was a success. The film closely follows the story line of his short story, expanding the elements involving the Chechen gangsters who use the bar where Bob works, which is owned by his cousin, Marv.
Although it is a crime film with its share of violence, The Drop is also a touching, poignant character study of loneliness, experienced by both Bob and Nadia, who have something to offer each other.
The British actor Tom Hardy quickly became successful after his debut in Black Hawk Down (2001), appearing in numerous motion pictures, television shows, and theatrical productions. Coincidentally, he had two rescued dogs (one of which died in 2017).
The Swedish actress Noomi Rapace had been working for several years but achieved fame with her portrayal of Lisbeth Salander in the 2009 Swedish film adaptations of The Girl with the Dragon Tattoo, The Girl Who Played with Fire, and The Girl Who Kicked the Hornet�s Nest. In 2011, she was nominated for a BAFTA Award for Best Actress for her performance in The Girl with the Dragon Tattoo.
James Gandolfini was best known for his role as Tony Soprano, the Italian-American crime boss in HBO�s television series The Sopranos. He was universally acclaimed for his performance, winning three Emmy Awards, three Screen Actors Guild Awards, and one Golden Globe Award. His role as �Cousin Marv� in The Drop was his last, as a month after the film wrapped he suddenly died at the age of fifty-one while in Rome.
During the filming, Hardy and Rapace went to an animal-rescue center to prepare for their roles and Hardy adopted a pit bull puppy, which he brought to the set.

ANIMAL RESCUE
Dennis Lehane

Bob found the dog in the trash.
It was just after Thanksgiving, the neighborhood gone quiet, hungover. After bartending at Cousin Marv�s, Bob sometimes walked the streets. He was big and lumpy and hair had been growing in unlikely places all over his body since his teens. In his twenties, he�d fought against the hair, carrying small clippers in his coat pocket and shaving twice a day. He�d also fought the weight, but during all those years of fighting, no girl who wasn�t being paid for it ever showed any interest in him. After a time, he gave up the fight. He lived alone in the house he grew up in, and when it seemed likely to swallow him with its smells and memories and dark couches, the attempts he�d made to escape it � through church socials, lodge picnics, and one horrific mixer thrown by a dating service � had only opened the wound further, left him patching it back up for weeks, cursing himself for hoping.
So he took these walks of his and, if he was lucky, sometimes he forgot people lived any other way. That night, he paused on the sidewalk, feeling the ink sky above him and the cold in his fingers, and he closed his eyes against the evening.
He was used to it. He was used to it. It was okay.
You could make a friend of it, as long as you didn�t fight it.
With his eyes closed, he heard it � a worn-out keening accompanied by distant scratching and a sharper, metallic rattling. He opened his eyes. Fifteen feet down the sidewalk, a large metal barrel with a heavy lid shook slightly under the yellow glare of the streetlight, its bottom scraping the sidewalk. He stood over it and heard that keening again, the sound of a creature that was one breath away from deciding it was too hard to take the next, and he pulled off the lid.
He had to remove some things to get to it � a toaster and five thick Yellow Pages, the oldest dating back to 2000. The dog � either a very small one or else a puppy � was down at the bottom, and it scrunched its head into its midsection when the light hit it. It exhaled a soft chug of a whimper and tightened its body even more, its eyes closed to slits. A scrawny thing. Bob could see its ribs. He could see a big crust of dried blood by its ear. No collar. It was brown with a white snout and paws that seemed far too big for its body.
It let out a sharper whimper when Bob reached down, sank his fingers into the nape of its neck, and lifted it out of its own excrement. Bob didn�t know dogs too well, but there was no mistaking this one for anything but a boxer. And definitely a puppy, the wide brown eyes opening and looking into his as he held it up before him.
Somewhere, he was sure, two people made love. A man and a woman. Entwined. Behind one of those shades, oranged with light, that looked down on the street. Bob could feel them in there, naked and blessed. And he stood out here in the cold with a near-dead dog staring back at him. The icy sidewalk glinted like new marble, and the wind was dark and gray as slush.
�What do you got there?�
Bob turned, looked up and down the sidewalk.
�I�m up here. And you�re in my trash.�
She stood on the front porch of the three-decker nearest him. She�d turned the porch light on and stood there shivering, her feet bare. She reached into the pocket of her hoodie and came back with a pack of cigarettes. She watched him as she got one going.
�I found a dog,� Bob held it up.
�A what?�
�A dog. A puppy. A boxer, I think.�
She coughed out some smoke. �Who puts a dog in a barrel?�
�Right?� he said. �It�s bleeding.� He took a step toward her stairs and she backed up.
�Who do you know that I would know?� A city girl, not about to just drop her guard around a stranger.
�I don�t know,� Bob said. �How about Francie Hedges?�
She shook her head. �You know the Sullivans?�
That wouldn�t narrow it down. Not around here. You shook a tree, a Sullivan fell out. Followed by a six-pack most times. �I know a bunch.�
This was going nowhere, the puppy looking at him, shaking worse than the girl.
�Hey,� she said, �you live in this parish?�
�Next one over. St. Theresa�s.�
�Go to church?�
�Most Sundays.�
�So you know Father Pete?�
�Pete Regan,� he said, �sure.�
She produced a cell phone. �What�s your name?�
�Bob,� he said. �Bob Saginowski.�
Bob waited as she stepped back from the light, phone to one ear, finger pressed into the other. He stared at the puppy. The puppy stared back, like, How did I get here? Bob touched its nose with his index finger. The puppy blinked its huge eyes. For a moment, Bob couldn�t recall his sins.
�Nadia,� the girl said and stepped back into the light. �Bring him up here, Bob. Pete says hi.�

They washed it in Nadia�s sink, dried it off, and brought it to her kitchen table.
Nadia was small. A bumpy red rope of a scar ran across the base of her throat like the smile of a drunk circus clown. She had a tiny moon of a face, savaged by pockmarks, and small, heart-pendant eyes. Shoulders that didn�t cut so much as dissolve at the arms. Elbows like flattened beer cans. A yellow bob of hair curled on either side of her face. �It�s not a boxer.� Her eyes glanced off Bob�s face before dropping the puppy back onto her kitchen table. �It�s an American Staffordshire terrier.�
Bob knew he was supposed to understand something in her tone, but he didn�t know what that thing was so he remained silent.
She glanced back up at him after the quiet lasted too long. �A pit bull.�
�That�s a pit bull?�
She nodded and swabbed the puppy�s head wound again. Someone had pummeled it, she told Bob. Probably knocked it unconscious, assumed it was dead, and dumped it.
�Why?� Bob said.
She looked at him, her round eyes getting rounder, wider. �Just because.� She shrugged, went back to examining the dog. �I worked at Animal Rescue once. You know the place on Shawmut? As a vet tech. Before I decided it wasn�t my thing. They�re so hard, this breed...�
�What?�
�To adopt out,� she said. �It�s very hard to find them a home.�
�I don�t know about dogs. I never had a dog. I live alone. I was just walking by the barrel.� Bob found himself beset by a desperate need to explain himself, explain his life. �I�m just not...� He could hear the wind outside, black and rattling. Rain or bits of hail spit against the windows.
Nadia lifted the puppy�s back left paw � the other three paws were brown, but this one was white with peach spots. Then she dropped the paw as if it were contagious. She went back to the head wound, took a closer look at the right ear, a piece missing from the tip that Bob hadn�t noticed until now.
�Well,� she said, �he�ll live. You�re gonna need a crate and food and all sorts of stuff.�
�No,� Bob said. �You don�t understand.�
She cocked her head, gave him a look that said she understood perfectly.
�I can�t. I just found him. I was gonna give him back.�
�To whoever beat him, left him for dead?�
�No, no, like, the authorities.�
�That would be Animal Rescue,� she said. �After they give the owner seven days to reclaim him, they�ll��
�The guy who beat him? He gets a second chance?�
She gave him a half-frown and a nod. �If he doesn�t take it,� she lifted the puppy�s ear, peered in, �chances are this little fella�ll be put up for adoption. But it�s hard. To find them a home. Pit bulls. More often than not?� She looked at Bob. �More often than not, they�re put down.�
Bob felt a wave of sadness roll out from her that immediately shamed him. He didn�t know how, but he�d caused pain. He�d put some out into the world. He�d let this girl down. �I...� he started. �It�s just...�
She glanced up at him. �I�m sorry?�
Bob looked at the puppy. Its eyes were droopy from a long day in the barrel and whoever gave it that wound. It had stopped shivering, though.
�You can take it,� Bob said. �You used to work there, like you said. You��
She shook her head. �My father lives with me. He gets home Sunday night from Foxwoods. He finds a dog in his house? An animal he�s allergic to?� She jerked her thumb. �Puppy goes back in the barrel.�
�Can you give me till Sunday morning?� Bob wasn�t sure how it was the words left his mouth, since he couldn�t remember formulating them or even thinking them.
The girl eyed him carefully. �You�re not just saying it? �Cause, I shit you not, he ain�t picked up by Sunday noon, he�s back out that door.�
�Sunday, then.� Bob said the words with a conviction he actually felt. �Sunday, definitely.�
�Yeah?� She smiled, and it was a spectacular smile, and Bob saw that the face behind the pockmarks was as spectacular as the smile. Wanting only to be seen. She touched the puppy�s nose with her index finger.
�Yeah.� Bob felt crazed. He felt light as a communion wafer. �Yeah.�

At Cousin Marv�s, where he tended bar twelve to ten, Wednesday through Sunday, he told Marv all about it. Most people called Marv Cousin Marv out of habit, something that went back to grade school though no one could remember how, but Marv actually was Bob�s cousin. On his mother�s side.
Cousin Marv had run a crew in the late �80s and early �90s. It had been primarily comprised of guys with interests in the loaning and subsequent debt-repayal side of things, though Marv never turned his nose down at any paying proposition because he believed, to the core of his soul, that those who failed to diversify were always the first to collapse when the wind turned. Like the dinosaurs, he�d say to Bob, when the cavemen came along and invented arrows. Picture the cavemen, he�d say, firing away, and the tyrannosauruses all gucked up in the oil puddles. A tragedy so easily averted.
Marv�s crew hadn�t been the toughest crew or the smartest or the most successful operating in the neighborhood � not even close � but for a while they got by. Other crews kept nipping at their heels, though, and except for one glaring exception, they�d never been ones to favor violence. Pretty soon, they had to make the decision to yield to crews a lot meaner than they were or duke it out. They took Door Number One.
Marv�s income derived from running his bar as a drop. In the new world order � a loose collective of Chechen, Italian, and Irish hard guys � no one wanted to get caught with enough merch or enough money for a case to go Federal. So they kept it out of their offices and out of their homes and they kept it on the move. About every two-three weeks, drops were made at Cousin Marv�s, among other establishments. You sat on the drop for a night, two at the most, before some beer-truck driver showed up with the weekend�s password and hauled everything back out on a dolly like it was a stack of empty kegs, took it away in a refrigerated semi. The rest of Marv�s income derived from being a fence, one of the best in the city, but being a fence in their world (or a drop bar operator for that matter) was like being a mailroom clerk in the straight world � if you were still doing it after thirty, it was all you�d ever do. For Bob, it was a relief � he liked being a bartender and he�d hated that one time they�d had to come heavy. Marv, though, Marv still waited for the golden train to arrive on the golden tracks, take him away from all this. Most times, he pretended to be happy. But Bob knew that the things that haunted Marv were the same things that haunted Bob � the shitty things you did to get ahead. Those things laughed at you if your ambitions failed to amount to much; a successful man could hide his past; an unsuccessful man sat in his.
That morning, Marv was looking a hair on the mournful side, lighting one Camel while the previous one still smoldered, so Bob tried to cheer him up by telling him about his adventure with the dog. Marv didn�t seem too interested, and Bob found himself saying �You had to be there� so much, he eventually shut up about it.
Marv said, �Rumor is we�re getting the Super Bowl drop.�
�No shit?�
If true (an enormous if), this was huge. They worked on commission � one half of one percent of the drop. A Super Bowl drop? It would be like one half of one percent of Exxon.
Natalie�s scar flashed in Bob�s brain, the redness of it, the thick, ropey texture. �They send extra guys to protect it, you think?�
Marv rolled his eyes. �Why, �cause people are just lining up to steal from coked-up Chechnyans.�
�Chechens,� Bob said.
�But they�re from Chechnya.�
Bob shrugged. �I think it�s like how you don�t call people from Ireland Irelandians.�
Marv scowled. �Whatever. It means all this hard work we�ve been doing? It�s paid off. Like how Toyota did it, making friends and influencing people.�
Bob kept quiet. If they ended up being the drop for the Super Bowl, it was because someone figured out no Feds deemed them important enough to be watched. But in Marv�s fantasies, the crew (long since dispersed to straight jobs, jail, or, worse, Connecticut) could regain its glory days, even though those days had lasted about as long as a Swatch. It never occurred to Marv that one day they�d come take everything he had � the fence, the money, and merch he kept in the safe in back, hell, the bar probably � just because they were sick of him hanging around, looking at them with needy expectation. It had gotten so every time he talked about the �people he knew,� the dreams he had, Bob had to resist the urge to reach for the 9mm they kept beneath the bar and blow his own brains out. Not really � but close sometimes. Man, Marv could wear you out.
A guy stuck his head in the bar, late twenties but with white hair, a white goatee, a silver stud in his ear. He dressed like most kids these days � like shit: pre-ripped jeans, slovenly T-shirt under a faded hoodie under a wrinkled wool topcoat. He didn�t cross the threshold, just craned his head in, the cold day pouring in off the sidewalk behind him.
�Help you?� Bob asked.
The guy shook his head, kept staring at the gloomy bar like it was a crystal ball.
�Mind shutting the door?� Marv didn�t look up. �Cold out there.�
�You serve Zima?� The guy�s eyes flew around the bar, up and down, left to right.
Marv looked up now. �Who the fuck would we serve it to � Moesha?�
The guy raised an apologetic hand. �My bad.� He left, and the warmth returned with the closing of the door.
Marv said, �You know that kid?�
Bob shook his head. �Mighta seen him around but I can�t place him.�
�He�s a fucking nutbag. Lives in the next parish, probably why you don�t know him. You�re old school that way, Bob � somebody didn�t go to parochial school with you, it�s like they don�t exist.�
Bob couldn�t argue. When he�d been a kid, your parish was your country. Everything you needed and needed to know was contained within it. Now that the archdiocese had shuttered half the parishes to pay for the crimes of the kid-diddler priests, Bob couldn�t escape the fact that those days of parish dominion, long dwindling, were gone. He was a certain type of guy, of a certain half-generation, an almost generation, and while there were still plenty of them left, they were older, grayer, they had smokers� coughs, they went in for checkups and never checked back out.
�That kid?� Marv gave Bob a bump of his eyebrows. �They say he killed Richie Whelan back in the day.�
�They say?�
�They do.�
�Well, then...�
They sat in silence for a bit. Snow-dust blew past the window in the high-pitched breeze. The street signs and window panes rattled, and Bob thought how winter lost any meaning the day you last rode a sled. Any meaning but gray. He looked into the unlit sections of the barroom. The shadows became hospital beds, stooped old widowers shopping for sympathy cards, empty wheelchairs. The wind howled a little sharper.
�This puppy, right?� Bob said. �He�s got paws the size of his head. Three are brown but one�s white with these little peach-colored spots over the white. And��
�This thing cook?� Marv said. �Clean the house? I mean, it�s a fucking dog.�
�Yeah, but it was�� Bob dropped his hands. He didn�t know how to explain. �You know that feeling you get sometimes on a really great day? Like, like, the Pats dominate and you took the �over,� or they cook your steak just right up the Blarney, or, or you just feel good? Like...� Bob found himself waving his hands again �...good?�
Marv gave him a nod and a tight smile. Went back to his racing sheet.

On Sunday morning, Nadia brought the puppy to his car as he idled in front of her house. She handed it through the window and gave them both a little wave.
He looked at the puppy sitting on his seat and fear washed over him. What does it eat? When does it eat? Housebreaking. How do you do that? How long does it take? He�d had days to consider these questions � why were they only occurring to him now?
He hit the brakes and reversed the car a few feet. Nadia, one foot on her bottom step, turned back. He rolled down the passenger window, craned his body across the seat until he was peering up at her.
�I don�t know what to do,� he said. �I don�t know anything.�

At a supermarket for pets, Nadia picked out several chew toys, told Bob he�d need them if he wanted to keep his couch. Shoes, she told him, keep your shoes hidden from now on, up on a high shelf. They bought vitamins � for a dog!�� and a bag of puppy food she recommended, telling him the most important thing was to stick with that brand from now on. Change a dog�s diet, she warned, you�ll get piles of diarrhea on your floor.
They got a crate to put him in when Bob was at work. They got a water bottle for the crate and a book on dog training written by monks who were on the cover looking hardy and not real monkish, big smiles. As the cashier rang it all up, Bob felt a quake rumble through his body, a momentary disruption as he reached for his wallet. His throat flushed with heat. His head felt fizzy. And only as the quake went away and his throat cooled and his head cleared and he handed over his credit card to the cashier did he realize, in the sudden disappearance of the feeling, what the feeling had been: for a moment � maybe even a succession of moments, and none sharp enough to point to as the cause � he�d been happy.

�So, thank you,� she said when he pulled up in front of her house.
�What? No. Thank you. Please. Really. It... Thank you.�
She said, �This little guy, he�s a good guy. He�s going to make you proud, Bob.�
He looked down at the puppy, sleeping on her lap now, snoring slightly. �Do they do that? Sleep all the time?�
�Pretty much. Then they run around like loonies for about twenty minutes. Then they sleep some more. And poop. Bob, man, you got to remember that � they poop and pee like crazy. Don�t get mad. They don�t know any better. Read the monk book. It takes time, but they figure out soon enough not to do it in the house.�
�What�s soon enough?�
�Two months?� She cocked her head. �Maybe three. Be patient, Bob.�
�Be patient,� he repeated.
�And you too,� she said to the puppy as she lifted it off her lap. He came awake, sniffing, snorting. He didn�t want her to go. �You both take care.� She let herself out and gave Bob a wave as she walked up her steps, then went inside.
The puppy was on its haunches, staring up at the window like Nadia might reappear there. It looked back over his shoulder at Bob. Bob could feel its abandonment. He could feel his own. He was certain they�d make a mess of it, him and this throwaway dog. He was sure the world was too strong.
�What�s your name?� he asked the puppy. �What are we going to call you?�
The puppy turned his head away, like, Bring the girl back.

First thing it did was take a shit in the dining room.
Bob didn�t even realize what it was doing at first. It started sniffing, nose scraping the rug, and then it looked up at Bob with an air of embarrassment. And Bob said, �What?� and the dog dumped all over the corner of the rug.
Bob scrambled forward, as if he could stop it, push it back in, and the puppy bolted, left droplets on the hardwood as it scurried into the kitchen.
Bob said, �No, no. It�s okay.� Although it wasn�t. Most everything in the house had been his mother�s, largely unchanged since she�d purchased it in the �50s. That was shit. Excrement. In his mother�s house. On her rug, her floor.
In the seconds it took him to reach the kitchen, the puppy�d left a piss puddle on the linoleum. Bob almost slipped in it. The puppy was sitting against the fridge, looking at him, tensing for a blow, trying not to shake.
And it stopped Bob. It stopped him even as he knew the longer he left the shit on the rug, the harder it would be to get out.
Bob got down on all fours. He felt the sudden return of what he�d felt when he first picked it out of the trash, something he�d assumed had left with Nadia. Connection. He suspected they might have been brought together by something other than chance.
He said, �Hey.� Barely above a whisper. �Hey, it�s all right.� So, so slowly, he extended his hand, and the puppy pressed itself harder against the fridge. But Bob kept the hand coming, and gently lay his palm on the side of the animal�s face. He made soothing sounds. He smiled at it. �It�s okay,� he repeated, over and over.

He named it Cassius because he�d mistaken it for a boxer and he liked the sound of the word. It made him think of Roman legions, proud jaws, honor.
Nadia called him Cash. She came around after work sometimes and she and Bob took it on walks. He knew something was a little off about Nadia � the dog being found so close to her house and her lack of surprise or interest in that fact was not lost on Bob � but was there anyone, anywhere on this planet, who wasn�t a little off? More than a little most times. Nadia came by to help with the dog and Bob, who hadn�t known much friendship in his life, took what he could get.
They taught Cassius to sit and lie down and paw and roll over. Bob read the entire monk book and followed its instructions. The puppy had his rabies shot and was cleared of any cartilage damage to his ear. Just a bruise, the vet said, just a deep bruise. He grew fast.
Weeks passed without Cassius having an accident, but Bob still couldn�t be sure whether that was luck or not, and then on Super Bowl Sunday, Cassius used one paw on the back door. Bob let him out and then tore through the house to call Nadia. He was so proud he felt like yodeling, and he almost mistook the doorbell for something else. A kettle, he thought, still reaching for the phone.
The guy on the doorstep was thin. Not weak-thin. Hard-thin. As if whatever burned inside of him burned too hot for fat to survive. He had blue eyes so pale they were almost gray. His silver hair was cropped tight to his skull, as was the goatee that clung to his lips and chin. It took Bob a second to recognize him � the kid who�d stuck his head in the bar five-six weeks back, asked if they served Zima.
The kid smiled and extended his hand. �Mr. Saginowski?�
Bob shook the hand. �Yes?�
�Bob Saginowski?� The man shook Bob�s large hand with his small one, and there was a lot of power in the grip.
�Yeah?�
�Eric Deeds, Bob.� The kid let go of his hand. �I believe you have my dog.�

In the kitchen, Eric Deeds said, �Hey, there he is.� He said, �That�s my guy.� He said, �He got big.� He said, �The size of him.�
Cassius slinked over to him, even climbed up on his lap when Eric, unbidden, took a seat at Bob�s kitchen table and patted his inner thigh twice. Bob couldn�t even say how it was Eric Deeds talked his way into the house; he was just one of those people had a way about him, like cops and Teamsters � he wanted in, he was coming in.
�Bob,� Eric Deeds said, �I�m going to need him back.� He had Cassius in his lap and was rubbing his belly. Bob felt a prick of envy as Cassius kicked his left leg, even though a constant shiver � almost a palsy � ran through his fur. Eric Deeds scratched under Cassius�s chin. The dog kept his ears and tail pressed flat to his body. He looked ashamed, his eyes staring down into their sockets.
�Um...� Bob reached out and lifted Cassius off Eric�s lap, plopped him down on his own, scratched behind his ears. �Cash is mine.�
The act was between them now � Bob lifting the puppy off Eric�s lap without any warning, Eric looking at him for just a second, like, The fuck was that all about? His forehead narrowed and it gave his eyes a surprised cast, as if they�d never expected to find themselves on his face. In that moment, he looked cruel, the kind of guy, if he was feeling sorry for himself, took a shit on the whole world.
�Cash?� he said.
Bob nodded as Cassius�s ears unfurled from his head and he licked Bob�s wrist. �Short for Cassius. That�s his name. What did you call him?�
�Called him Dog mostly. Sometimes Hound.�
Eric Deeds glanced around the kitchen, up at the old circular fluorescent in the ceiling, something going back to Bob�s mother, hell, Bob�s father just before the first stroke, around the time the old man had become obsessed with paneling � paneled the kitchen, the living room, the dining room, would�ve paneled the toilet if he could�ve figured out how.
Bob said, �You beat him.�
Eric reached into his shirt pocket. He pulled out a cigarette and popped it in his mouth. He lit it, shook out the match, tossed it on Bob�s kitchen table.
�You can�t smoke in here.�
Eric considered Bob with a level gaze and kept smoking. �I beat him?�
�Yeah.�
�Uh, so what?� Eric flicked some ash on the floor. �I�m taking the dog, Bob.�
Bob stood to his full height. He held tight to Cassius, who squirmed a bit in his arms and nipped at the flat of his hand. If it came to it, Bob decided, he�d drop all six feet three inches and two hundred ninety pounds of himself on Eric Deeds, who couldn�t weigh more than a buck-seventy. Not now, not just standing there, but if Eric reached for Cassius, well then...
Eric Deeds blew a stream of smoke at the ceiling. �I saw you that night. I was feeling bad, you know, about my temper? So I went back to see if the hound was really dead or not and I watched you pluck him out of the trash.�
�I really think you should go.� Bob pulled his cell from his pocket and flipped it open. �I�m calling 911.�
Eric nodded. �I�ve been in prison, Bob, mental hospitals. I�ve been a lotta places. I�ll go again, don�t mean a thing to me, though I doubt they�d prosecute even me for fucking up a dog. I mean, sooner or later, you gotta go to work or get some sleep.�
�What is wrong with you?�
Eric held out his hands. �Pretty much everything. And you took my dog.�
�You tried to kill it.�
Eric said, �Nah.� Shook his head like he believed it.
�You can�t have the dog.�
�I need the dog.�
�No.�
�I love that dog.�
�No.�
�Ten thousand.�
�What?�
Eric nodded. �I need ten grand. By tonight. That�s the price.�
Bob gave it a nervous chuckle. �Who has ten thousand dollars?�
�You could find it.�
�How could I poss��
�Say, that safe in Cousin Marv�s office. You�re a drop bar, Bob. You don�t think half the neighborhood knows? So that might be a place to start.�
Bob shook his head. �Can�t be done. Any money we get during the day? Goes through a slot at the bar. Ends up in the office safe, yeah, but that�s on a time��
��lock, I know.� Eric turned on the couch, one arm stretched along the back of it. �Goes off at two A.M. in case they decide they need a last-minute payout for something who the fuck knows, but big. And you have ninety seconds to open and close it or it triggers two silent alarms, neither of which goes off in a police station or a security company. Fancy that.� Eric took a hit off his cigarette. �I�m not greedy, Bob. I just need stake money for something. I don�t want everything in the safe, just ten grand. You give me ten grand, I�ll disappear.�
�This is ludicrous.�
�So, it�s ludicrous.�
�You don�t just walk into someone�s life and��
�That is life: someone like me coming along when you�re not looking.�
Bob put Cassius on the floor but made sure he didn�t wander over to the other side of the table. He needn�t have worried � Cassius didn�t move an inch, sat there like a cement post, eyes on Bob.
Eric Deeds said, �You�re racing through all your options, but they�re options for normal people in normal circumstances. I need my ten grand tonight. If you don�t get it for me, I�ll take your dog. I licensed him. You didn�t, because you couldn�t. Then I�ll forget to feed him for a while. One day, when he gets all yappy about it, I�ll beat his head in with a rock or something. Look in my eyes and tell me which part I�m lying about, Bob.�

After he left, Bob went to his basement. He avoided it whenever he could, though the floor was white, as white as he�d been able to make it, whiter than it had ever been through most of its existence. He unlocked a cupboard over the old wash sink his father had often used after one of his adventures in paneling, and removed a yellow and brown Chock full o�Nuts can from the shelf. He pulled fifteen thousand from it. He put ten in his pocket and five back in the can. He looked around again at the white floor, at the black oil tank against the wall, at the bare bulbs.
Upstairs he gave Cassius a bunch of treats. He rubbed his ears and his belly. He assured the animal that he was worth ten thousand dollars.

Bob, three deep at the bar for a solid hour between eleven and midnight, looked through a sudden gap in the crowd and saw Eric sitting at the wobbly table under the Narragansett mirror. The Super Bowl was an hour over, but the crowd, drunk as shit, hung around. Eric had one arm stretched across the table and Bob followed it, saw that it connected to something. An arm. Nadia�s arm. Nadia�s face stared back at Eric, unreadable. Was she terrified? Or something else?
Bob, filling a glass with ice, felt like he was shoveling the cubes into his own chest, pouring them into his stomach and against the base of his spine. What did he know about Nadia, after all? He knew that he�d found a near-dead dog in the trash outside her house. He knew that Eric Deeds only came into his life after Bob had met her. He knew that her middle name, thus far, could be Lies of Omission.
When he was twenty-eight, Bob had come into his mother�s bedroom to wake her for Sunday Mass. He�d given her a shake and she hadn�t batted at his hand as she normally did. So he rolled her toward him and her face was scrunched tight, her eyes too, and her skin was curbstone-gray. Sometime in the night, after Matlock and the ten o�clock news, she�d gone to bed and woke to God�s fist clenched around her heart. Probably hadn�t been enough air left in her lungs to cry out. Alone in the dark, clutching the sheets, that fist clenching, her face clenching, her eyes scrunching, the terrible knowledge dawning that, even for you, it all ends. And right now.
Standing over her that morning, imagining the last tick of her heart, the last lonely wish her brain had been able to form, Bob felt a loss unlike any he�d ever known or expected to know again.
Until tonight. Until now. Until he learned what that look on Nadia�s face meant.

By 1:50, the crowd was gone, just Eric and Nadia and an old, stringent, functioning alcoholic named Millie who�d amble off to the assisted living place up on Pearl Street at 1:55 on the dot.
Eric, who had been coming to the bar for shots of Powers for the last hour, pushed back from the table and pulled Nadia across the floor with him. He sat her on a stool and Bob got a good look in her face finally, saw something he still couldn�t fully identify � but it definitely wasn�t excitement or smugness or the bitter smile of a victor. Maybe something worse than all of that � despair.
Eric gave him an all-teeth smile and spoke through it, softly. �When�s the old biddie pack it in?�
�A couple minutes.�
�Where�s Marv?�
�I didn�t call him in.�
�Why not?�
�Someone�s gonna take the blame for this, I figured it might as well be me.�
�How noble of��
�How do you know her?�
Eric looked over at Nadia hunched on the stool beside him. He leaned into the bar. �We grew up on the same block.�
�He give you that scar?�
Nadia stared at him.
�Did he?�
�She gave herself the scar,� Eric Deeds said.
�You did?� Bob asked her.
Nadia looked at the bar top. �I was pretty high.�
�Bob,� Eric said, �if you fuck with me � even in the slightest � it doesn�t matter how long it takes me, I�ll come back for her. And if you got any plans, like Eric-doesn�t-walk-back-out-of-here plans? Not that you�re that type of guy, but Marv might be? You got any ideas in that vein, Bob, my partner on the Richie Whalen hit, he�ll take care of you both.�
Eric sat back as mean old Millie left the same tip she�d been leaving since Sputnik � a quarter � and slid off her stool. She gave Bob a rasp that was ten percent vocal chords and ninety percent Virginia Slims Ultra Light 100s. �Yeah, I�m off.�
�You take care, Millie.�
She waved it away with a �Yeah, yeah, yeah,� and pushed open the door.
Bob locked it behind her and came back behind the bar. He wiped down the bar top. When he reached Eric�s elbows, he said, �Excuse me.�
�Go around.�
Bob wiped the rag in a half-circle around Eric�s elbows.
�Who�s your partner?� Bob said.
�Wouldn�t be much of a threat if you knew who he was, would he, Bob?�
�But he helped you kill Richie Whalen?�
Eric said, �That�s the rumor, Bob.�
�More than a rumor.� Bob wiped in front of Nadia, saw red marks on her wrists where Eric had yanked them. He wondered if there were other marks he couldn�t see.
�Well then it�s more than a rumor, Bob. So there you go.�
�There you go what?�
�There you go,� Eric scowled. �What time is it, Bob?�
Bob placed ten thousand dollars on the bar. �You don�t have to call me by my name all the time.�
�I will see what I can do about that, Bob.� Eric thumbed the bills. �What�s this?�
�It�s the ten grand you wanted for Cash.�
Eric pursed his lips. �All the same, let�s look in the safe.�
�You sure?� Bob said. �I�m happy to buy him from you for ten grand.�
�How much for Nadia, though?�
�Oh.�
�Yeah. Oh.�
Bob thought about that new wrinkle for a bit and poured himself a closing-time shot of vodka. He raised it to Eric Deeds and then drank it down. �You know, Marv used to have a problem with blow about ten years ago?�
�I did not know that, Bob.�
Bob shrugged, poured them all a shot of vodka. �Yeah, Marv liked the coke too much but it didn�t like him back.�
Eric drank Nadia�s shot. �Getting close to two here, Bob.�
�He was more of a loan shark then. I mean, he did some fence, but mostly he was a shark. There was this kid? Into Marv for a shitload of money. Real hopeless case when it came to the dogs and basketball. Kinda kid could never pay back all he owed.�
Eric drank his own shot. �One fifty-seven, Bob.�
�The thing, though? This kid, he actually hit on a slot at Mohegan. Hit for twenty-two grand. Which is just a little more than he owed Marv.�
�And he didn�t pay Marv back, so you and Marv got all hard on him and I�m supposed to learn��
�No, no. He paid Marv. Paid him every cent. What the kid didn�t know, though, was that Marv had been skimming. Because of the coke habit? And this kid�s money was like manna from heaven as long as no one knew it was from this kid. See what I�m saying?�
�Bob, it�s fucking one minute to two.� Sweat on Eric�s lip.
�Do you see what I�m saying?� Bob asked. �Do you understand the story?�
Eric looked to the door to make sure it was locked. �Fine, yeah. This kid, he had to be ripped off.�
�He had to be killed.�
Out of the side of his eye, a quick glance. �Okay, killed.�
Bob could feel Nadia�s eyes lock on him suddenly, her head cock a bit. �That way, he couldn�t ever say he paid off Marv and no one else could either. Marv uses the money to cover all the holes, he cleans up his act, it�s like it never happened. So that�s what we did.�
�You did...� Eric barely in the conversation, but some warning in his head starting to sound, his head turning from the clock toward Bob.
�Killed him in my basement,� Bob said. �Know what his name was?�
�I wouldn�t know, Bob.�
�Sure you would. Richie Whelan.�
Bob reached under the bar and pulled out the 9mm. He didn�t notice the safety was on, so when he pulled the trigger nothing happened. Eric jerked his head and pushed back from the bar rail, but Bob thumbed off the safety and shot Eric just below the throat. The gunshot sounded like aluminum siding being torn off a house. Nadia screamed. Not a long scream, but sharp with shock. Eric made a racket falling back off his stool, and by the time Bob came around the bar, Eric was already going, if not quite gone. The overhead fan cast thin slices of shadow over his face. His cheeks puffed in and out like he was trying to catch his breath and kiss somebody at the same time.
�I�m sorry, but you kids,� Bob said. �You know? You go out of the house dressed like you�re still in your living room. You say terrible things about women. You hurt harmless dogs. I�m tired of you, man.�
Eric stared up at him. Winced like he had heartburn. He looked pissed off. Frustrated. The expression froze on his face like it was sewn there, and then he wasn�t in his body anymore. Just gone. Just, shit, dead.
Bob dragged him into the cooler.
When he came back, pushing the mop and bucket ahead of him, Nadia still sat on her stool. Her mouth was a bit wider than usual and she couldn�t take her eyes off the floor where the blood was, but otherwise she seemed perfectly normal.
�He would have just kept coming,� Bob said. �Once someone takes something from you and you let them? They don�t feel gratitude, they just feel like you owe them more.� He soaked the mop in the bucket, wrung it out a bit, and slopped it over the main blood spot. �Makes no sense, right? But that�s how they feel. Entitled. And you can never change their minds after that.�
She said, �He... You just fucking shot him. You just... I mean, you know?�
Bob swirled the mop over the spot. �He beat my dog.�

The Chechens took care of the body after a discussion with the Italians and the Micks. Bob was told his money was no good at several restaurants for the next couple of months, and they gave him four tickets to a Celtics game. Not floor seats, but pretty good ones.
Bob never mentioned Nadia. Just said Eric showed up at the end of the evening, waved a gun around, said to take him to the office safe. Bob let him do his ranting, do his waving, found an opportunity, and shot him. And that was it. End of Eric, end of story.
Nadia came to him a few days later. Bob opened the door and she stood there on his stoop with a bright winter day turning everything sharp and clear behind her. She held up a bag of dog treats.
�Peanut butter,� she said, her smile bright, her eyes just a little wet. �With a hint of molasses.�
Bob opened the door wide and stepped back to let her in.

�I�ve gotta believe,� Nadia said, �there�s a purpose. And even if it�s that you kill me as soon as I close my eyes��
�Me? What? No,� Bob said. �Oh, no.�
��then that�s okay. Because I just can�t go through any more of this alone. Not another day.�
�Me too.� He closed his eyes. �Me too.�
They didn�t speak for a long time. He opened his eyes, peered at the ceiling of his bedroom. �Why?�
�Hmm?�
�This. You. Why are you with me?�
She ran a hand over his chest and it gave him a shiver. In his whole life, he never would have expected to feel a touch like that on his bare skin.
�Because I like you. Because you�re nice to Cassius.�
�And because you�re scared of me?�
�I dunno. Maybe. But more the other reason.�
He couldn�t tell if she was lying. Who could tell when anyone was? Really. Every day, you ran into people and half of them, if not more, could be lying to you. Why?
Why not?
You couldn�t tell who was true and who was not. If you could, lie detectors would never have been invented. Someone stared in your face and said, I�m telling the truth. They said, I promise. They said, I love you.
And you were going to say what to that? Prove it?
�He needs a walk.�
�Huh?�
�Cassius. He hasn�t been out all day.�
�I�ll get the leash.�

In the park, the February sky hung above them like a canvas tarp. The weather had been almost mild for a few days. The ice had broken on the river but small chunks of it clung to the dark banks.
He didn�t know what he believed. Cassius walked ahead of them, pulling on the leash a bit, so proud, so pleased, unrecognizable from the quivering hunk of fur Bob had pulled from a barrel just two and a half months ago.
Two and a half months! Wow. Things sure could change in a hurry. You rolled over one morning, and it was a whole new world. It turned itself toward the sun, stretched and yawned. It turned itself toward the night. A few more hours, turned itself toward the sun again. A new world, every day.
When they reached the center of the park, he unhooked the leash from Cassius�s collar and reached into his coat for a tennis ball. Cassius reared his head. He snorted loud. He pawed the earth. Bob threw the ball and the dog took off after it. Bob envisioned the ball taking a bad bounce into the road. The screech of tires, the thump of metal against dog. Or what would happen if Cassius, suddenly free, just kept running.
But what could you do?
You couldn�t control things.
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MADMAN�S HOLIDAY
Fredric Brown

I felt swell. Somebody said, �He�s coming around,� and I wondered vaguely who was coming around what, but it didn�t matter. It was perfect, just to be lying here asleep, or almost asleep. Let people talk all they darn pleased, just so I could sleep. For weeks now, since I�d started those TNA reaction tests, I�d been going on three or four hours� sleep a night.
And now it was all over with, and I was on the way to turn in my report, and although I was sorry the report was negative � well, that was that, and I was going to take a few days off before I bit off another round with old man HE.
There was a gruff voice. It said, �Look, doc, this is important. He had papers on him that � Well, never mind. Can�t you bring him out of it?�
�It�s a very mild concussion. But it�s better if he��
I wished they�d shut up. It�s hard enough to sleep on a train, without your neighbors jabbering all night. With light hitting your eyelids and sitting in an uncomfortable�
Hell, I wasn�t sitting up. I was lying down flat, and there wasn�t any click of train wheels or any train motion.
And then I remembered � the wreck! The awfulness of that last moment of consciousness I�d known until now: that sound of tearing steel, and the screams. The sudden darkness and the terribly nauseated feeling, like going down in a fast elevator, but a million times worse, when the front end of the car stops and the back end can�t stop, but goes up and over�
My eyes jerked open, but the glare of white light forced them shut. I opened them again, more cautiously, and the light was tolerable. I seemed to be in a private room in a hospital. Near the bed stood a man in white and a man in gray tweeds with a dead cigar in his mouth. A nurse was just leaving and left the door ajar behind her.
The man in white said, �You�re all right, Mr. Remmers. Just a mild concussion.� It seemed almost impossible to believe him; it was incredible that I�d been through that wreck without broken bones. The Washington Flyer had been doing at least eighty.
The man in gray tweeds growled something under his breath that I didn�t quite catch, but the doctor nodded again. He stepped closer with the business end of a stethoscope in his hand. He said, �Lie down, please,� and listened to me tick for a minute and peered closely at the pupils of my eyes.
He said, �Normal,� to nobody in particular. Then to me, �This gentleman is from the FBI. Wants to talk to you. Talk all you want, but stay in bed.�
He left, closing the door behind him, and the man in tweeds looked at me for a full minute without speaking at all. His face was as expressionless as a cue ball. He took the dead cigar out of his mouth, walked over and threw it out the window, and then came back.
Then he asked, �What happened to the papers?�
They hadn�t found them, then.
�They were in my briefcase,� I told him. �The case was on the seat with me, wedged in between me and the arm of the seat, next to the window. I had my hand on the handle of the briefcase when we hit.�
He grunted noncommittally.
�Don�t worry about them,� I said. �It was all negative. There wasn�t a fact or formula in that briefcase that couldn�t have been mailed in duplicate to Berlin and Tokyo. What I had in mind to do with the TNA was a flat washout. But Major Lorne wanted me to bring in a report, so I was on my way.�
�Just what were you trying to do with it?�
I studied his face a minute while I was trying to make up my mind about answering, and he must have figured what I was thinking. He took a wallet from his pocket, and an identification card from the wallet and handed it to me.
I�d seen them before, and it was the McCoy. It had his photo and his prints, and his name was Frank Garland.
I handed back the card. �What do you know about HE?�
�Not much except that it stands for high explosive. TNT.�
�TNT,� I told him, �is just one form of high explosive. There are others that pack more wallop, but they aren�t stable. Cast, it can be stored indefinitely. You can drop it, kick it around, and hammer nails with it. You got to use a fulminate of mercury fuse to make it say �uncle.� �
�In a loud voice,� said Garland.
�In a loud voice,� I agreed. �But not as loud as TNA. That�s tetranitroaniline, and it�s got better than forty percent more kick than TNT. It�s about the most powerful of the solid explosives. But it�s got temperament. Goes off, maybe, when you don�t want it to.�
�And you were trying to stabilize it?�
�Exactly. But we didn�t, so don�t worry about the papers. If they were lost, I�ve got other copies and they�re of no military value. But those were only the first tests � the first series, I mean. After I rest up, I�m going to try � well, some other angles.�
And not even to an FBI man was I going to talk about what those other angles might be.
Apparently, he wasn�t interested. He said, �You talked to Major Lorne, long distance, at four o�clock this afternoon. I imagine that neither of you talked very freely over the phone. But he suggested that you go to Washington to see him. Right?�
�Right,� I said, wondering where this line of questioning was going to lead.
�Starting then, at four o�clock, please tell me your movements. Everything you did.�
�Went right home and��
�You took the test reports with you?�
�No. I gathered them up and put them in the briefcase and put the briefcase in the safe. Then I went down��
�Lock the safe?�
I shook my head. �I told Peter Carr � he�s my assistant � to lock it when he left. Then I went home, had a bath and a shave and supper and left in time to catch the Washington Flyer, going to the station by way of the lab and picking up the briefcase. Carr had left by then, and I let myself in with my own key. Bought a round-trip ticket at the station and��
�What�d you do with the other half?�
�Huh?� It was such a screwy question that I stared at him blankly until he repeated it.
�Why, in my wallet. Why?�
�Skip it. And then? After you bought the ticket, I mean.�
�Got on the train and�� I broke off, staring at him. �Say, what is this? Am I suspected of having stolen those papers from myself, or of engineering the train wreck, or what?�
He shook his head slowly. I couldn�t tell from his face whether he meant a negative answer, or merely that he wasn�t going to tell me.
He said, �Maybe you shouldn�t talk too much, at first. I�m going to give you a rest. And � listen, you still say there was nothing important in that briefcase?�
�Sure. I told Major Lorne over the phone that results were ixnay. If they hadn�t been, I�d have told him to send around a battalion of you boy scouts to escort me there with it. Stabilizing TNA, if it can be done, is big stuff. I wouldn�t risk carrying something like that, without protection. I�m not crazy.�
He said, �No?� and I didn�t like the way he said it. But he turned and headed for the door. As he went out, I caught a glimpse of blue uniforms in the corridor outside.
After a moment, the door opened again. It was the nurse who�d been in the room when I�d first awakened. She handed me a newspaper and said, �Mr. Garland thought you might like to see the morning paper.�
She left, and I unfolded the paper. It was a Philadelphia Post-Gazette, the late city edition. The war news was good. I read it slowly.
And then, quite suddenly, it struck me that there was something wrong with that front page. It failed to mention the train wreck.
A local story, sure, but a big one. That train had been only an hour out of Philadelphia. And it must have been a bad wreck�
No, the date was right. And this edition wouldn�t have gone to press before four in the morning and it was broad daylight now. With a cold chill growing along my spine, I tried page two, and then leafed through the paper from stem to stern. No train wreck story.
I threw back the covers and got out of bed. My legs felt rubbery, but I got to the door and opened it a crack. There were two policemen, and they both turned around as I opened the door.
One of them nodded when I asked if he�d send Garland in to talk to me again. I got back into bed.
Garland came in. This time he pulled up a chair and sat down.
He said, �I thought you�d want to see me when you�d read that paper. Now what�s this gag about a train wreck?�
I spoke slowly and carefully. �I boarded the Washington Flyer yesterday evening. To the best of my knowledge, an hour out of town, it was wrecked. Wasn�t it? I mean, didn�t anything happen to it?�
�Not a thing. Nobody even pulled the bell cord. It went through on schedule.�
�If you�d told me that without showing me this paper � Say, how did I get here, and when? And, for that matter, damn it, where am I?�
�You�re in St. Vincent�s Hospital, in Philadelphia. You were found by a squad car at two o�clock this morning, and brought here. They found you lying in Burgoyne Street, with your head against a lamp-post. You�d been drinking, and you were out cold.�
�They brought me here?�
�They took you to police emergency as a drunk. Then, going through your pockets, they found out who you were, and found some correspondence with Major Lorne. They got in touch with him, and he got in touch with us and told us to find out what happened.�
�I hadn�t been robbed?�
�There was a hundred and twenty dollars in your wallet. But no train ticket, incidentally. And you had a suitcase with you. Not a briefcase.�
I closed my eyes and found that the headache and the thumping in my skull was coming back. �What kind of suitcase?� I asked.
�Black Gladstone. Pebbled leather. Had clothes in it that seemed to be yours.�
I said, �I kept a bag like that, already packed, at the laboratory, in case I had to make a rush trip. But I didn�t take it last night, because I was coming back the next day and figured I wouldn�t need it. And the briefcase � It was gone?�
�You didn�t have it with you, if that�s what you mean. But it�s still on your desk at the laboratory. With papers in it � and your assistant, Carr, says they�re the ones you were going to take to Washington.�
�Then I didn�t � I mean, you think I didn�t take the briefcase at all, but��
�We haven�t traced yet what you did between the time you left your house � that was at half-past six � and the time you were found in Burgoyne Street at two in the morning. You must have gone to the laboratory, but taken the Gladstone instead of the briefcase. After that, we don�t know. How much money did you have when you left home?�
�A hundred and thirty-five, and some change.�
�And there was one-twenty in your wallet. You spent fifteen dollars, somehow. We�re going to find out what you did, if we have to take this town apart. And Major Lorne�s coming down tomorrow.�
He looked at me speculatively, coldly. �That�s all you�ve got to say?�
I nodded, and he turned to go.

It got lighter outside, but inside my head it didn�t. My ideas, if you could call them that, went around and around and came out nowhere. If I were sane, then somebody was crazy. Because if I�d been the victim of a frame-up engineered by someone or something other than my own disordered imagination, nothing had been accomplished.
The briefcase hadn�t even been stolen. It would have been of no value, other than as a good ten-dollar briefcase, if it had.
But, damn it, there had been a wreck. I�d been there. I�d heard the screams and the ripping sound of metal, and I�d felt the train seat rise up under me and�
Breakfast came, but I wasn�t hungry. I drank all the coffee there was, but didn�t touch the rest of it.
Major Lorne came in at about nine o�clock. He sat down in the chair beside the bed and looked very austere and military. He asked first what hours I�d been working.
I told him, and he shook his head. �Too much, Remmers. A breakdown was bound to happen.�
�You think, then, that I went haywire � that I�m crazy?�
�I wouldn�t put it that way, at all. I think you worked too hard and had a mental breakdown. I talked to Garland before I came up here, and it doesn�t make sense any other way. Does it?�
�Unless somebody thought I�d accomplished something with TNA, major. They might have�� I broke off, because it didn�t make sense that they�d have done it that way. They�d have killed me and taken the papers, and there was no reason for all the razzle-dazzle. And how would it have been done, anyway? Hypnotism? I didn�t believe that any hypnotist could have impressed on my mind the recollections of something that didn�t happen.
Lorne asked, �Did you give anyone cause to think that you might have discovered something important?�
I shook my head slowly. �I haven�t talked about what Carr and I have been doing to many people. And to none of them have I intimated that I had even an important lead. Matter of fact, I haven�t had.�
�You did all right on classifying that ammonium picric.�
�That�s a dead duck. I gave you what you wanted on that a month ago, and haven�t worked on it since. And last week I gave out the story to Andrews, as you told me to. Read his write-up on it?�
Lorne nodded. �Good job. He�s here now, by the way, to see you. I told him no publicity on this... er... misadventure. You�ve got another guest, too. Peter Carr.� He cleared his throat. �Remmers, you�ve got to take a rest cure. There�s a sanitarium near town run by Doc Wheeler. Ever heard of him?�
�No, but I�m not going to any��
�You�ll be in good company. Several important officials are staying there right now. Worked too hard, like you. Doc Wheeler is sort of semiofficial psychiatrist to the��
�Nuts,� I said. �I�m not crazy and I�m not going to a private loony bin. I�ll rest up a few days at home, but the work�s got to go on.�
Lorne stood up. He said, �Sorry, but you�re wrong. We can�t force you to go to Wheeler�s place, but you can choose between that and staying here. And Wheeler�s will help you the most, of the two.�
�But I don�t need a sanitarium, damn it.� But even as I said it, I wondered if I were wrong, and just being stubborn. So I said, �Well, all right, but just for a few days. What about work at the lab? Want Peter Carr to carry on?�
�I�ve talked it over with him,� said Lorne. �He wants to talk to you about it. Seems there are some loose odds and ends he can clean up. Take him about three days, and then he�ll rest up, too.�
When Lorne left, the doctor came in again. He checked me with the stethoscope as before, and asked how my head felt.
�There are two people still waiting to see you,� he said. �But you may see them for only a few minutes each. After that, you�d better rest up for your trip.�
Carr came in first. Good old Peter. But likeable as Carr always was, there was a quiet dignity about him that forbade intimacy. He�d worked for me for three years, and yet I knew little about him other than that he was an efficient laboratory technician. I�d had him investigated, of course, when I first hired him, and the report on him was probably filed away somewhere, but it was amazing how few of the details of his life I remembered from the report, or had learned since. It was as though he hid from life behind a pair of thick shell-rimmed glasses.
He smiled at me a bit uncertainly now and ran spatulate fingers through his thick shock of blond hair. He said, �I can�t tell you, Mr. Remmers, how sorry I am that you�� He paused as though embarrassed, not knowing how to continue the sentence.
�I�ll be all right, Peter,� I told him. �Couple weeks and I�ll be back. There isn�t much for you to do meanwhile, and I want you to rest up, too. Finish the check on that 14-series and get the decks cleared for action on something new.�
�Yes, Mr. Remmers. That�s only about two days� work. Even if I rest, I�ll have time for more. Remember I told you I wanted to try ammonium nitrate and powdered aluminum in the tetranitroaniline 13-series? Mind if I go ahead and try that while I�m free?�
�How long will it take you?�
�Not over three days for rough tests. If anything likely develops and I go into detail on it, it�ll take longer.�
�Hm-m-m,� I said. �That�s what I�m afraid of. You might get interested and keep on working night and day, as we have been. Look, this is an order. You�re to take at least a week off out of the next two weeks. And to work only normal hours the rest of the time. Within that limitation, try anything you want. O. K.?�
�Fine, Mr. Remmers. Is there... uh... anything I can do? For you, I mean?�
�Not a thing, Peter. Thanks.�
He went out quickly, as though glad to escape.

Armin Andrews came in breezily. He pulled up the chair with its back toward the bed, and sat down astraddle of it, leaning his chin on his arms.
�What happened, Hank?� he demanded.
�What do you mean, what happened? I countered. �Didn�t you ever hear of a guy working too hard and having a��
�Nuts,� he said. �This is off the record. I want a story, sure. But you know I wouldn�t turn it in without your O. K. And the War Department�s, too, for that matter. But don�t give me that breakdown routine. What really happened?�
I stared at him curiously, wondering whether I�d be able to make anything � except hallucinations � of my remembrance of what had happened. Armin Andrews was a brilliant reporter, all right. His name had been on one of the biggest stories of the years just past � the running down of the spy ring headed by Dr. Gerhard Wendell. He had been ahead of the FBI on several angles of the case according to what I�d heard from Major Lorne. He�d provided the lead that took them to Wendell himself, and he�d been in on the kill. He had a bullet hole in his thigh to show for it, too.
Andrews stood ace-high with Major Lorne. That was why, when a write-up of my lab, with pix, was picked for the army ordnance journal, he�d assigned Andrews to the job. He�d done an excellent piece of work on it, and we�d become well acquainted during the process.
�How�d you get in on this, Armin? Did the major tell you?�
He shook his head. �This is on my own. I was at the police station when they brought you into emergency, downstairs. The looie on duty down here knew I was talking to Cap Krasno. He decided from the papers and the money on you, you might be somebody, so he came up to ask me if I knew of a Henry Remmers. It was a lucky break.�
�Lucky for which of us?� I asked.
�For me. I smelled a story, and I still smell it. But it was a break for you, too, maybe. I told �em to phone Major Lorne right away. That�s how the FBI got on it so quick. He notified them.�
I shrugged. �Well, the FBI�s off it now, I guess. They put it in the pink-elephant file, and I go to a sanitarium to rest up.�
�Was it pink elephants?�
I considered a moment before I answered. Lorne and Garland had both known that Andrews was waiting to see me, and certainly they knew he�d want to know the details of my experience. Neither had even suggested that I refrain from talking about it, so there was no reason why I shouldn�t tell him.
So I did. I gave him the whole story, starting with my phone call to Washington. And in the telling of it, I learned something.
I learned that I was a long way from being convinced that what had happened was a figment of my imagination. Damn it, I remembered taking the briefcase from the laboratory. I remembered buying a ticket. I even remembered buying cigarettes while I was waiting for the train.
I remembered riding on that train.
The wreck! It was one of the most vivid memories of my life.
After I�d finished, I lay back, worn out merely from telling about it. I shuddered and closed my eyes. In half a minute, I opened them.
Andrews was staring at me, his eyes narrowed in deep thought.
He said, �Damned if I know, Hank. Sounds impossible, but � Mind answering a few questions? Feel well enough, I mean?�
�Shoot,� I said.
�When did the train leave?�
�Seven-forty, or a minute or two after that.�
�Did you know there was a train leaving then? Before you went to the station, I mean? Does it prove anything, if there was?�
I thought it over, and shook my head. �No, I knew beforehand that was when the Washington Flyer left.�
�No reservation?�
�No. I went by coach. Ticket was eight eighty, round-trip.�
�Know that before you bought your ticket?�
�I... I might have remembered it. I�ve made the trip before.�
�Remember the number of your car, or anything about it?�
�Just that it was a coach and the seats were blue plush.� I saw clearly what Armin was driving at now, and tried to cooperate. I said, �Let me think,� and tried to remember details that could be checked on. But after a minute I shook my head.
�The conductor?�
�He was short and heavy-set. Maybe about fifty, with thin gray hair. I think I�d know him if I saw him again. In his uniform, anyway.�
�Would he remember you, do you think?�
�N-no. Hardly looked at me. I noticed him while he was trying to get a ticket from a drunk in the seat ahead.�
Andrews snapped his fingers. He said, �Now we�re getting somewhere, maybe. What was his argument with the drunk?�
�No argument, really. The drunk was asleep and the conductor shook him, but couldn�t wake him. The guy mumbled, but stayed asleep. He had two friends with him; they were possibly sober. One of them shook him several times and he finally woke up enough to hand over his ticket.�
Andrews looked disappointed. �What did they look like?�
�I didn�t see the drunk, except for a glimpse of his profile when he woke up for a minute. He was youngish and dark and � yes, he wore shell-rimmed dark glasses and a black felt hat. The men with him � guess I�d recognize them if I saw them again � they were both about forty, fairly well-dressed. One of them was short and chunky, but you can�t judge a man�s height when he�s sitting � Wait, he was stocky; I remember now he got up and went to the back of the car where the lavatory was.�
�Remember any other incident that might be checked on?�
�Hm-m-m. I�m afraid not. There were only about a dozen passengers in the car, and it was third or fourth car from the end of the train.�
Andrews nodded slowly. �Not much, but � hell, if you check on all those points, it would be past coincidence to think you imagined being on the train. I mean, if there were a coach with blue plush seats third or fourth from last, with only a dozen passengers, with the conductor you described, and a drunk who wouldn�t wake up��
�But all you�ll do,� I pointed out, �is shove ahead the borderline between what happened and what didn�t. I remember all that, but, damn it, I remember the train being wrecked. And it wasn�t. I must have��
The door opened, and the nurse came in with a thermometer. She said to Andrews, �Sorry, sir, but��
�I�ll see you tomorrow, Hank,� Armin said. �At the sanitarium.�

An intern from St. Vincent�s sat on one side of me, and Frank Garland on the other, in the back seat. The driver was a policeman in uniform. I wondered about that. I didn�t like it.
None of us talked much until we were almost out of town. Then Garland cleared his throat.
He said, �Aren�t those experiments with HE dangerous, Mr. Remmers?�
�Yes and no,� I told him. �We make them up in very small quantities, using every precaution possible in handling them. Of course, if something should go off while we were mixing it, it would be dangerous for the person handling it. But it wouldn�t wreck the lab, or anything like that.�
�Just how severe would be the explosion of the average quantity you work with?�
�About as... as severe as the explosion of a rifle cartridge. And about as loud, and as dangerous. Which means it could kill you or not harm you in the least, depending on the direction of the force of the explosion, what it was in at the time and � oh, a lot of details.�
�Like dropping a cartridge into a fire and standing around until the heat explodes it, huh? I mean, the shell will kick off one way and the bullet the other, and one of them might hit you, or might not.�
�Something like that, except the charge isn�t confined until we put it in the testing chamber. From then on, there�s no danger because we work from behind a shield in the testing.�
�Can�t you work from behind a shield in mixing it?�
I shook my head. �Too much trouble, and too little chance of an explosion, anyway. When I say an explosive is unstable, I mean relatively unstable. After all, we know what we�re doing and we don�t just toss things together blindly. We start with a basic known formula and then work gradual variations in it, and in general we test each one for possibilities before we try the next. Say we�re working with trinitrocresol, for instance. We add a minute percentage of sodium nitrate, and when we test it we find it�s a fraction less stable than the original. So we don�t add more sodium nitrate and try again. We know that won�t get us anywhere. We try other variations and don�t increase the dosage, as it were, unless it shows promise.�
Garland took a pack of cigarettes from his pocket and handed me one. He said, �I�d like to see your lab some time. Personally, I mean. When you�re back at work in it.�
�Any time,� I told him. �The lab itself is no military secret; it�s been written up in the ordnance journal, and other places. I�ll show you around everything except the records. Not that it would matter if you saw them, too.�
�Why not?�
I grinned wryly. �They�re strictly in the no-dice class. We�ve got a big backlog of negative information thus far. I know four thousand-odd ways of varying the formula for TNA which do not help stabilize it. We did do a few minor things with propellants for special types of guns, but the records on them have been turned over. We don�t keep copies. It�d make me jittery to have anything valuable around.�
�Because it might be stolen?�
�There�s always that possibility. Of course, we take plenty of precautions just the same, but��
�Why, if there�s nothing valuable there?�
I laughed. �Somebody interested might not know that. And I have equipment there that set me back over fifty thousand. Precision stuff � it�s got to be precision to get accurate checks on such small quantities. You don�t measure out picrates in a beaker, not for the kind of work we do.�
�How does your head feel?�
�Tender, that�s all. The ache�s gone. But I�d just as soon not hit any bad bumps.�
�We�re almost there. Another mile.�
The last mile, I thought, and tried to laugh at myself for feeling uneasy at the comparison. A two-weeks� rest, that�s all this trip was taking me to. And maybe I could cut down the time if I got plenty of sleep and kept my mind off�
�How do you test the stuff?� Garland asked.
�Any number of ways,� I said. �Deterioration � we can speed that up artificially in a Mersing chamber; rate of detonation � we can check that up to twenty thousand meters a second. Heat reaction test, which is nothing more than a heating chamber. But the main thing, for our purpose, is the stability test. We use a fulminate of mercury fuse for that.�
�And vary the quantity of... er... fulminate of mercury to see how big a charge is needed to set off whatever you�re trying out?�
�It�s easier than that. We use a standard fuse and vary the distance between the fuse and the charge we�re testing. If we find that the fuse, at X distance, does not detonate the charge, but at Y distance does detonate it, then we know it�s satisfactory for stability, and we go ahead with the other tests.�
�If you keep trying that all day, the lab must be a pretty noisy place, isn�t it?�
�No noisier than a shooting gallery. And you can�t hear the explosions outside the building, unless you�re listening for them, and there�s no traffic going by.�
�The neighbors ever � Skip it; here we are.�
The sedan was turning into a driveway, and it came to a stop before a big iron gate in a high brick wall. A watchman looked out through the gate, but didn�t open it until Garland got out of the car and showed him a paper.
Then, while Garland got back into the car, the watchman went back into a sentry booth beside the gate and stayed inside for a minute or two. Then he came out and swung open the gate.
As we drove through, I asked Garland why the man had gone back in the booth before letting us in.
�He phoned the building and had them throw the switch to open the gate.�
�Why don�t they just give him a key?� I wanted to know.
Garland shrugged. �Playing safe, that�s all. If somebody wanted to escape, they might overcome him and take away the key. It�d be tougher, wouldn�t it, if they had to phone the main building and give a password?�
I whistled softly. �You mean they have dangerous... er... patients here? I thought Major Lorne told me��
But the car was stopping now in front of a brightly lighted doorway. Garland got out hastily, as though trying to avoid my question. He said, �Come on.�
I hesitated, on the verge of protesting and saying that I�d changed my mind about agreeing to Lorne�s suggestion for a place to rest up. But � Oh, hell, I might as well go through with it now. If Dr. Wheeler was half the psychiatrist Major Lorne said he was, it wouldn�t take him long to decide I was perfectly sane.
Besides, I was coming here voluntarily. I wasn�t being committed.
Or was I? What was that paper Garland had shown the guard at the gate?
But I was outside the car now, and almost to the door. Garland was on one side of me and the intern on the other, the policeman who�d driven the car bringing up the rear. Resistance, either physical or verbal, would prejudice my case. I had an uneasy hunch I�d be taken in there just the same, and with a black mark on my dossier that might take longer than two weeks to eradicate. Considerably longer.
I went in.
An attendant in a white uniform led us to an office. The policeman and the intern waited in the hallway, and Garland took me in to meet Dr. Wheeler.
Wheeler stood up behind his desk as we went in. He was a small man, bald as an egg, and he wore thick-lensed pince-nez glasses on a wide black ribbon. The lenses made his eyes look enormous.
They turned on me, and studied me, and I felt transparent.
�Mr. Henry Remmers, doctor,� Garland said. �The man Major Lorne talked to you about. Here are the papers � the reports from St. Vincent�s and so on.� He tossed an envelope down on the desk.
I cleared my throat. It seemed suddenly important that I make my voice sound natural and say the natural thing. The words came out all right, but it sounded to me as though somebody else were talking.
I said, �Good evening, doctor. Major Lorne suggested this as the ideal place for a rest cure for a week or two. I�m coming here voluntarily, of course. I mean that I�m not... er�� I bogged down, realizing that it would have been better if I�d said nothing at all.
�Of course, of course,� Dr. Wheeler smiled and nodded. �We want you to feel that you are a guest here, Mr. Remmers. You�re tired, of course, after your trip?�
�Not particularly. I��
�But rest will be the best thing for you, right now. It will be much better if I... ah... talk with you in the morning, will it not? I�ll have you shown to your room.�
He pressed a button on his desk.
I realized the futility of protest, and I was a bit tired, after all. A good night�s sleep, and everything might look different in the sunlight of tomorrow.
Maybe it was all to the good that, feeling as I did right now, I didn�t have to undergo a lengthy examination and more cross-questioning.
I nodded, and said, �I guess you�re right, doctor. Er... goodbye, Mr.��
I turned, but Garland wasn�t there. I hadn�t heard him leave the office, but he was gone.
The door opened, and an attendant came in. Not the one who�d shown us to the office, but another � a husky man with a nose twisted a little to one side. He looked like a fugitive from the fight rings.
�This is Mr. Remmers, Wilbur,� Dr. Wheeler said. �You will take him to Room 212. It�s been prepared for him.�
He turned back to me. �Tomorrow, Mr. Remmers, we�ll show you around the place. The grounds here are beautiful at this time of year. But tonight, sleep well.�
Again his eyes seemed to look right through me. Possibly it was the effect of the thick lenses, or it may have been a trick of focusing. I wondered if Dr. Wheeler used mesmerism on his patients. With eyes like his, very little verbal suggestion would be needed.
Then he sat down abruptly and turned to papers on his desk, and I followed Wilbur out of the office.
I followed him up a flight of stairs and along a corridor. He opened the third door from the end, reached inside and flicked a light switch.
He said, �There�s a button in the door frame here. Push it if you need anything.�
I said, �Thanks,� and stepped inside, and the door closed behind me.
It was a small, but comfortable room. There was a window, open a few inches at the top, and I was glad to see that there were no bars across it. There was a desk and a chair, and a shelf with a few books on it.
There was a single bed with a pair of pajamas lying across it. The pajamas looked familiar. I picked them up to make sure, and they were mine all right.
Then I saw that my black Gladstone bag had been pushed back under the bed, and I remembered that these pajamas had been the ones I kept in the bag. Probably Major Lorne had brought the bag out during the afternoon when he�d talked to Wheeler about me. I was certain that it hadn�t been in the car in which I�d been brought here.
I pulled it out and opened it, to refresh my memory on what its contents had been. There were shirts, socks and underwear enough to last me for several days. And there was a toothbrush and comb. But my razor was gone.
Someone in a nearby room started singing in a high, cracked voice. No tune, just a continuous high monotone. I couldn�t make out the words.
Well, I thought to myself, you�re here to relax. Damn it, relax.
I bent over to scan the titles of the books on the shelf. There were half a dozen of them. I read the titles: �Mrs. Wiggs of the Cabbage Patch,� �Pride and Prejudice,� �Ivanhoe,� �Little Shepherd of Kingdom Come,� �Heidi,� and �Ben Hur.�
All the latest best sellers! Leisurely literature for lulling lunatics. Well, there�d be an evening paper somewhere around the joint. I�d stick my head out into the hall and ask the attendant on duty to bring me one.
I turned and reached for the door-knob.
There wasn�t any. The door didn�t open, from my side.
I stood for quite a while looking at that door, and especially at the place where the knob should have been and wasn�t.
I got myself calmed down before I pressed the button for the attendant. No use raising hell with him. I�d have to put up with being locked in until I had a chance to talk to Dr. Wheeler.
On principle, I didn�t like it. But it wouldn�t hurt me, for one night.
The door opened, and it was Wilbur. He said, �Yeah?�
�Is there a copy of the evening paper around?� I asked him. �Any evening paper.�
�Sorry, mister. Against the rules.�
�Huh? Why?�
He shrugged. �Patients aren�t supposed to worry about what goes on outside.�
�But, look,� I said, �I�m not� Oh, skip it.�
He closed the door.
I sat down on the bed and glowered at nothing in particular. Darn Major Lorne for getting me into a place like this. Next time I saw him, I�d tell him he was badly mistaken about the character of Dr. Wheeler�s private little rest haven.
No newspapers! In times like these, the surest way to work up a good worry is not to know what�s going on. What�s happening tonight in Tunisia? If I knew, I could forget it.
After a while, I got up and went to the window. It was so dark out that I couldn�t see anything in the glass but my own reflection. I tried to raise the sash and it wouldn�t lift. The top part went down six inches and that was all. No more.
No, there weren�t any bars, but the panes were set in metal frames and I had a pretty good idea that the glass was bulletproof, once I got the significance of the frames and the fact that the window wouldn�t open wide enough for anyone to escape.
Well, there wasn�t anything I could do about it tonight.
I took another look at that shelf of books, and picked out �Ivanhoe.� It wasn�t bad, after the first couple of chapters. By the time events got to Sherwood, I was deeply interested.
Then, suddenly, and without warning, the lights went out.
I put the book down in annoyance and groped for the doorway. By the time I got there, I could see well enough to find the button and push it. There was, once my eyes were used to the comparative darkness, a faint blue illumination in the room.
It came from a dim bulb set in the ceiling, behind blue glass.
Wilbur opened the door and said, �Yeah?�
�The light went off,� I said. �Was it an accident or��
�All room lights go off at ten sharp.� He slammed the door, and since there was nothing else to do, I undressed and went to bed.

I couldn�t sleep. And I didn�t want to think, but there was nothing I could do about it. I didn�t want to think until things had simmered down, and I�d had my talk with Dr. Wheeler and�
Then I began to hear the voice. It was a strangely hoarse, whispering voice, and it didn�t come from any ascertainable direction. It filled the room, as the blue radiance filled it, dimly.
�You�re new here?� it demanded. �You�re new here? You�re new here?�
I sat up in bed and looked around. Was I really going crazy?
�The register,� said the voice. �I�m talking from the next room.�
I looked around until I spotted it. A small metal grille in the wall near the desk. I went over to it and bent down. �Yes. I�m new��
�Sh-sh, just whisper. I can hear you, if you whisper.� His own voice was lower now. �If they hear, they�ll shut off the registers. They murdered the man in that room before you, like they�ll murder you.�
He was crazy, of course. I said, �Thanks; I�ll watch out. My name�s Remmers. What�s yours?�
�George Zehnder. They�ll kill me, too. I was in censorship; and I found out too much. Look, when did you see a paper last?�
�This morning,� I told him. �We�re doing well in the Solomons and the Russians are pushing the Nazis back steadily. Things are deadlocked in Tunisia. The Germans have lost��
�You believe all that?�
�Believe it? Why, sure. Even the Axis radio��
�There isn�t any Axis radio. There isn�t any Axis: Those stations are our own. The Russians control Europe. That�s what I found out. That�s why I�m here. You got to tell people, if you can escape. And I know how you can. I can�t.�
It sounds funny, here and now, but it wasn�t, then. Not in that luminous-blue room, locked in, with my wardens apparently thinking I was as crazy as the man I was listening to. It put shivers down my spine and for reasons I couldn�t explain.
Maybe because it settled once and for all the character of the place I was in and the fact that I was in a jam. That was a logical reason for those shivers.
There was a lesser one, and I didn�t like to think about it. People today had been listening to my story with just about the same feeling with which I�d been listening to that of George Zehnder in the next room � the next cell.
�It�s a plot, Remmers,� the voice whispered. �The whole administration, Washington, and the Russians. They control Europe. There isn�t any war, but they�re sending all the men out of this country and landing them on islands out of the way, so they can take over and make this part of the Comintern. That�s why you�re here, too. You found out something. What was it?�
I couldn�t very well refuse to tell him why I was here; I put it into as few words as I could.
�See?� he whispered. �Things like that are going on all over. Train wrecks that they keep secret. Factories blown up. Everybody else on that train was killed, but you survived, and they had to tell you there wasn�t any wreck and put you here. Now they�ll kill you, so you can�t tell.�
I said, �That�s � Maybe you�re right. But I�d better get some sleep, so I can be on my guard tomorrow.�
�Good,� came the whisper through the register. �You�ve got to be on your guard tomorrow all right. Sleep.�
I went back to the bed, a little shakily. Someone across the corridor started laughing hysterically and couldn�t stop, until a door opened and closed. Then silence. Finally, I slept.
Then I was dreaming, for things were confused and unreal, in the manner of dreams. A train conductor was telling me that Dr. Wheeler had told him that the war was all a plot, and shouldn�t I ask Major Lorne about it before I went on working with explosives, and I laughed out loud and told him that Wheeler was a paranoiac because his eyes were as big as grapefruit. And then things went swish and I was in the laboratory.
Good old Peter Carr was stuffing reports into my briefcase and saying, �These are all you need, Hank. In case you get cold, I mean, up in Iceland. You can start a fire with them, and they won�t explode because the stability factor of paper is ninety-nine and a half.�
I grabbed the briefcase and then Armin Andrews was there asking me for an interview about my trip to Iceland and I took him back to the testing rack and said, �See, it doesn�t make any more noise than a rifle shot. You can stand right there behind the shield and I�ll go throw the switch from over there and it goes bang.�
And it went bang, and I joined him again and moved the shield and said, �Stable, see? But no power. Now take the hexanitrodiphenylamine�� And he said, �Not me, I�ll take vanilla.� And then I took him back to the office and I sat down, only I was sitting on a train again, and my attorney, John Weatherby, was with me instead of Armin.
Then there was a rap on the window of the train, and I opened it and a stranger stuck his head in the window and said, �Here it comes!�
He disappeared, and there it was again! Sudden darkness. The long, drawn-out sound of ripping steel and wood, shrieks and screams of terror from all about me. And the seat going up and over into darkness. And then nausea and pain. Shrieks and screams and tearing steel in darkness.
Then a locomotive headlight�
Somebody was shaking me, and the light wasn�t a locomotive. It was a flashlight playing in my face, blinding me, and I was back in bed at the sanitarium. Wilbur, the attendant, was shaking me.
�Wake up, cut it out,� his voice growled.
The wreck terror was still with me, and my forehead was clammy.
Wilbur said, �Lay off the screaming. We won�t let it get you.�
�I�m all right,� I said. �I... I just had a nightmare.�
He grunted and went out. But I knew one thing now. That wreck really had happened. It hadn�t been a dream, the first time. Last night�
The voice from the register whispered, �Remmers, are you all right? Did they kill you?�
I didn�t dare answer, because if I listened to that mug, pretty soon I�d be believing him. I�d be crazy, too. Or was I already?
I faked a snore, to avoid answering Zehnder. And then I must have slept again. For I woke up to the sound of my own screams.
There were two of them this time, Wilbur and another. Wilbur was slapping my face. �Wake up, buddy, cut it out. Come on; what you need is a nice long soak in hot water.�
And then the two of them were leading, half carrying me out of the blue room into the yellow-lighted hallway. They handled me firmly, but not roughly.
The other attendant was as big as Wilbur, but dumber-looking. He had a swarthy, brutal face and a curiously gentle voice.
He asked; not of me, �Hadn�t we better call the boss?�
�Naw,� said Wilbur. �Not unless he has another, anyway. If he does, we�ll put him in a special.�
Then the white tile room, and they stripped my pajamas off me and the warm water in the sunken tub felt good. It was hot at first to my cold-sweated skin. Then pleasantly, languorously warm, and I relaxed. I didn�t think. I was past thinking, just then.
The rest of the night was quieter, though I didn�t sleep again. I felt, somehow, that I�d never again trust myself to sleep.
After they took me back to my room, I watched dawn come up. Watched it out of the bulletproof-glass window that wouldn�t open wide enough for a man to squeeze through.
It was a beautiful fried-egg sunrise along the tops of the trees beyond the distant high wall. A riot of red and yellow above the green.
Breakfast was brought to me and I ate, a little.
Then I watched the sun climb higher, and thought of it shining into the windows of my home out in Glen Olden. I wondered if I�d ever live there again.
The sun was almost overhead when they took me downstairs to Dr. Wheeler�s office. The day attendant who took me there remained in the office, standing with his back against the door.
Dr. Wheeler motioned me to a seat facing him. He studied a file of papers for a while, looking up at me occasionally as he read.
I sat quietly, waiting.
He cleared his throat, finally. �I understand you had an... ah... unquiet night last night, Mr. Remmers.�
I nodded. �Nightmares. Or rather, the same one twice.�
�The attendants should have called me. Upon first awakening from... ah... delirium, your answers to certain questions might have been quite revealing. I understand from this dossier that you have never suffered before from mental disorder. How has your general physical condition been?�
�In the pink,� I told him. �But I guess I pushed myself too far, recently, on working hours.�
�I understand you are doing research for the government. In explosives. Do you ever feel fear, uneasiness, in the handling of such dangerous substances?�
�Hm-m-m,� I said, �a little, occasionally. It wouldn�t be normal, not to. But it hasn�t worried me.�
�You work directly under Major Lorne�s orders?�
�Yes, and no, doctor. I do what he tells me to do, and report to him. But I�m not on the government payroll at all. The laboratory is my own and��
�You have independent means?�
�Yes. After college, an inheritance let me set up a small laboratory of my own, purely as a gamble. I had the luck to make an important discovery in plastics and sold the process for a sizable sum plus royalties for fifteen years. So I�m financially independent. I�d worked with explosives a bit, and when the war started, I thought my services in that line would be most valuable. The War Department put me in touch with Major Lorne, and I�ve been working at whatever he�s suggested ever since.�
�Paying for your own materials and equipment?�
�Of course. I can afford it, and Major Lorne agreed that since I didn�t need a government salary, it would cut a lot of red tape if I remained technically independent. He takes care of priorities on everything I need, and, of course, anything I discover is automatically the property of the government.�
�An excellent arrangement.� He smiled. �We�ll do our best to send you back to your laboratory as soon as possible, Mr. Remmers. For the moment, the most important prophylaxis for you is complete rest and freedom from worry. Don�t think about the war, about your laboratory, about... ah... your experience of night before last. And about those nightmares��
�Yes, doctor?�
�Possibly they will not recur. If they do, we�ll try to get at the cause of them. You�ll have the freedom of the grounds, of course, and I suggest some brisk walking this afternoon to induce normal fatigue. And I�ll have a mild sedative sent to you just before you retire.�
He nodded toward the man at the door, as though the interview were over.
I stood up, but I said, �Just a minute, doctor. There are one or two questions I want to ask.�
�Yes?� There was an edge of impatience in his voice.
�About newspapers. I�m sure knowing what�s going on outside won�t, in my case, cause any��
�Sorry, Remmers, no. You�ll have to let me be judge of what will be best in your case. And no visitors, either, for a while. Visiting day is Sunday, but this first Sunday � no, not in your case. Insulation from outside contacts is the best��
I interrupted, �But that�s preposterous. I�m here voluntarily, for a rest cure. I��
His voice was crisp and final. �Mr. Remmers, if you are interested in an ultimate cure, you won�t question my rulings. And as for your being here voluntarily, temporary commitment papers have been signed, by Drs. Rurick and Ulhausen of St. Vincent�s, with the concurrence of your lawyer and Major Lorne. This institution has your best interests at heart, however, and you�ll do well to cooperate with us. That is all.�
All the resistance went out of me, suddenly. Meekly, I allowed myself to be led back to my room. Lunch was brought to me there.
I roused myself enough to ask a few questions of the attendant. Yes, patients could send and receive mail, provided the subject matter was approved by the staff. Letters were distributed every morning after breakfast. Patients had freedom of the grounds from one o�clock in the afternoon until five. Yes, there was a general dining hall, but patients were served meals in their rooms for the first few days, until they became adjusted to sanitarium routine.
At one o�clock the attendant returned and opened my door.

The grounds were extensive, and probably quite beautiful, if I�d been in a mood to appreciate them.
But walking was welcome relief after confinement in that tiny room. It hadn�t seemed so small when I�d first entered it, but every hour there had diminished its size. A room into which you�re locked can shrink to the size of a coffin.
Most of the other patients had remained on the stretch of lawn in front of the building. There were chairs and tables on the lawn, and card games starting at some of the tables. There was a shuffleboard court marked out on the cement driveway, and a row of stakes for pitching rubber horseshoes.
But I didn�t want companionship. Not that kind of companionship, anyway.
I walked, alone.
There were a few others who, like myself, went farther afield. Occasionally, I passed one of them, but they, too, wanted solitude, for none of them spoke to me.
Not directly, at any rate. There was the man who stood on the stump, speaking to no one in a voice that rolled like thunder. A mighty voice, deep and impressive. ��and the birds of Armageddon shall fly the shrieking skies and their droppings upon the quaking face of earth shall be fire and destruction and holocaust��
He was a tall, dignified looking man with silver hair. He looked familiar; I thought I�d seen his picture somewhere, at some time. I walked faster until I was beyond range of that vibrant voice.
At two or three points I went close to the wall. It was twelve feet high, and there was a wire along the top of it. Not a barbed wire. Undoubtedly, it contained electric current, possibly not in lethal quantity, but enough to stun. Or possibly, it merely set off an alarm if shorted by the touch of an escaping patient. There were no trees within a dozen feet of the wall.
And then it was evening, and my cell again. I finished �Ivanhoe� and bribed Wilbur with a five-dollar bill to find me another assortment of books to take the place of the ones I had. The ones he brought weren�t bad; they included �Huckleberry Finn,� �Pickwick Papers,� and others I�d read long ago, but which were worth rereading.
I was halfway through �Pickwick� when the lights went out.
I undressed slowly, uneasily, wondering if I were in for another bad night. I wished there were some way I could break or put out that blue night light. Blue is supposed to be a quieting, soothing color.
Supposed to be!
It isn�t; not in a room like that, under circumstances like those. Not at night in a madhouse. A weird, blue radiance.
Physically, I was so tired that I must have gone to sleep the moment I lay down.
Then I was sitting up in bed, yelling my head off, and my pajamas were soaked with cold perspiration.
Yes, I�d lived through that wreck again. Or, maybe died in it. That horrible wreck that never had happened. Or had it?
Wilbur was there, and Dr. Wheeler, and I kept my eyes closed while Wheeler asked me a million questions so that, while I answered, I wouldn�t have to look into those eyes of his. I don�t remember what the questions were, but he didn�t seem to be satisfied with the answers. Some of the same questions were repeated over and over. It was almost like going through another nightmare.
And there was warm water again and I must have gone to sleep in the sunken tub and not awakened while they took me back to my room. At any rate, I woke up in bed and my last recollection was the water.
I lay there quietly for a while, getting enough courage to get up and dress. Then the attendant came with breakfast, and a letter from Armin Andrews.
There were two sheets of paper in it, but the sheets weren�t the same size. Scissor marks showed that the bottom of the first page and the top of the second had been sheared off. The paper seemed to have been ordinary size, and, therefore, almost half the message was gone. It read:
Dear Hank:
Dropped out to see you this evening, but find I can�t so I�m dashing this off in Wheeler�s office. Talked my boss into giving me a few days off work and started my vacation last night by riding to Wilmington.
That was all there was up to the scissor cut across the first sheet. Below the cut on the second:
Keep the old chin up, and don�t worry. If there�s anything I can send you in way of reading matter or smokes or whatnot, let me know. Be seeing ya.
Armin.

For a minute after I got the significance of those scissor cuts, I was so mad I couldn�t see straight. Wheeler had scissored out of that letter the very thing I wanted to know. Had to know.
Those missing words would have told me whether I�d really been on the Flyer. Whether I was mad or sane.
Just then, I was mad all right, in one sense of the word. I forgot the bell and hammered on the door until an attendant opened it.
Before he could ask what I wanted, I started a tirade that would have blistered the hide of an alligator. But it petered out as I saw he was merely bored and resigned. As though he�d heard worse, from crazier people.
He said, �You mean you got a complaint because the office cut something out of a letter? Look, mister, they did it for your own good, if they did. And it won�t do no good to squawk.�
�Maybe,� I said grimly. �But just the same I demand to see Dr. Wheeler at once and��
�Dr. Wheeler ain�t here. Left on a vacation early this morning. Dr. Gottleib�s in charge. You can complain to him if you want, but it won�t do no good, mister.�
�Take me to him, anyway.�
�Not now. Evenings between six and seven. That�s the only time you can��
I slammed the door, and stood there, trembling with anger. If I�d left the door open a minute longer, I�d have struck the attendant. And it wasn�t his fault. Besides, it would be another proof to them of how crazy I was.
Maybe I was crazy. Maybe that�s what had been in the missing part of that note from Andrews � the fact that there hadn�t been any such conductor on the train I remember taking. That there hadn�t been a coach third or fourth from last, and that all the cars were crowded. In other words, that the whole thing was haywire. That I was haywire.
Or had he told me that the conductor had verified my story; that all details, except the wreck, checked.
Was I crazy? Damn it, I was going to go crazy wondering.
Then something struck me so damn funny that I laughed out loud, bitterly. This was to be a place of quiet and rest to overcome a breakdown. This place, where I was locked in a tiny room under a blue light all night, where I had nightmares that would drive me crazy, if I weren�t already.
And they kept from me the one thing, the only thing, that could help my mind to adjust itself � the truth. If I only knew beyond all doubt what had happened night before last, if I only knew that my mind had slipped a cog, then maybe I could adjust myself, and work toward recovery.
But uncertainty was intolerable. I had to know.
Not knowing, this place was hell.
I had to get out of here � to escape. Right away.
And once I realized that, I became calmer. I had something constructive to think about now � how to get out of here.
It would have to be during the afternoon, of course, when I had the freedom of the grounds. But how to surmount a twelve-foot wall with a wire running along the top of it which I mustn�t touch. Not knowing this country, I�d need a good long start before they missed me.
Then I remembered something the patient in the next room had said, during our whispered conference. If only it weren�t of a piece with the rest of what he�d said�
I put my mouth down to the register and whispered, �Mr. Zehnder.�
The answering �Yes?� came almost immediately.
I whispered, �Night before last you said you knew a way I could escape. Why haven�t you used it?�
�I can�t. They�re waiting outside to get me if I do. I�m safe only as long as I stay here and pretend I�m mad. But maybe they don�t know you, and you could get through them. If you do, you�ll tell everybody what I told you about��
�Of course. How can I get over the fence? And what�s the wire on top of it?�
�An alarm. I heard it set off once. Listen, you walk due west from the west side of the building, until you come to the wall. Then turn north and follow it about a hundred yards and you�ll see a birch tree��
He went on with it, and it made sense. If the tree were there as he described it, and the other tree at the outside of the wall, the idea would work.
I reached the tree within ten minutes of the time I was let out of the building, at one o�clock. Even from the ground, I could see that it would work. It took me a while to find a sapling small enough so that I could break it, yet strong enough for its purpose.
The hardest part was shinning up the bole of the birch, carrying with me the six-foot staff I�d made out of the sapling. The ticklish part was going hand-over-hand along that staff from one tree to the other, after I�d set it as a bridge across the five-foot gap between the fork in a heavy branch of the birch and the fork in the bole of the maple beyond the fence.
It was ticklish, and there was a twenty-foot drop if anything went wrong. But nothing did. Climbing down the maple was easy, and I cut across a fallow field to a dirt road beyond.
Two miles of walking brought me to a highway.
Luck was with me. An interurban bus came along, and stopped to pick me up when I hailed it. It was headed for Marcus Hook, and Marcus Hook is only a matter of minutes from Philadelphia by fast train.
I was free. Until they caught up with me, I was free.
In Marcus Hook, I learned that the next train for Philadelphia was due in twenty-five minutes. I sat down on a bench to wait, and realized for the first time how utterly weary I was.
My head ached, too. I closed my eyes and tried to relax, not to think about anything until I�d talked to Andrews. Time enough to think things through after I knew what he�d learned.
I must have fallen asleep as soon as my eyes closed.
I opened them to look at the clock to see how long I still had to wait, and the clock said half past six. I�d slept for three hours, sitting there.
The lights were on in the station, and it was twilight through the windows.
And an hour and a half ago, back at the sanitarium, I�d have been missed. By now the alarm was out for me, and the search would be on. They�d be watching my home, probably, and the laboratory. Maybe even Andrews�s flat.
But � Well, there was nothing to do now but to go on, and to avoid capture as long as I could � at least until I�d talked to Andrews.
A train for Philadelphia pulled into the station and I boarded it, cursing my stupidity in losing the brief time that would have been mine to utilize as a free man and not as a fugitive.

There was no cause for hurry now, and plenty of reason for caution. In Philadelphia, I made myself as inconspicuous as possible in leaving the station, and I phoned Andrews�s flat from a nearby drugstore. There was no answer.
I tried his paper next, on the off-chance that he�d be working late. I was told that Andrews was taking a vacation of a few days and wouldn�t be back until Monday.
I ate something and then took a room in an inexpensive and inconspicuous hotel in Bremen Street. I used an assumed name, of course.
It felt great to be free, but I couldn�t see that it was getting me anywhere as yet. There were two people I wanted to see � Armin and Peter Carr. I thought I could trust both of them, but there was an excellent chance that Peter�s house and the laboratory would be watched. And I knew no way of getting Armin � except by calling occasionally, on the chance that he would return early.
Yes, the authorities would be watching for me closely. Looking at it from their point of view, I was a lunatic at large � and an expert on explosives. An explosive maker with a mental quirk that concerned train wrecks. Looking at it that way, they�d think it a matter of considerable urgency to catch me again.
Then I remembered Gene Larkin, and started toward his cab stand. I�d gone to high school with Gene. I had a hunch that I could trust him, and, anyway, it was unlikely that he�d have heard this soon that I was a fugitive.
His cab was there, all right, and Gene in it.
He said, �Hi, there, Hank,� when I walked up and from the casualness of his tone I knew he hadn�t heard anything. I got in.
�Gene,� I said, �you free all evening?�
He grinned, �I wouldn�t call it free with the meter ticking. But I got the night ahead of me.� Then, as he looked at me closer, he stopped smiling, �Something wrong, Hank? You in a jam?�
I said, �A hell of a jam. Drive around a while � with the meter going, of course � and I�ll tell you.�
I told him the whole works, and he didn�t say anything for a full minute after I finished. Then he pulled up to the curb. He said, �Better get out here.�
I didn�t believe it. I said, �Damn it, Gene, you mean that even you think that I��
He turned and looked at me and I knew I�d been wrong. He said, �Hell, no. But we�re near your house. I�m just going by to see if it�s being watched and you�d better not be along. Wait in the shadow of those trees and I�ll be back in fifteen minutes.�
He was back in ten. �It�s bad. There are two carloads of cops, maybe more in back. I made the mistake of slowing down to see if they were coppers, and they stopped me and looked in back. Good thing I left you here. Listen, I�ll drive by the laboratory next. If Peter Carr�s working late, there�ll be a light on. You keep on waiting here.�
I nodded. �You�re a godsend, Gene.� I looked at his snub-nosed, freckled face and damn near broke down. �Lord, in over three days you�re the first person I�ve talked to who hasn�t thought I was nuts.�
Gene snorted. �You�re not crazy. You been framed.�
There was assurance in his voice. But, better than that, there was sudden assurance inside me. Now, away from the atmosphere of the sanitarium, I knew damned well that I was sane.
The how, and for that matter, even the why, of what had happened to me were still obscure. But I�d been in a hell of uncertainty and now I was out of it again, in the light.
I wasn�t crazy, and they weren�t going to take me back there alive. Sure, it would be foolhardy to resist arrest and hide out, but that was my personal brand of craziness and I wasn�t afraid of that. Right now, I wasn�t even afraid of the nightmares; I knew I wasn�t going to have them any more. Somehow, I was going to wreck that train wreck before it wrecked me.
Gene said, �It�s nine-thirty. I�ll be back in half an hour.�
Back in the shadow of the trees, I watched the cab drive off, and I waited.
Half an hour passed. Then another, and another. I waited two hours and then I walked to the corner of the boulevard and saw a cab coming. It wasn�t Gene�s, but I hailed it. I gave an address about six blocks from the laboratory.
This, I thought, as I got out of the cab and paid off the driver, was the route Gene would have taken. I�d gone as close as I dared, in the cab. Maybe Gene would have parked nearby for some reason, and I could walk close enough to see his cab.
And this was the route Peter Carr would take going home, if he�d been working late. These six blocks, and then one block west to the car line.
I looked around the corner and down Hale Street, and there was a man halfway down the block walking toward the car-line street. A man about Peter�s size and build.
Well, there was no hurry in my walking toward the lab, and that might be Peter. I started after him, walking briskly. I�d caught halfway up to him � a quarter of a block away, perhaps � when he reached the corner.
Then I heard the rumble of an approaching streetcar, and realized that he�d board it before I got there. I broke into a run and � yes, it was Pete Carr. I recognized that long, brown topcoat of his and the disreputable felt hat pulled down over his eyes.
I yelled, �Hey, Peter!�
He heard me and turned. Then he whirled back and ran toward the tracks. The streetcar stopped and he boarded it while I was still fifty paces away.
He must have recognized me � my voice, at any rate. Lord, if even Peter Carr thought me a dangerous lunatic, to be run away from, I�d get little help from other people, I knew.
I was out of breath and panting. I�d passed a tavern while I was running toward Peter, and I returned and went into it. I�d rest a minute and have a drink, and then walk toward the laboratory to see if I could spot Gene�s cab.
I ordered a beer, and while the bartender was drawing it, I called Andrews�s number again. No, he hadn�t been or phoned home and they didn�t know where he was.
Drinking the beer, I wondered about Peter. Could he have missed recognizing me? True, he was a timid cuss, in some ways. Seeing a man running toward him, yelling something he didn�t understand, he might have reacted that way.�But�
�Nice night,� said the bartender.
�Yeah,� I lied. It was a hell of a night, now. Everything was going wrong. Probably Gene � on sober second thought � had decided it was too dangerous to help me, and had gone back downtown. Not that I blamed him.
The beer was good, and I had another. Damn Peter, I thought.
Well, there wasn�t any hurry, now. It was twelve fifteen by the clock behind the bar. I might as well catch the streetcar into town and turn in. Tomorrow�
I�d kept an eye out the window and no squad cars had gone by outside, so I felt fairly certain Peter hadn�t phoned the police. Anyway, the tavern keeper was getting ready to close up.
I strolled up to the car stop on the corner, and only when I got there did I remember that there wouldn�t be another car along until two. I�d missed the one at twelve � the one Peter had taken, and the only owl cars on the line after midnight were at two and at three-thirty.
I leaned against the building a moment, and then decided I�d rather walk than stand there. True, on the car-line street here, there was a chance of flagging an inbound cab, but I thought I�d rather kill time until two o�clock by taking another look at the laboratory.
Even if they were watching it all night, I could surely get within a block of it without being seen. Maybe � oh, I don�t know why I wanted to go that way, but I did. Maybe it was just a hunch.
I walked back the way I had come, to the corner a block back where I�d gotten out of the cab. Down the six straight blocks that led to the lab, I could see two or three cars parked without lights. But in this outlying district, all-night parking was permissible. It was unlikely that any of them harbored detectives, for none of them was closer than a block to the lab.
Anyway, I could get closer�
The first car, a block up, was an old jalopy I�d seen parked there often before. The next � was it a taxi?
Yes, it was. A cab parked without lights. There was a driver in the front seat, but no one in back. Looked like Gene�s cab, but why would he still be parked here? For that matter, why would he have parked here at all? It was too far away from the lab, and on the same side of the street. He couldn�t even see it from here.
I was closer now, and I could see that the driver was slumped forward across the wheel. Was it Gene, asleep?
It was Gene, all right. I opened the door of the cab, called his name, and put a hand on his shoulder to awaken him. The tips of my fingers touched the flesh of his neck, and the flesh was cold.

Something inside me turned cold, too, at that moment. It wasn�t fear, thank God, it was anger.
Up to now, I�d been worried stiff, and I�d been acting defensively, trying to clear myself of the implied charge against me of insanity. Now it was different.
Gene had been the first person really to be on my side, the first to accept my version of what had happened. And now Gene was dead. Murdered. Even before I turned on the dome light of the taxi to see how he had been killed, it didn�t occur to me to doubt that his death had been by violence.
And it had. The lower part of the back of his head was crushed in. A cowardly blow from behind; it could have been dealt with the butt of a heavy revolver.
Yes, now everything was different!
Now, as though Gene�s being killed weren�t enough, this was proof. Proof that whatever machinations of evil had taken place four nights ago had not been figments of a disordered imagination. Now I could go to the authorities and demand� No, I couldn�t, of course. From their point of view, I was an escaped maniac. I�d been with Gene. Unless the time of his death could be set with unlikely exactitude and should coincide with my ride in the other cab, I had no alibi.
And it wouldn�t coincide, of course. Gene had been killed before then, or he would have been back to pick me up. He�d been killed while I waited for him back there in the shadows.
But by whom � and why?
I flicked off the light switch and sat down in the back seat to think things through as far as I could.
Whoever had killed Gene had been in the cab with him, sitting here where I was sitting now. And the cab had been parked here; with Gene slumped forward over the wheel that way, it couldn�t have been brought in to the curb here after his death.
Let�s see � he left me to drive past the laboratory, to see if there was a light on there. He wouldn�t have picked up a casual fare with me waiting for him back there. There were only two possibilities then. A policeman or detective might have stopped his cab in front of the laboratory, ordered him to drive a few blocks on and � no, that was unlikely. If the place were being watched, there�d be a pair of detectives. So the other would know�
But Gene knew Peter Carr, by sight. He knew that I wanted to talk to Peter. If Peter had left the laboratory while Gene was driving past, or if Gene had passed him on the street, while Peter was walking to the car line � right here, maybe � Gene would have pulled in to the curb, told Peter I�d sent him, and asked him to get in.
And then� Had Peter Carr murdered Gene?
But why? Impossible as it was to think of Peter Carr as a murderer, it was even more fantastic to name any motive for his killing Gene. He could have refused to get into the cab, if he were afraid of me. Or, if already in the cab, he could have refused to accompany Gene and got out again. The cab hadn�t started.
The more I tried to think it out, the dizzier became the circles in which my thoughts revolved. Somehow, this apparently motiveless murder was madder than anything that had happened yet.
Was I, framed somehow to appear insane, the victim of a madman�s plotting? Gene had nothing to do with whatever was going on; who but a madman would want to kill him?
Well, my first step was obvious. Regardless of risk, regardless of his attitude toward me, I was going to look up Peter Carr. Tonight. Now. When I�d heard his story, even if I had to sit on him to keep him from running away from me while we talked, then maybe things would begin to make sense.
I got out of the cab. There was nothing I could do for Gene now, except get his murderer. Then I remembered that Peter Carr had moved recently and I didn�t have his new address. He was living alone � I recalled him telling me � in a sort of bungalow along the river.
But there was only one way I could get that address tonight, and that was from the records at the lab. But if the lab were watched�
Well, there was one way that they might not have covered. I started walking toward the lab, four blocks away. Slowly, so I could think out what my best chances were of getting in unobserved.
A block and a half away, I cut into an alley, and from there on, I avoided the street on which the lab faced. I cut through yards to the back door of a four-story apartment building half a block away, and went in and up to the fourth floor.
The hallway window there would give me a bird�s-eye view of things, for the few other buildings in the next block were low ones. My laboratory was a one-story concrete garage building I�d had remodeled for my purpose.
Yes, there were two parked cars, one in the alley behind and a little beyond the lab, the other, across the street from the front of it. If there were no watchers other than those I presumed were in the cars there, I could make it unseen to a side window.
I went downstairs again, crossed the side street, and cut across lots and yards and over fences.
The window was locked, of course, but I got it open. I�d purchased a razor and blades when I�d left the hotel, and one of the thin steel blades now stood me in good stead. I pushed it up through the space between the sashes and pushed the catch. I�d often thought of putting better safeguards on those windows, but I�d never had anything really worth stealing in the place.
Inside, I tiptoed over to the file cabinet. It made a noise when I opened it, and I stopped and listened intently. It was quite possible that they had a man planted somewhere inside the building. But there was no sound save the ticking of a clock.
I had to risk a match to find Peter�s address, but if the only watchers were in the two parked cars, they wouldn�t be able to see a faint flicker of light here in the office.
Then I crossed over to the safe and struck another match while I worked the combination. There was about three hundred dollars cash in the safe, kept for making various cash purchases. I didn�t know how much longer I�d be a fugitive nor what unexpected expenses I might have, so I�d take advantage of the opportunity by taking that three hundred with me.
I swung open the safe, and struck another match. The tin box that held money was there, but the safe was strangely empty otherwise. The two bigger compartments, which held the condensed records of all our experiments and tests, were empty. Strange. Had Major Lorne taken them? Peter had the combination of the safe, and he�d have turned those papers over if Lorne had demanded them. But why would Lorne have wanted them? He had the originals of most of them; these were merely our copies. And in general, they were valuable only in a negative way, in that they might save time for other research men.
And Peter? He�d have had no cause for taking them. For a moment I pondered the idea that Peter might have discovered something about which I knew nothing. But that wasn�t likely, for it was I who did all the testing. And if he had discovered something important on the side and wanted to take personal advantage of it, he would never have incorporated it in those records, and, therefore, had no reason to steal them.
I took out the tin box and opened it. The money � the paper money � was gone, too. There were a few dollars� worth of silver, but whoever had rifled the safe hadn�t bothered with it.
I didn�t bother with it, either. I left the safe ajar and started back for the window. After all, I had Peter�s address, and that was what I�d come for.
At the window, I paused to listen for sounds outside. A locomotive whistled mournfully far away. But that was all, except for the nearby ticking of that clock.
I had a leg over the window sill, before a thought came to me that stopped me from going the rest of the way.
I didn�t have a clock that ticked, here in the laboratory. There was an electric clock out in the shop, and a small chronometer back in the testing room, but�
I pulled my foot back into the room, and headed for the direction from which that ticking seemed to come. I found myself standing in front of my own desk and the ticking sound came from under it. I lighted a match and bent down.
It was a clock, all right, but the clock was fastened to a simple mechanism that would detonate a fuse. And the fuse was embedded in a box of what looked like granulated TNT.
Thirty or forty pounds of it. Enough to make a shambles of the whole laboratory, if not actually to blow it apart.
Quickly, I reached out and pushed the button that would shut off the alarm. Then I tiptoed out into the laboratory and groped through a drawer until I found a stub of candle. By its light, back in the office, I carefully dismantled the detonating mechanism.
I found that my forehead was dripping wet when I finished. I have a good, healthy respect for explosives. That�s why I�d been able to work with them so long and still retain the requisite number of arms, legs and fingers. But I�d never before messed with it in forty-pound quantities.
There was sufficient toluene and nitrates right here in the lab to have made that much TNT. Twice that much, in fact.
Again I went out to the laboratory and from there into the stock room. The toluene was all gone. If it had all been used for making TNT, then there was another forty pounds or so of it kicking around somewhere.
But that worried me less at the moment than the problem of who had trinitrated that toluene. Because there was only one answer, and that was one that didn�t make sense. Only Peter Carr had sufficient access to the laboratory to have made that quantity of TNT. With all our equipment designed for handling minute quantities, it would have taken a lot of time to make eighty pounds of HE. It couldn�t have been done in a stolen hour or two late at night.
But was Peter Carr a homicidal maniac? That fitted the murder of Gene Larkin, and insanity might account for the time bomb I�d just dismantled. But it couldn�t account for whatever frame-up had been pulled on me four nights ago. Peter Carr couldn�t have done that.
At any rate, I had his address. That was what I�d come here for, and my coming had incidentally saved quite a few thousand dollars� worth of equipment from being scattered about the landscape.
Now to talk to Peter Carr.
I left as I had come, without attracting the attention of the detectives in the two automobiles.
Safely away, three blocks from the lab, I glanced at my watch. It was ten minutes to two o�clock. I could still make that two A.M. owl car. And it would take me within walking distance of Peter Carr�s place.
I was the only passenger on that car, and the ride seemed interminable. My mind was so confused that I actually tried to avoid thinking, until after I had talked to Peter.
It was two-thirty when I walked down Grove Street to the river.
There are cottages, many of them mere one-room shacks, all along the river at this point. Some of them are fixed for year-round occupancy, the others are uninsulated frame buildings habitable only during the clement months of the year.
Peter�s would be the third or fourth south of Grove Street. Yes, there was his name on a mailbox at the edge of the road. A path led down the slope into darkness.
A cool breeze blew in off the river. In it, a smell of coming rain.
I glanced up at the sky, and the rain clouds were still quite distant in the west. Overhead were white, fleecy cumulus clouds, a round area of them made radiantly golden by the moon behind them. Those clouds were moving east, out of the path of the coming storm, and I saw that within a few minutes the moon would be out in the open, and that I�d have much better light for picking my way down that path.
So I leaned against the mailbox, and waited. The breeze was pleasant in my face, and I took off my hat to let it ruffle my hair.
About me was utter silence and peace as I looked up again at the sky to see if the moon were nearing the open stretch of sky.
Then the night exploded.
I was lying on my back in the road. My ears were numbed by a sound so loud that I cannot really say I heard it. The flash had been so bright that it was seconds before I could see.
But I didn�t seem to be injured, otherwise, nor could I have lost consciousness for a measurable interval, for debris from the explosion was still falling.
A bit shakily, I got up and walked to the edge of the road to look down. Peter Carr�s shack just wasn�t there any more. Some of the scattered fragments that had been the shack were still burning, and there was enough light to see by � only there wasn�t anything there to see except the place where the shack had been.
There wasn�t any use in my going down the path. If anyone had been in that shack � well, he wasn�t there now. Somewhere in the distance I heard the wail of a siren and then another. Squad cars and fire engines would be converging on this spot, and they�d be here within minutes. I had to get away from here, and quickly.
I turned and sprinted back across the road toward the railroad tracks on the other side. Far in the distance I could see the headlight of a freight locomotive coming slowly as it cut speed to enter the yards a mile away.
It seemed to take hours to get there, but it beat the squad cars and the fire engines, at that. I ran alongside the first box car back of the tender, caught the rungs and swung aboard. I made myself as inconspicuous as possible between two of the cars until the train, now down to a crawl, reached the Covina Street crossing, just south of the yards. I dropped off there.
Somewhere a clock struck three. I�d escaped from the sanitarium about fourteen hours ago; it didn�t seem possible in so short a time, unless, in some way I couldn�t understand, my escape had precipitated those events.
And now, damn it, I was worse off than before, because I didn�t even know whether Peter Carr was alive or dead. Well, I couldn�t go back and ask, under the circumstances. I�d have to wait until tomorrow morning�s newspapers to find out whether or not the firemen had found a body � or parts of a body � in the wreckage. And whether positive identification had been made.
Under the first street light, I brushed myself off as well as I could, and smoothed down my hair. My hat was gone, but it was too late to do anything about that.
Then I walked, almost staggering from weariness and reaction, down Covina Street toward town. About ten blocks � it seemed like ten miles � farther on, I found an all-night drugstore and phoned for a taxi.
At four o�clock I fell into bed in my room at the hotel. I slept as though I had been drugged.
I slept for twelve hours and a half, and felt more groggy than refreshed when I finally awakened.
But after a bath and a shave, I felt nearly human enough to phone down to the desk for an afternoon paper, and I read it while I dressed.
Read it, that is, after I got over the shock of seeing my own picture staring at me from the first page. I�ll skip the wording of the caption and the headlines; I don�t like to think about them. And they were more or less what I�d expected and feared.
What interested me were the details in the minion type. It seemed that Henry Remmers, an escaped lunatic who was an expert in explosives, had had a busy night. He�d taken a taxi to the neighborhood of his own laboratory, and had murdered the taxi driver. Then, with explosives obtained from the laboratory which he had entered through a window � the report, I noticed, did not mention that the laboratory had been under observation of detectives � he had partly constructed a time bomb.
Apparently something had frightened him away before he completed the detonating mechanism, but he must have taken a quantity of high explosives with him. With this, he went to the bungalow of his former assistant, Peter Carr, and there had overpowered Carr � it was presumed � and tied him up. Then he had made another bomb, this time finishing the job. Yes, I�d expected all that.
The detail that interested me most was that the body of Peter Carr, despite its condition, had been definitely and conclusively identified. Carr�s dentist had identified his own handiwork, and one arm that had been found almost intact had a prominent scar which was listed as an identifying mark in Carr�s selective service registration. Marks on the wrist indicated he�d been tied up with rope.
My hat had been found, with my initials, near Carr�s mailbox.
They�d tied me in with Gene Larkin�s murder, too. A newsboy near Gene�s cab stand had seen me get into the cab.
A nice case. Everything but motive, and why does a madman need motive? Luck was with me in one little detail; the photograph they had of me was an old one. It showed me with a self-satisfied smirk I hadn�t been wearing of late.
I studied it and my face in the mirror. Lot of difference, now. Just the same; I�d have to be extra careful from now on.
I went out through the lobby of the hotel cautiously, but the clerk didn�t even look up from the paper he was reading.
But he was looking at my picture, even then. It would be only a matter of time, if he were normally intelligent, before it occurred to him that it vaguely resembled one of his guests�
There was a hat store only three doors from the hotel. I went in and bought a black felt with a wide flexible brim. With the brim down over my eyes, it gave me a sinister look. I wished I could feel as sinister as it made me seem.
Two blocks farther on, I bought a cheap ready-made suit, as different in cut and color as possible from the suit I was wearing. I wore it out of the store and left my old suit to be called for later.
There seemed to be only one angle still open for me to investigate. Even that was risky and I�d have to be careful.
The Washington Flyer. I could go to the station tonight on the chance that the same conductor might be on the train. I couldn�t inquire in advance about that, of course. But I could buy a ticket and board the train. I could pretend to be a newspaper reporter.
Armin Andrews would already have broken the ice by questioning him; if he didn�t recognize me as his passenger of that night, I could learn as much as Armin had learned.
After that � well, unless I got a lead, I was probably stymied. I might as well give myself up, but not to the police. I�d go right to Major Lorne and try, however vainly, to get him to listen seriously to my side of the thing. Maybe I couldn�t talk myself out of going back to an asylum, but I just might succeed in planting some doubt in his mind, so he�d go ahead and investigate.
It was five-forty now, two hours before train time.
I had an hour and a half to kill before I could start for the station, and I couldn�t sit here in the restaurant that long without attracting attention.
The darkness of a movie would probably be the safest place. I remembered now having passed one just a few doors before the restaurant.
The picture was a Western. I sat through it and never did find out what it was all about or why the actors shot at one another at frequent intervals. My eyes were on the luminous dial of my wrist watch fully as much as they were on the screen.
At seven-twenty I left the theater and walked to the railroad station.
No use looking around for detectives. If they were here and spotted me, that was that. It would be worse than useless to resist arrest. If they�d anticipated my coming here, then there wasn�t a single angle of the case I could investigate independently, anyway. If there were detectives, and I got away from them, I�d have Hobson�s choice between hanging around Philadelphia until they caught me, or running away and becoming a fugitive for the rest of my life.
So I strode confidently across the lobby and up to the ticket window. I pushed a bill under the bars and said, �Wilmington, round trip.�
A familiar voice, over my shoulder, said, �Make it two.�
I whirled around, and it was Armin Andrews. He looked friendly. He said under his breath, �Careful, Hank. Keep it casuallike.�
I nodded, picked up my ticket and change, and waited until he�d bought his. Then as we walked away from the window, I asked, �What did you mean about the �careful�? Are they watching for me here?�
�No, but there�s a regular on duty here all the time. If you�d run, or done anything to call his attention to you, he might have recognized you from that photo.�
�And you�re not going to turn me in?�
He shook his head slowly. �Not till I hear your side of it, anyway. I�m still not convinced that you�re... uh��
�Crazy,� I said. �I�m not afraid of the word, but I�m not crazy. And plenty happened last night. I�ll tell you all right, but first, what did you find out from the conductor on��
�We�ve plenty of time to talk on the train. Meanwhile, you look like hell, Hank. A drink�ll do you good. We got time for a quick one in the bar over there.�
�You mean we�re really going to ride to Wilmington and back? Why, if you�ve seen the conductor?�
�Why not? We�ve got tickets, and can you think of a better or safer place to talk?�
We had the drink, and it put a pleasant warm spot in me and made me forget just a fraction of the trouble I was in. And I had plenty to ask him, and he had lots to ask me, but we waited until we�d found a seat on the Flyer and it was pulling out of the station.
Then Armin said, �All right, I got less to tell so I�ll talk first. I saw your conductor. He didn�t remember you, but he remembered the drunk he had trouble getting the ticket from.�
�Any details? Did he remember how the guy looked, or anything?�
�Not much. Said he wore a gray suit and a black felt hat with a wide brim � like the one you�ve got on now. And dark glasses. But he didn�t notice his features much, and isn�t sure he�d know him if he saw him again. But he remembered he had two fellows with him who were sober, or comparatively sober.�
Here, then, was confirmation of the fact that I had boarded the Flyer that night. A sleepy drunk could have been a coincidence, but not the two companions, the black hat, the glasses. I�d seen the rims of the glasses from the side, although I hadn�t fully caught his face.
It should have excited me, but it didn�t. It was nice to find confirmation of at least the start of my story, but damn it I�d known ever since last night that it had really happened.
A conductor was coming down the aisle now. It wasn�t the same one. Armin said, �He might be on a different car. We�ll look later; there�s no hurry. Now what happened last night?�
I told him, and he listened but I couldn�t tell from his face whether he believed me or not.
He whistled softly when I finished. He said, �Boy, you sure put your foot into it. Two murders, and you were on the spot for both of them. Two bombs, and you were just too soon for one and too late for the other.�
�Do you think there�s a chance, any chance that the police will believe the truth?�
�I doubt it, Hank. Even if you can prove it, you might have trouble getting them to listen to your proof. You see, they know what happened, or they think they know and that�s just as bad. To them, you�re an escaped maniac. They won�t even want to ask you questions, because they�ve got that preconception.�
I nodded gloomily, knowing that he was right. It wasn�t going to do me any good merely to find out what was what. I was going to have to be able to prove it, and in words of one syllable.
I asked him, �Armin, have you got any ideas? I mean, assume for the sake of argument at least, that I�m sane and that I�ve told you the truth. Then somebody�s up to something. What have they got to gain by it?�
�I�ve wondered about that. Are you sure � completely sure � that you didn�t make any discovery in the lab that would be of... of military value? Even of commercial value?�
�Positive. I�ve thought about that very angle, and the more I think the surer I get, Armin. I ran the tests myself on every variation we tried. I checked every sample for stability, rate of expansion, the works. Look, if Peter had found anything that had better-than-average properties along any of those lines, he wouldn�t have known it. He didn�t run the tests himself.�
�Not ever?�
�Not alone. He knew how, of course, and when I talked to him last, while I was in St. Vincent�s, I told him he could go ahead and finish the tests on one line he was working on.�
�Could he have found something important in the last few days?�
�He could,� I said, �but he couldn�t have known about it in advance. It could account for��
�For what?�
�For the runaround I got five nights ago. The night of the train wreck.�
Armin grimaced. �That damn train wreck. If we could only dope out what really happened on that train� Are you subject to hypnosis?�
I shook my head. �It couldn�t have been that, I�m sure. But however it was done, I�m beginning to see why.�
Andrews looked interested. �Give, pal.�
�It�s tied in with the laboratory, of course. Somebody needed me out of the way for a while, to get at something in the lab. Something that would take a bit of time and couldn�t be done � or obtained � in an ordinary burglary. They couldn�t murder me, but they did manage to frame me into talking myself into a nuthouse, about a train wreck that wasn�t.�
�Why couldn�t they have murdered you?�
�Major Lorne � and the FBI. If there�d been any murdering done, the FBI would have been on that lab like a swarm of locusts. They�d have turned that lab inside out, and guarded it with their lives. Even Peter probably couldn�t have got in, alone.�
�Makes sense,� Andrews said judiciously. �Carry on.�
He nodded toward the window. �We�re going through Chester. Do you remember Chester? I mean whether your wreck was before or after here?�
�After,� I said. �Yes, I remember seeing the station. And after the outskirts of Chester, the conductor came through. Then there was Marcus Hook. I don�t remember going through any station after Marcus Hook. I�d say it was about five minutes out of there that the... the wreck��
�Would have happened, if it did happen. Look, maybe I ought to leave you alone to concentrate for the next ten minutes or so. I�ll take a stroll up toward the front of the train and see if our favorite conductor is on duty in one of the other cars.�
He left, and I turned to stare out the window.
I tried not to think, but to remember. To recapture every little detail, however slight, that had preceded whatever had happened.
Yes, just like this � I�d been sitting here when the conductor came through. I�d handed him my ticket without looking up.
Then, at the seat ahead, he�d said, �Ticket please,� and there hadn�t been any answer. He�d said it again, more sharply, and then was when I�d looked and seen the back of the head of the man who was asleep there.
He was sitting on the outside and another man was sitting next to him. I got a view of his profile as he turned to look at the conductor and said, �I�ll wake him up.� And then he shook the drunk and said, �Wake up, Bob.�
And the third man, who was sitting on the seat facing the others, riding backward, took an interest, and helped try to wake up the drunk.
One of them asked, �What pocket�d he put it in, Walter?� And the other said, �I dunno... I don�t like to� Shake him again.�
And the head wearing the black felt hat had waggled back and forth under the shaking and the drunken one murmured something inarticulate and must have reached into his pocket, for I saw his hand, holding a ticket, go up toward the conductor.
The conductor had punched the ticket and put it under the clip with the other two, over by the window. They�d been yellow slips of cardboard; mine, a through ticket to Washington, had been red.
Then the conductor had gone on.
I turned back to the window. Marcus Hook had gone by outside, as it was going by now. I remembered glancing at the drunk, and his head had lolled forward again.
The man who had been riding backward, facing the others, had got up. I remember now that he�d said, �Back in a minute, Walter.� He�d gone down the aisle toward the back of the car.
I�d turned toward the window again, and a little time, maybe five minutes, must have elapsed.
And then� The wreck. Damn it, I remembered�
�Wait a minute, Hank,� I said to myself, �just what do you remember? Let�s analyze it, let�s take it apart to see what makes it tick.�
And I closed my eyes and thought hard, and a little light began to enter the darkness. A possibility.
I tried to remember what seat I�d sat in that night. It had been third � no, second from last. There hadn�t been anybody sitting behind me, I was almost sure.
Darkness and pain and the screams of people being killed or injured, and the sound of rending steel and the�
I opened my eyes and looked up, and Armin was coming back from the front of the train. He slid into the seat beside me and said, �He isn�t on duty tonight, Hank. I asked one of the other conductors.�
�It doesn�t matter.� I told him.
�Well, no, I questioned him pretty thoroughly but��
�I didn�t mean that. I mean � I know now what happened last Wednesday night.�
Armin said, �The hell!� and his eyes widened. �I thought � Well, never mind that. What happened?�
�Three men,� I told him, �boarded this train with a carefully worked-out plan for getting me. A plan so... so preposterous that it worked perfectly. So smooth that I didn�t know I�d been shanghaied, and neither did the conductor or the other passengers. They��
�But what about the wreck, Hank? Are you forgetting that?�
�There wasn�t any wreck. And when I got right down to it, Armin, I don�t remember a wreck. I remember certain things, mostly sounds, that added up in my mind to the impression of a wreck. I see now how it could have been done, I think. But let�s take the kidnapping first.
�Those three men had a plan, and one of them playing drunk was part of it. They wanted to stamp on the conductor�s mind that he was practically unconscious. And they never let the conductor get a good look at his face, really. He had that wide-brimmed hat and he didn�t look up when he finally did hand over the ticket.�
�You mean so the conductor couldn�t identify him later?�
�More than that. Listen how simple it was. One of the last things I remember was one of the other men getting up and walking to the back of the car. The reason I don�t remember much after that was that on his way back he slugged me with a blackjack. That�s when the lights went out � for me.
�Then look how simple it was. He sat down beside me, and his companion moved back, too. The one who�d played drunk took the seat behind. They switched tickets in the clips by the windows, and the drunken one traded hats with me and put on me the dark glasses he�d been wearing. We were at the back of the car, practically, and all of that could have been done without attracting much attention.�
Armin said, �I think I get it. When the conductor went through again, there were still the same number of people, sitting in the same relative positions and their tickets checked. One of them had been unconscious before, and he was unconscious then.�
I nodded. �And at Wilmington, the two men who were sober helped their drunken companion off the train � practically carrying him between them. Only it was me instead, and the one who�d changed places with me probably rode on to Washington on my ticket. It all checks out, see? Three off at Wilmington, and one through to Washington. And it had already been planted in the conductor�s mind that the one in the black hat was too drunk to walk alone, so��
�I get it,� said Armin. �But why Wilmington? How do you know they... you... got off there?�
�Wilmington and Baltimore are the only stops the Flyer makes after Philadelphia. The conductors use red cardboard seat checks for through to Washington, yellow for Wilmington, and probably some other color for Baltimore. They had yellow checks, I remember, like ours are tonight.�
Armin whistled softly. He said, �It would have worked. It would have worked. So they got you off the train that way, unconscious. And they took you somewhere, you think, and staged a phony wreck while you were coming out of it and then dropped you where you were found?�
�There wasn�t any need for a phony wreck. Just sound effects, damn it. Look, my impression of that wreck is the sum of four things � sudden darkness and pain, sounds, and the seat rising under me. Look how easy that is.
�Maybe they took me somewhere in Wilmington for the runaround, or maybe they drove back to Philadelphia first. Come to think of it, Philadelphia�s more likely.
�So when I�m coming out of it a little, in a dark room, or maybe only blindfolded, they give me those sound effects. Recorded, and probably through a set of headphones. I remember now something that I didn�t think of before � a sense of pressure on my ears while this... er... wreck was going on.�
Armin nodded. �It could be, Hank, it could be. You had the sudden darkness and the pain already, and you slowly come out of it to those sound effects, and maybe they�ve got you sitting on a sofa and lifting it a bit � or maybe that sense of motion was just nausea. And I think that would account for something else � your nightmares back in the sanitarium.�
�How?�
�If you were unconscious, you�d have had no sense of time. That�s why all those things came together in your mind; the darkness, the pain, the sounds. But they wouldn�t have taken a chance on your hearing those sound effects only once. Maybe you wouldn�t have remembered them. You may have had those earphones on for half an hour or longer, hearing those sounds over and over. You�d have had no impression of lapse of time, but the repetition would have made that impression so vivid it would have haunted your dreams.�
And it had haunted them, all right. I shuddered a bit at the memory of those nightmares in a madhouse.
We were silent a moment, and then Armin said, �Well?�
�Well, what?�
�What�s your next step? I think you�re right on Wednesday night. It adds up. And your suggestion for a reason is sound; somebody wanted you out of the way without attracting attention to the lab by murdering you. And the thing was so elaborately done, I think we can say it wasn�t any casual robbery. Those three men must have been German agents. Do you suppose they got what they wanted?�
I said, �I still can�t imagine what it was. Maybe they heard a false rumor about my lab, or got their wires crossed somehow. But they got what they wanted, if it was there, because they took my papers before they set that time bomb. I doubt if they�ll be able to translate �em, though. I make notes in a sort of chemical shorthand of my own.�
�Want me to go to Major Lorne for you, Hank? I imagine if I tell him all this, it will certainly open his mind and he�ll start the investigation in the right direction. If you like, you can stay under cover until you�re cleared.�
�Would you talk to him? We can go right on through to Washington on this train and��
�He�s in Philadelphia,� Armin interrupted. �We�ll have to switch back at Wilmington, but I�ll see him tonight, when we get back. We�re almost to Wilmington now.�
At Wilmington, we had to wait forty-five minutes for a train back. We got back to Philadelphia at half past nine.
In the station, I suggested, �Let�s have a drink to celebrate this. Where�s Lorne staying?�
Armin named the hotel, and I said, �You can phone to see if he�s in, while I order for us. Come on.�
In the bar, I ordered two ryes and by the time the bartender had brought them, Armin was back from the phone booth.
�Out,� he said. �Left word at the desk he wouldn�t be back until around eleven.� He picked up his drink. �Mud in your eye.�
�And tetranitronaphthalene in yours,� I told him. �But what do we do until twelve? I�d feel safer under cover, in a movie or somewhere. In a place like this, there�s always the chance someone who knows me will walk in.�
He nodded. �It would weaken your case to be picked up now, before I get in licks with the major. I�d talk to Garland instead, but I think he�s back in Washington � or maybe, by this time, somewhere else on another case. They consider this one closed, except for finding you.�
�Shall we try a movie then? Or, if it would bore you, I can go alone and meet you afterward.�
Armin said, �Maybe we can do something constructive. I�ve been thinking about that sound-effects angle. Maybe we can get a lead on it, since we�ve got two hours to kill.�
�Swell. What�s the angle?�
�Canned sound effects � unusual ones like train wreck noises and multiple screams � aren�t any too common. Every big radio station�s got a library of them, of course. But if recordings like those have been borrowed or stolen from any Philadelphia station recently � well, it might give us a lead. And there must be a pretty limited number of people who�d have free access to them.�
�But that would take a canvass of the studios,� I said. �We wouldn�t have time in two hours.�
�We won�t go to the studios. Not first, anyway. I know a fellow who�s salesman for the Metropolitan Specialty Co. They sell stuff like that, to the studios. We can find out from him who might have ordered recordings of that kind recently. If it�s a studio, we can figure the ones in their library were stolen, and if we can tell Major Lorne that recordings like that were stolen, it�ll be a big boost to your story. If some private party bought them direct � hell, it�s not only a boost for your story; it�s a straight lead to the gang we�re after.�
�That idea,� I said, �calls for another drink. Champagne, if you want it!�
He grinned. �I�ll stick to rye. You can order while I find out if we can see him tonight.�
The ryes were waiting on the bar when he came back, and I could tell from his face that he�d been successful. He nodded, and said, �I phoned for a cab, too. The less walking you do, the better.�
He raised his glass. �Here�s � what was it you said, in my eye?�
�Tetranitronaphthalene. But that was in your right eye. How�s about hexanitrodiphenalymene in your left?�
We drank, and it tasted like nectar. I felt swell, better than I�d felt since last Wednesday night. I felt almost free, already.
But it wouldn�t be over until I�d helped get the men who�d killed Gene Larkin and Peter Carr.
The cab came, and Armin gave an address on Oakland Avenue. It was only a short ride. We went up the steps of the house, and Armin pressed the bell button and stepped back.
The door opened at once, as though someone had been waiting behind it. I looked at the man who was standing there, and he was one of the three men who had been on the train Wednesday evening, the one who had walked back to the lavatory, just before my private blackout.
But there was something else about him almost as startling. It was his resemblance to Peter Carr. I hadn�t noticed it that night, but now it was glaringly obvious. Maybe because he had on a hat then and didn�t have one now, and he had the same thick shock of blond hair Peter had, cut exactly the same. With the addition of a little filling out of his cheeks and a pair of shell-rimmed glasses like Peter wore, he�d have been a dead ringer.
Involuntarily, I took a step backward. Then I stopped dead, because I�d run into something that felt like a gun, in the middle of my spine.
Behind me, Armin Andrews�s voice said, �Go on in, Hank. The party�s for you!�

Armin Andrews � if that were his right name � was being very polite and considerate, damn him. His tone of voice didn�t differ from the one he�d always used, and he didn�t look a bit more sinister than usual.
He said, �Awfully sorry we had to tie you up, Hank, but I know that temper of yours, and I don�t want you to do anything foolish. It has turned out we need you, I�m sorry to say. Otherwise, I�d simply have turned you over to the police when I first met you tonight instead of bringing you here for the party.�
I said something I won�t put in writing and Armin said, �Now, now. We can gag you if necessary, but I�d rather talk with you than merely to you. But let me remind you that Walter is standing behind you with a blackjack. You may yell once, if you wish, but not twice. And one yell won�t bring any help. You must have noticed that the nearest house is twenty yards away, and your ears will tell you we have a rather loud program on the radio downstairs.�
�Why did you kill Peter Carr?� I demanded.
�I�ll tell you all that,� he said. �I want your cooperation and I�m going to offer you terms. I�m going to have to tell you part of it so you�ll know what we want, so you might as well hear it all. Have a cigarette? I�ll have to hold it to your lips, of course.�
I started to tell him where he could put the cigarette, but let it go and merely shook my head. I did want to hear what this was all about. If I ever got out of this, it would be important for me to know. It could be important to my country, to winning the war, for me to know.
�Very well,� he said, and lighted a cigarette for himself. �First, it must be obvious to you that I am what you would call an enemy agent. And that look on your face reminds me to tell you that I�m proud of it.�
His eyes darkened. �Damn you, you�d be proud if your government had planted you in my country long before the war, and you�d called yourself Herman Schwartz, or something, and pretended to be a German. And if you�d had brains enough to work yourself up to a top spot in the reporting game and get yourself trusted by important officials and been on the inside of stuff other reporters couldn�t touch.�
�By exposing your fellow spies, wasn�t it?�
�Wendell? I acted under orders. He was washed up. But you remember how Lorne let me write up your lab for that ordnance journal?�
I nodded, and he went on: �What I fell into there was blind luck. Listen, you think of HE in terms of what it does to steel and brick and stone. There�s something more important. Remember that experiment they made last year, with the goats?�
Yes, I remembered. It was a widely publicized fiasco. They�d tethered goats at varying distances around a bomb to test an inventor�s claim about its concussion. The bomb had gone off, but not a goat fainted.
I said, �That was liquid air and carbon black. All right in theory except for the evaporation rate of liquid air. By the time they exploded it, it was as powerful as a firecracker. It was screwy.�
�The idea was screwy, but what they hoped to glean from it wasn�t � the disruptive effect on living tissue. You know how an ordinary bomb acts. The blast from it kills for only a short distance, unless men are struck by fragments or flying debris.�
I nodded, beginning to get what he was driving at. And it began to scare me, too, because it could be so important.
Flesh is resilient; construction materials are not. An explosive which has a high disruptive effect upon living tissue would be a discovery of the first magnitude, although it could be used only for special purposes. But think of a bomb which when dropped on a warship would kill or stun the entire crew; the ship could be taken over almost intact.
I asked, �But what makes you think that I had a lead toward anything like that?�
His face was grimly serious. �Because I felt it, that�s why. Remember when you were showing me how the tests were run? You were back at the detonating switch, and I was standing up by the panel to watch the needles jump on the dials. You were ten feet from that explosion, but I was only four.�
�You mean it... it jarred you?�
�Just a little. But for that quantity of HE � half a thimbleful! What series were you testing that day?�
I said, �I don�t remember.�
He shrugged. �You can think back and figure out. If you�d only dated those damn records of yours� Well, let�s skip that.
�You see now why we wanted you away from the lab, without doing anything that would put the FBI wise to the fact that we were doing it. A nice little hallucination on your part�
�And I guess you�ve got the answer about Peter Carr by now. Walter here, with a bit of make-up, passed as Carr � close enough that the neighborhood out there and the copper on the beat didn�t notice the difference. He couldn�t have fooled you, of course; you knew Carr too intimately.�
I said, �That was Peter who came to see me at St. Vincent�s. You must have kidnaped him just after that, and held him while your... your confederate used Peter�s keys and his identity to get into the lab every day while I was in the sanitarium. And then I escaped��
He nodded. �We�d found by then that we couldn�t get it by ourselves � from the screwy way you kept records. So we got rid of Carr, and we were going to get rid of the lab, too, and let you take the blame for both of them. It would keep you from going to the police. And we couldn�t let Carr go anyway, after we�d held him. As for the taxi driver, he put his oar in last night when Walter was leaving the lab, dressed as Carr. Got Walter into the cab and said he was going to take him to see you. So Walter had to kill him.�
Well, I had all the answers now and a fat lot of good it would do me, probably � or them, either. I�d let them kill me before I�d talk and tell them what they wanted to know.
Not that I was feeling heroic, at all. I was sweating plenty. But just the same I knew this thing was so much bigger and more important than I was, that I knew I wouldn�t break, no matter what they did.
Armin said, �So here�s our proposition. Help us willingly, and your worries are over. You�ll have a position of honor in��
I let go, then. The cool insolence of that offer got me, and got my temper. All the pent-up anger that I�d held in check long enough to find out what had happened, burst into invective.
Armin looked up over my head and nodded, and Walter, standing behind me, thrust a gag into my mouth and tied a cloth around tightly to hold it in.
Armin said, �I was afraid you�d feel that way. But maybe a little pain will make you feel different. Or a lot of pain will. We�ve got a man who�s an expert at that � I don�t like it myself. You think it over while I go get him.�
He bent down and looked at the knots in the ropes that tied me to the chair. He said, �Nice job, Walter. He won�t get out of that. I�ll be back in less than an hour.�
Walter said, �O.K. I�ll take Otto for a game of rummy.�
They went downstairs and a few minutes later I heard a garage door open and a car drive away.
The ropes were cutting into my wrists and ankles and my arms had been tied around back of the chair and crossed there so my fingers couldn�t even touch a rope anywhere, much less a knot. But I struggled until I felt my wrists getting numb, and from lack of circulation, my fingers would barely move.
Armin was right: I wasn�t going to get out of those ropes. Not in days, let alone in an hour or less. The man who�d put them on knew his stuff.
Deliberately, I made myself relax and think. Hank, I thought, quit trying to tear your wrists off and use your brains instead.
I looked around, and there was the telephone. It was on the desk six feet away. Could I possibly move my chair toward it without making enough sound to attract the attention of Walter and Otto playing cards downstairs?
My ankles were tied, one to each of the front legs of the chair. The knots were probably as tight as the others, but there was a trifle leeway in the ropes. I worked and twisted until I had about an inch of play with each foot. And then, taking as much of my weight as possible off the chair and putting it on to my toes, I began to work the chair across the carpet toward the desk.
It seemed to take hours, for I had to fight for every inch.
But it didn�t make much noise, and my real battle was against time. Pretty soon Armin would be back.
It must, actually, have taken me over half an hour to move that chair the six feet to the desk. But I made it, finally, and luck was with me in that the phone was standing near the edge.
First, I used the mouthpiece of the transmitter as an edge against which to work down the cloth that had been tied over my mouth. Very gently, so I wouldn�t push the phone back or knock it over. Then, I was able to push out the gag with my tongue.
The hardest part was getting hold of the cord of the receiver with my teeth and lifting it off the hook. I bent forward as far as I possibly could and let it fall onto the desk blotter on which the phone stood. A bit of noise, but not much. And maybe, even if they�d heard it downstairs, I�d get my call through in time.
With the receiver lying there on the desk, I could hear the operator�s voice, if not her words. I gave the number of the hotel Armin had mentioned when he�d phoned Lorne from the station.
Then I kept my ears strained until I heard another voice coming from the receiver. That would be the hotel switchboard. I said, �Major Lorne, please. Quickly. It�s important.�
There was the buzzing sound that denotes a number being rung, and then there was a masculine voice from the receiver. I said, �Major Lorne, this is Hank Remmers. I want to give myself up. I�m at 50�16 Oakland. Hurry.�
Just that, because I didn�t want to complicate things and waste time explaining. I heard his voice sputtering questions, but I cut in and repeated what I�d said before, word for word.
There was a click in the receiver, and after a while a crisp feminine voice again. Probably the operator asking why I hadn�t hung up. I told her to trace the call and send the police. I didn�t want to count entirely on Major Lorne, and besides I wasn�t positive I had the address on Oakland right.
That was all I could do, then, and worn to a frazzle by the awful muscular effort of moving that chair to the desk, I leaned back to take the strain off my wrists.
The telephone started clicking at me after a while, in futile signal to have the receiver replaced. And after a while, I heard the clock outside strike eleven. Another ten minutes or so, and a car stopped in front of the house. A car door slammed.
I could hear two men coming up the walk, and I could hear Armin�s voice, as the steps changed from cement to the wood of the porch.
Then there was the sound of other cars, two of them I thought, swinging in to the curb. Again the slam of doors, and I heard Major Lorne�s voice call out, �Armin, wait.�
I must have passed out for a while, then. When I came to, my wrists had been untied. Frank Garland, the FBI man, was untying the knots at my ankles. The room seemed crowded. Besides Lorne and Armin, Walter and Otto were there, and two strangers who might have been either police detectives or FBI men. And another man with a brutal, coarse face who must have been the one Armin had brought for the torture job.
Armin was talking glibly. �It�s all my fault, Major. Don�t blame my friends here. I caught Hank tonight and I just couldn�t resist trying to get an exclusive story out of him before I turned him over.�
Lorne said, �Damn it, you can�t��
�I know, major. I was wrong. But after all, I had caught him and thought I deserved a scoop on it. I wanted to know why he killed Carr and the cab driver. Sure, he�s crazy, but there must have been some method in his madness, and I wanted the whole story.� His voice was a nice blend of apology and defiance. It was beautiful acting.
Lorne was glaring at Armin, but there was annoyance and not suspicion in his look. I knew that anything I said would be discounted in advance, because I was crazy. Whatever I said, it had to be good and it had to be quick. And then I knew there was only one subject on which I could get Lorne�s serious attention.
�Major,� I said, �have my records from the laboratory been found?�
He turned to look at me then. I knew that would get him. He�d want those papers, whether he thought I was sane or crazy.
�Here,� I said, and watched both his face and Armin�s, because I was guessing. �Here in this house.� And when I saw Armin�s quickly concealed reaction to that, I went further. �Here, in this room.�
Armin cut in smoothly. �That�s absurd, major. He couldn�t have hidden them here, because I just brought him here an hour or so ago. He didn�t have them with him and he�s never been in this house before. It belongs to my friend, Walter Landlahr��
�Who�s been impersonating Peter Carr,� I interrupted. �Take a look at him, major.�
Lorne stared at Walter, and frowned. He couldn�t help noticing the resemblance. Armin spoke up quickly. �I�ll vouch for Walter, major. I�ve known him for years. I�m afraid Hank�s��
But Lorne said, �Pipe down, Armin.� He was still staring at Walter. He asked, �Are you a relative of Peter Carr�s, Landlahr?�
I said, �Never mind that, major. If you want those records, they�re in this room.�
I had his attention again. He said, �Where?�
�Look for them,� I told him. Lorne stared at me uncertainly, and I didn�t crowd my luck by saying anything more. Even a touch of uncertainty was a gain for me.
Lorne said to Garland, �Damn it, I do want those papers. Maybe you�d better take a look, just on the chance��
Garland nodded and turned toward the desk.
Armin sighed. �Well, major, sorry I tried to pull one on you and I hope there�s no hard feeling. Guess I�d better run down to the paper and write this up � without Remmers�s story.�
Very casually he picked up a briefcase and sauntered toward the door. But I saw Walter Landlahr tense a trifle and try not to look at Armin.
�Major,� I said quickly, �the papers are in that briefcase!�
Garland turned from the desk and looked at Armin, who kept on moving. Maybe he�d have got away with it, if Walter Landlahr hadn�t been too jumpy. He stepped in between Armin and the rest of us, and a gun materialized in his hand; I didn�t even see what pocket he got it from. His eyes were blazing, and his voice hoarse.
�Stay back, you��
And then Garland dived at him and the gun went off. The other man, Otto, threw himself against the door as it slammed shut behind Armin. He had a gun, too.
There was a fusillade of shots, for the two plainclothesmen were firing, too. The man who�d just come in with Armin was down. Garland had taken a bullet, but he�d knocked down Walter, and Lorne�s foot caught Walter�s gun and kicked it out of his hand across the room.
Armin�s footsteps could be heard as he ran down the stairs. Otto was down, but his body blocked the closed door, which opened inward and one of the two detectives was trying to drag him out of the way. By the time he reached the stairs, Armin would be out of the house.
There was only one way of stopping him, and the others hadn�t seen it, nor was there time to tell them.
I�d stood up the minute the trouble started, and now I ran to the front window. Armin would go out the front way, of course, regardless of the risk of being shot at from up here, for his car was parked in front and he�d need it for a getaway.
There wasn�t any time to raise the sash. I doubled my arms over my head and butted right through the glass, stepping out onto the porch roof just as the front door downstairs opened.
I didn�t even try to gain my balance on the sloping roof. I just kept going because the sound of the door and the footsteps on the porch told me my timing would be about right.
And it was. I landed on top of him, and � fortunately for me � the momentum of my fall carried us off the cement walk onto the lawn. Even so, it knocked the wind out of me.
Lorne, with a gun in his hand, was leaning out the window. He yelled, �Hank, are you all right?�
I thought I was, but couldn�t make any more answer than a grunt.
By the time the cavalcade came downstairs, I�d managed to get to my feet and found out that my legs still worked. I seemed to be bruised, but nothing worse.
Lorne grabbed the briefcase and bent over Armin. He cried, �You�ve killed the guy! His neck�s busted.�
�That�s great,� I said, and I meant it.
Lorne stood up slowly, hanging onto the briefcase as though it were part of his arm. He stared at me. �Hank, what the hell�s this all about?�
�Let�s go some place where I can sit down,� I said. �It�ll take a while, and I can�t stand up that long right now.�
He nodded. �Guess you�ve been through plenty. We�ll take you to a hospital for a nice quiet rest and then��
�The hell you will,� I told him. �Tomorrow morning I start work at the lab. Four days ago you scheduled me for a nice quiet rest, and I couldn�t live through another one for all the coffee in Brazil!�
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In �Lady Killer!� Dorian Westmore, a sweet young woman shopping in a department store, decides to write a letter to her fianc� and sits opposite Inez Marie Polk, a big beautiful blonde who also is writing a letter but a very different kind � it is a blackmail note demanding an increased monthly payment.
When Dorian complains of a headache, Inez offers her an aspirin. Dorian remembers her mother�s words about never taking candy from a stranger and puts the aspirin in her purse. Later, she gives it to her wealthy uncle, who dies after taking it. Inez reads the story in the paper and realizes that the blackmail victim had tried to poison her.
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A peculiarity between the original story and the motion picture made from it is that the latter very closely follows the story line of the former but utterly changes its tone. Whereas the Fleming-Roberts story is dark, violent, and suspenseful, the film has been reset as a light comedy, making blackmail and murder and their investigation into a fun-filled romp, though it still has its share of violence. It does have less suspense than one might have expected as the murderer is identified relatively early.
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Robert Lowery appeared in more than seventy films, most notably in such action pictures as The Mark of Zorro (1940), The Mummy�s Ghost (1944), and Dangerous Passage (1944). He also was the second actor to play Batman, starring in the 1949 serial Batman and Robin.
Ann Savage had a prolific career, almost exclusively in the 1940s, mainly in B pictures, most famously as the villain Vera in Detour (1945). In 2007, Time magazine rated her role one of the �Top 10 Movie Villains,� while ranking Detour as one of the hundred best movies in spite of its low budget and B movie status.
In addition to �Lady Killer!� Fleming-Roberts�s crime story �Blackmail with Feathers,� published in the August 1942 issue of Detective Novels, also served as the basis for a movie, the 1943 Warner Brothers film, Find the Blackmailer, starring Jerome Cowan and Faye Emerson.

LADY KILLER!
G. T. Fleming-Roberts

Chapter One
Unhurried Death

Her name was Inez Marie Polk and she came into Fabian�s main floor that Monday afternoon wearing a mink coat and a silly little red pancake hat plastered over one eye. The tiny hat didn�t do a thing for her except accent the largeness of her face. It took quite a bit of staring to get used to a face like that, but after a while the inevitable conclusion was that it was pretty. She was a tall blonde, plump and pillowy above but tapering down through slim hips to absurdly small feet. The effect was top-heavy, like an inverted Indian club. And like an inverted Indian club balanced on a table set with priceless china, she was disquieting.
She got into the small shifting crowd of women about a handbag counter, picked up an alligator purse very specially priced at forty-seven dollars and fifty cents.
�Well,� she said, �it certainly doesn�t look like genuine alligator to me.�
She wasn�t talking to anyone. She was just talking. She quite often just talked, and if nobody answered her that was all right. About the only way you could shut her up would have been to strangle her or cut her throat. Several people had seriously considered going to just such extremes.
�Alligator calf, probably,� she said and tossed the handbag back onto the counter. �God knows alligators don�t have calves.� She smiled at her own joke, a lazy come-easy smile, was aware of dagger glances directed toward her. She didn�t care about that. She was just a big unsquelchable woman with the exquisite tact of a steam roller. And she was deliberate about it.
She made her way unhurriedly to the rear of the department store and to the foot of the stairs. A moment later she seated herself at one of the writing desks that were paired off, back to back, in one corner of the mezzanine. She put down her purse and a copy of Vogue, wriggled her mink coat off her shoulders, withdrew her arms from the satin-lined sleeves. She hung the top of the coat over the back of the chair, from which it immediately slipped down, to ball at her back. She didn�t care about that. She was just a big careless woman who paid six dollars for a pair of nylons on black market and then didn�t bother straightening the seams. Her lapel pin was of platinum, set with a star sapphire, and it was pinned none too securely to the frothy front of her blouse. The thin gold lighter with which she tried to light her cigarette seldom worked, because she couldn�t remember to put fluid in it.
Inez Marie Polk etched angular designs in the brown blotting pad with her thumbnail and thought that Fabian�s mezzanine was an odd place to write a blackmail letter. The other women up here, she was sure, were dashing off notes to people they cared about or who cared about them, whereas Inez Marie Polk was about to write to a murderer. The idea was sufficiently grotesque to provoke a low, lazy laugh.

She reached for a pen and a piece of note paper that Fabian�s supplied, only to discover that somebody had used the pen to pick walnuts, or something. She put the pen down and looked at the girl directly opposite her. Quite chummy the way these desks were arranged, she thought. You couldn�t look up from the writing surface without encountering the eyes of a stranger. This stranger�s eyes were large and brown, a bit wistful. She had hair the color of polished buckeyes and a sweet mouth that smiled shyly at Inez. Then she looked down quickly at her letter, rested her left elbow on the desk, and rubbed the center of her forehead with the tips of her fingers, massaging upwards.
�Headache?� Inez asked.
The brown-eyed girl was startled. �Why, yes.�
Inez nodded. �You need glasses,� she prescribed without hesitation. �Is there an extra pen over there, dearie?�
�No-o-o.� The brown eyes searched eagerly, then lifted to Inez. �But I have a pencil if that will help. It has a hard lead, though.�
�That�ll be fine.� Inez waited for the girl to open a purse and take out a mechanical pencil, then she reached across the stationery rack. �A pencil�s good enough. This is just a note to� � she uttered a low, amused laugh � �to � uh � the milk man.�
As she took the pencil from the girl�s fingers, she noticed the name �Dorian Westmore� stamped in gold on the blue plastic barrel. She picked up her cigarette from the ashtray, flicked the ashes onto the floor. She dated her letter, �January 11, 1945.� After that, she drew deeply on her cigarette and space-stared thoughtfully...
Dorian Westmore picked up the pen that Fabian�s had provided and continued:
Darling, you should see the lady seated opposite me. She just borrowed my pencil because the pen at her desk is broken. She has a big saddle-leather purse with large initials I.M.P. on it. Doesn�t that spell �Imp�? But you�ve never seen anything less impish unless it would be the Statue of Liberty. One of those pass-the-chocolates-I�ll-reduce tomorrow figures. (Catty, aren�t I?) But quite pretty in the face. She�s wearing mink and the loveliest pin you ever saw � like the dial on a compass with a star sapphire as big as a dime in the center.
Dorian stopped writing. She thoughtfully nibbled the end of the pen until it occurred to her that a number of other people had probably nibbled it. She put the tips of her fingers to her forehead and massaged. Her headache was worry over the letter she was writing. She had tried to write it before, but she had never succeeded in doing anything but beat about the bush. Because she loved him so � she drew an audible breath and once more set pen to paper.
Honey, it really oughtn�t to make any difference to me how you made your living before the war. It just isn�t any of my business, but...

She broke off. She thought, There you go bush-beating again. You�ve got to tell him. It�s not so much what old Uncle Phineas will or won�t do. It�s just that, you�d never sleep a wink if you married a�
�Is it hard to say, dearie?�
Startled from her thoughts, Dorian looked up and across at the blonde. She uttered a nervous laugh. �It�s hard to say when you�ve got a headache. I just can�t think.�
�I can�t think either, damn it,� Inez admitted. �But it�s not a headache with me, thank God.� She tossed her cigarette to the floor, stepped it out, kicked the lipstick-stained butt away from the desk. A maid in one of Fabian�s dark blue uniforms and an organdy apron saw the butt, came over to the desk with a light broom in one hand and a long-handled brass dustpan in the other. She swept up the butt and the ashes.
The maid was odd-looking, Dorian thought. Forty, maybe, with dull, light brown hair, with yellowish streaks like dead seaweed. She had narrow, concealing eyes, with dark tapering lines extending from them back to her temples. Dorian was reminded of instructions on a child�s cut-out � �Slit along dotted line and insert eyes here.�
�How about an aspirin.� The big blonde had opened her purse and removed a cardboard aspirin box from it. She extended the box across the intervening stationery rack and shook it. �Just one in there,� she said tactlessly.
�Oh, but I couldn�t take your last aspirin,� Dorian demurred. Something that her mother had pounded into her head as a child echoed now from memory: Never take candy or money or anything from strangers.
�Go ahead,� the blonde insisted. �I�m not due for a headache.�
Dorian accepted the pillbox, dropped it into her purse. �Thanks so much. I�ll just dash off another line or two and then go find a drinking fountain. I can�t swallow pills without water... So thoughtful of you.�
�Don�t mention it, dearie.� Inez picked up Dorian�s pencil and began her blackmail letter.
Dear Noll: (she wrote) I find five hundred a month isn�t enough. Make it seven hundred next time. I repeat the same word of warning: Make no attempt to find out who I am or the police will learn who killed Joyce Revers three years ago.

Pencil poised, Inez raised cold blue eyes from the paper, casually covered what she had written with her hand. She hadn�t noticed until now, but that damned maid was hovering around again. Ugly little pale-faced thing, she thought, with nasty, envious eyes.
�Modom�s coat has slipped,� the maid murmured. She had a flat completely impersonal voice. She moved back of Inez�s chair, pulled the mink coat up, turned the arm holes out over the corners of the chair back. Inez leaned back into the brocaded satin lining, her big-featured face composed, untroubled.
As the maid moved away, the crisp organdy of her apron brushed the edge of the desk, touched one of Fabian�s envelopes which Inez had addressed and placed face down. There was a short apprehensive gasp from Inez as the envelope fluttered to the floor. She leaned sideways in the chair, big hand darting for the envelope, arrested a gesture of protest as the maid stooped and recovered the envelope. It had landed address side up...

At the opposite desk, Dorian rubbed her forehead and thought she�d better lick this thing right now. If you were going to marry a man you had to be perfectly frank with him. If his love for you was so small that a little thing like this would make a difference, the marriage wouldn�t work anyway. So...
What I�m trying to say, darling, (she wrote) is that when the war is over and you�re out of the Army, I hope you�ll find another profession. Because I just don�t think I�d ever sleep a wink. Is this too much to ask?

�Here�s your pencil, dearie, and thanks loads.�
Dorian looked up, found the big blonde holding out the mechanical pencil. She took it, smiling shyly. �You�re quite welcome.�
Inez pushed back from the desk, stood up, put on her coat. She tucked the big saddle leather purse and her magazine under her arm, smiled her lazy smile at Dorian.
Dorian watched the woman cross to the mezzanine stair. She laughed a little to herself, went back to her letter.
I.M.P.-for-Imp just left, and she really wasn�t fat. Just one of those big beautiful blondes. Do you like big beautiful blondes? Please say no, because that�s just what I�m not! But she gave me an aspirin for my aching head.
Dear boy, I�ve got to run. Uncle Phineas is coming to my apartment for dinner, and I ought to be home catering to his indigestion. Wonder if all rich uncles have indigestion? Love and kisses � Dori.

Dorian enclosed the letter in an envelope, addressed it carefully. She drew the veil of her little brown hat down over her face. Gathering up her purse and the letter, she pushed back from the desk, walked to the stair, and down to the main floor.
Halfway along the row of elevator shafts was a glass mail chute. Dorian put the letter into the slot. As she saw the white downward flash of it, her heart lurched, trembled.
Please, God, don�t let him stop loving me! And for a moment she stood there, staring at the chute as though to draw the letter back in defiance of gravity. It was done now. Done. There was an utter finality in the word that sickened her. She took a short breath, turned, hurried toward the check room.
A drinking fountain gurgled near the checkroom door, and Dorian was reminded of the aspirin tablet in her purse. But she didn�t take the pill. She wouldn�t have taken it. Not that she was suspicious of the tablet or the woman who had given it to her. It was simply something deeply ingrained in her that kept her from taking it � the memory of those grave, frightening warnings her mother had given her as a child: Never take candy or money or anything from strangers.
Such a simple explanation for not taking the aspirin herself that no one was to believe her. Neither the police, nor the judge and jury were to believe her...

Inez Marie Polk knew nothing about the matter until the following morning when she turned out of bed around eleven. In pajamas, robe, and furry scuffs, she went to the door of her flat for the paper; the war had done that, even for Inez. She glanced at the front page on her way to the kitchen. Her sleep-puffy eyes were caught, but not securely by a headline:
P. C. SHARROD OF
LOGANSPORT IS
POISON VICTIM
She yawned at it. She said aloud and to no one: �Being from Logansport he won�t know he�s dead.� She tossed the paper onto the kitchen table, shuffled over to the stove to light the gas under what remained of some coffee she had made for Bill Redding when he had brought her home the night before. She stood with one elbow on the stove top, ducked her head to tangle her big fingers with her straw-yellow hair.
She rubbed her scalp drowsily.
�Aw, Bill,� she murmured. Another yawn erased her lazy smile. She was thinking that when Bill was tight he talked big and his eyes got hot and bright.
The coffee bubbled and roiled. She carried it to the table, poured some from the pot into an unwashed cup, sagged into a chair. It was when she reached for the sugar that her eyes passed the name, �Dorian Westmore,� on the front page of the paper. She frowned, remembering the name on the pencil which she had borrowed from the little brown-eyed girl on Fabian�s mezzanine the previous afternoon. Her eyes went back carefully, searched curiously to find the name again in a prominent position in the item about the Logansport man who had been poisoned. The column carried a local dateline.
No longer sleepy, her eyes pecked fragments from the column.
Police here held for questioning Miss Dorian Westmore, pretty brunette niece of Mr. Phineas Sharrod, wealthy Logansport man. According to Oliver Vickers, Miss Westmore rushed into the Vickers� apartment at 6:30 P.M. to announce, �I�ve poisoned Uncle Phineas!� Police found a packet containing atropine sulphate in Miss Westmore�s medicine cabinet...
�I have no idea how the poison got there,� Miss Westmore persisted after hours of questioning. �I didn�t even approach the medicine cabinet at any time that evening. Uncle Phineas complained of a headache and asked for an aspirin tablet. I had only one aspirin and it was in my purse. I gave that to him, but nothing else. Returning from the kitchen where I was preparing dinner, I found Uncle Phineas dead on the floor.�
MISS WESTMORE�S STORY �FANTASTIC�
�A big blonde woman in a mink coat and red hat gave me the aspirin tablet on the mezzanine floor of Fabian�s Department Store,� Miss Westmore told Lieutenant Graden of the Homicide Squad. Anna Nelson, maid employed by Fabian�s, was questioned about the �big blonde in a mink coat�...
�I remember Miss Westmore well,� Miss Nelson testified, �but there was no �big blonde� at that corner desk when she was there. In fact, that desk was vacant all the time.�

�Yeah?� Inez said. �Oh, yeah?� She looked up and away at the wall, but not for long. Her eyes were back, digging out the meat of the story.
Lieutenant Graden dubbed Miss Westmore�s story �a fantastic fabrication. Suppose there was a �big blonde,� as Miss Westmore insists, contrary to Miss Nelson�s testimony, why didn�t Miss Westmore herself take the aspirin tablet instead of giving it to her uncle some hours later?�
Ample motive for murder was seen in letters from the deceased to Miss Westmore, in which Mr. Sharrod threatened to disinherit his niece unless she married a certain Logansport banker whose name was withheld...

Inez stood up. She gnawed at a polished thumbnail, stared down at the paper. She ran a hand up the back of her neck following a cold, prickling sensation that spread up into her scalp.
�Geez!� she said. Then �Geez!� The aspirin tablet she had given the Westmore girl � it wasn�t aspirin. It was poison. Atropine something, whatever that was. Poison intended for Inez herself. That meant he knew! He had trailed her some way. He had broken into her flat and planted the poison tablet in her aspirin box. He had finally put his finger on her. She, formerly the huntress, was now the hunted. He would kill her. He had made one stab at it already. He would try again.
�Ohmigawd!� she said. She ran from the kitchen, leaving one of her scuffs behind. She kicked off the other slipper in the living room, ran barefooted into the bedroom. She knelt beside the bed, drew a flat trunk from beneath it, unhasped the lid. She swooped for the closet, stepped on the ball end of a shoetree lying on the floor and hopped, holding her injured foot in one hand.
Come on, Inez! she spurred herself. What�s a foot or even a busted leg? You got to get the hell out of here!
She started throwing things into the trunk and into suitcases, piling things in, tramping them down. She had to get out, because he would be back. She had a tiger by the tail and couldn�t let go. That is, she wouldn�t let go � not with all that money dropping into her mailbox regularly. He wouldn�t find her again. The only possible way he could have found her this time was by watching her post office box... Well, he must have watched through binoculars! It was a holy cinch she had never seen him hanging around the postal sub-station when she went for her mail! But it wouldn�t happen again.
�Once is enough for little Inez!� she said. She scooped up her jewel case from the dresser, looked into it and wondered vaguely what she had done with the star sapphire pin she had worn the day before. Well, it would turn up... She closed the case and dropped it into the open suitcase... Too bad about the Westmore girl, she thought. But they�d never send a big-eyed little doll like that to the chair.
Anyway � she yanked a drawer from the dresser and up-ended it over the trunk, it�s no skin off my nose.
That was the morning of January 12th.

Anna Nelson � she was the maid on Fabian�s mezzanine � dined in a Chinese restaurant on Monument Circle that evening. She didn�t particularly care for chop suey, but it did make her feel sort of exotic to be eating it. She wondered if Gene Tierney ate chop suey. She had never read anything in the movie fan magazines about Gene Tierney eating chop suey, but she thought possibly Gene Tierney did. Anna Nelson spent a good deal of her time � when she wasn�t sweeping up ashes and cigarette butts � thinking about what Gene Tierney did and didn�t do, because she always thought of herself as the Gene Tierney type. Not exactly what you could call a resemblance, but she was certainly the type. Exotic, like.
Anna Nelson took her time with her meal. She was killing time at the cost of a dollar � eighty-five cents and a fifteen cent tip � but that was all right because she was on to a good thing. That was practically the only advantage in being a maid at Fabian�s, you could sure run into a good thing once in a while if you kept your eyes and ears open, and once in a while sort of brushed envelopes off desks and things like that.
She left the restaurant at eight o�clock, walked to Washington Street and west to Illinois where she turned south. It was a neighborhood where you could go to be picked up if you wanted to be cheap. Passing the pool halls and taverns she was aware of the loafers giving her the eye, but she kept her head up and looked straight ahead toward the track elevations that ran into Union Station.
There was chill yellow fog that found its way through everything. Anna Nelson�s shiver was one third cold, one third excitement, and one third fear. For she knew the man she was going to meet was a murderer. He�d killed a Joyce somebody-or-other in New York � that much Anna had glimpsed on the note the big blonde woman had written on Fabian�s mezzanine the day before.
If you didn�t take chances, though, you never got anywhere. Look at the risks Gene Tierney ran � but of course that was in the movies, and this was real. It became increasingly real as she walked into the concrete cavern beneath the tracks, where the few widely spaced lights in the fog were as worn spots in a grey blanket.
�Miss Nelson��
She stopped in her tracks, her heart bounding up into her mouth. This was not the appointed spot. He was supposed to have met her in a beer parlor farther on. But he was here, knowing that she would have had to come this way. He stood less than a yard away from her, his back to a huge pillar of concrete, his figure a dim and sinister shadow among inanimate shadows. If he had not spoken, she would have passed him by.
�I thought we would have more seclusion here, Miss Nelson,� he whispered. And when she said nothing, he uttered a dry, rustling laugh. �I have some money for you. But first I should like to ask you a question. Why did you lie to the police about the big blonde woman?�
�None of your business!� She was on the defensive. And then, remembering that it was she who had the whiphand of things, she said, �Aren�t you a little mixed up? I�m the one who�s got something on you.�
The rustling laugh was accompanied by the crisp rattle of bills. He crushed the money into her hand, crushed her hand over the money, let her feel the strength of his fingers.
�See that you stick to your story, Miss Nelson, when you are on the witness stand. There was no big blonde woman seated at the desk opposite the Westmore girl in Fabian�s yesterday afternoon. That�s your story. Stick with it. Otherwise, I shall be forced to kill you.�
He released her fingers then, but there was lingering pain in her knuckles. Anna Nelson turned, took three steps before yielding completely to the impulse to run in blind panic back toward the brassy lights and the pool room loafers who leered and whistled. They, at least, were human...

Chapter Two
End of the Road

Peter Kane stood in the alley behind Fabian�s Department Store and waited. He thought you were always waiting for something, either good or bad. The poet who had written, I am the master of my fate, must have had his tongue in his cheek. Because you never really became the master of anything unless it was waiting. When you didn�t know if the thing you waited for would be good or bad you got butterflies in your stomach. Like right now. This was as H-Hour on D-Day, and like Christmas morning when you were a kid. A combination of both occurring, peculiarly, in Indianapolis and toward the end of March. Kane wished he had a good stiff drink and, lacking that, he lit a cigarette.
He was a short, slight man, as blond and hard as a knot of hemp rope. Grey had come suddenly across his temples, perhaps there on the beach at Salerno, perhaps in the hospital in North Africa. In the hospital, most likely, for it was there that he had received the first letter which Dorian had written from the women�s prison.
Kane pulled down his hat and turned up the collar of his topcoat against the rain. It was cold, viscid rain that crawled on the surfaces it touched, except on the piles of soot-blackened slush where it froze, or down in the sewers where it went off chuckling.
Monday, March twenty-sixth, he thought. He had five days. Dorian had five days. There were five days left of the world for him and Dorian. You couldn�t do anything about time. Not now. Maybe once you could have done something about time just by not inventing clocks and calendars. But having invented time, it ruled you. So you waited and counted the minutes and the hours and the days.
Dorian wasn�t in the women�s prison now. They had moved her to Michigan City because the chair was there. It hadn�t happened to many women in Indiana, but it was happening to Dorian. Incredibly, it was happening to Dorian.
Kane had showed the police the letter which he had received from Dorian, written that fateful afternoon on Fabian�s mezzanine. It had done some little good, he thought. It had worried Lieutenant Sam Graden, had awakened the first glimmer of doubt in Graden�s stolid, plodding thought mechanism.
Defensively, Graden had said, �Suppose there was a big blonde woman. Suppose, even, that she gave Miss Westmore an aspirin tablet.� Graden had shrugged, bunching the fat at the back of his neck. �That wouldn�t prove anything. That wouldn�t prove the aspirin was poisoned. The poison, Mr. Kane, was found in Miss Westmore�s apartment.�
Kane thought it proved a great deal. Dorian�s letter had established the existence of the big blonde whose initials were I.M.P. Since she existed, why had she kept under cover, if she was guiltless? And why had the maid at Fabian�s lied?
Kane was waiting there in the alley for the maid, for Anna Nelson � he had got her name from newspaper clippings. It was 8:45 P.M. and Fabian�s kept open that late on Monday nights as a convenience for war workers. An hour before, Kane had wandered across Fabian�s mezzanine, had covertly watched Anna Nelson as she swept up the ashes and lipstick-stained cigarette butts. A tall, hollow-chested woman, this Anna Nelson, thirtyish, not particularly intelligent looking. Given a homely face, she had tried to make it exotic, accenting the narrowness of the eyes, rouging the small mouth into something that was cruel and catlike, increasing her natural pallor into a paper-white mask to achieve a quality she probably thought of as �mysterious.�
She would not, he thought, be too difficult to pick up.
He waited and counted the minutes. Rain had extinguished his cigarette, but he left it dangling cold and limp in his lips.
At 9:00 he stepped away from the thin yellow light that illuminated the doorway through which Fabian�s employees entered and left the building. He stood in the shadows where the eaves dropped their beaded curtain upon him and looked toward the light. The first of the clerks were coming through the door, through the three gas pipe chutes that sifted them into three single file columns. There were checkers inside to examine the purses and any parcels that were carried from the store � a precaution against pilfering � but that didn�t slow the general exodus much. Two yards from the door, the three columns blended into a kaleidoscopic pattern of hats and faces that disintegrated into the darkness.
Standing there, his eyes jerking from face to face, Kane felt more than ever the awful oppression that time imposed. Suppose he missed Anna Nelson tonight. There would not be another Monday night for Dorian. Life would never have another Monday night. Cold sweat dribbled from his armpits and traced an icy line along his ribs. There were too many faces for only one pair of eyes. And there was too much waiting for one man�s patience. Too much of everything but time.

Then as Kane stood with a sea of humanity eddying and swirling about him, he saw Anna Nelson. She was all the way over on the other side of the alley, holding a black patent leather purse up over her head to protect her hat from the rain.
Kane threw himself across the tide, plunged through to the other side. She was ahead of him, hurrying along the fringes of the crowd to get her cheap finery to shelter as soon as possible. Ahead of her, near the mouth of the alley was a wide puddle of water, and Kane thought that might be turned to his advantage. He broke into a limping trot that brought him to the puddle at the same time that Anna Nelson was skirting it. He then had the self-imposed alternatives of splashing through the puddle or running into Anna Nelson.
He splashed through as though hell bent on catching somebody in the crowd beyond, stopped, threw up his hands in a hopeless gesture. He heard her small cry of dismay, turned as though noticing her for the first time. He�d spattered her pale hose and the side of the dark cloth coat with its rabbity fur trim.
�Say, I�m terribly sorry.� He was gravely concerned. She stood a moment looking down at the spatter marks, her lips a thin red line of exasperation. Fumbling in her purse for a handkerchief, she flung daggers at him with her narrow eyes.
�Here � let me.� He jerked out his handkerchief to wipe the mud and water from her coat. She backed from him, said with acerbity, �No, thank you!�
�Aw now look, miss�� Kane delivered his most disarming smile, �you ought to let me have your coat cleaned. It was all my fault. I thought I saw somebody I knew, and I was trying to catch her. You know how it is when you�re in a strange town � you keep looking for familiar faces.�
�And speaking of familiar faces,� she retorted, �have you noticed yours lately?�
Somebody in the passing crowd snickered. Anna Nelson tossed her head, turned, walked out into Meridian Street. Kane fell into step beside her.
�My name is Peter Kane,� he said.
She looked straight ahead and walked swiftly. �What do you expect me to do � fire a twenty-one gun salute?�
He laughed. �Hardly. I�ve had enough guns go off in my face. Look, miss, after you�ve been in the Army and knocked about the world a little, you get so you can tell something about people. Now I can tell you�re not the sort of a girl who�d pick up with a stranger. But I�m superstitious enough to think that if you get off to a bad start in a strange town that�s the way it will always be. I was thinking of going into business here��
�Well, go right ahead,� she said tartly. �Go into the boat business. Or maybe manufacture water wings.�
�But you�re the first person I�ve run into, and you�re making this a bad start for me.� They had reached Washington Street, were waiting side by side on the curb for the light to change. He looked over at her, caught her appraisive sidelong glance. That line about going into business had turned the trick for him, he thought, because it suggested money.
�Let�s start all over again,� he wheedled, �and do it right. Now. My name is Peter Kane. How do you do, Miss Zilch.�
She laughed. �It�s Miss Anna Nelson.�
�That�s much better,� he said. �Now if we could just go somewhere and talk things over with a steak, I�d feel much better about this Hoosier hospitality I�ve heard about and haven�t seen. What about it?�
�Wel-l-l, I just don�t know exactly.� The light had changed, but she wasn�t doing anything about it.
Kane said, �Sure you know. With me, all you have to do is say scram and I�ll scram. Or you can name a restaurant with a bar and we�ll make an event of it.�
She faced him abruptly, smiling with her catlike mouth. �All right. It�s an event.�
�Fine,� he said. �We�ll do it up brown.�
After two cocktails it was Peter and Anna � with the third cocktail he tried holding her hand. She gave his hand a little brush-off that didn�t mean a thing, and laughed. He could see that this wasn�t going to be hard. Especially it wouldn�t be hard after he flashed the roll he was carrying. They concluded the dinner with a brandy and Benedictine, and Kane got to talking about crowds. He didn�t go for crowds. Take the Army, there was a crowd for you, and a man could get too much of it.
�Give me a snug room with steam heat and the lights down low. Maybe Lombardo is coming in on the radio, and I�ve got a highball within easy reach and a good-looking girl who understands�� He gave his head an appreciative half shake. �That�s life. You can have your crowds.�
�I don�t like crowds either,� Anna said. Then, with what she intended for an arch look, �I never have any crowds at my apartment.�
He reached across the table and patted her hand. �Then what are we waiting for?�
She giggled. �The check, I guess.�
He summoned the waitress, peeled bills off his roll, tipped lavishly, and was satisfied that Anna Nelson missed none of this display. On the way out, Kane picked up a fifth of whiskey at the bar. He left Anna in the shelter of the entry while he stood at the curb to hail a cab.

It was an old, remodeled residence, newly faced with asphalt siding and apparently partitioned into small flats. The front door opened into a long dingy central hall with a wide stairway rising up to the second story. Kane and Anna Nelson climbed the stairs, and she led the way to a color-varnished door at the rear of the upstairs hall. Anna handed him an ordinary skeleton key.
He cocked an eyebrow at the key. �For keeps?� he said and smiled on one side of his mouth. And she laughed softly as he unlocked the door. She went in and Kane followed. She turned, slid her hands up under the lapels of his coat, pulled him toward her. He let the whiskey bottle slide out of his hand onto a chair, put both arms around her.
He said, �Baby, you�ve got what it takes.�
She pushed out of his arms. �You make yourself at home,� she invited, �and give a girl a chance to get comfortable. And,� she added as she walked toward the inside door, �don�t drink up all the liquor.�
As soon as she was out of the room, Kane wiped his mouth on the back of his hand, shuddered slightly. He took off his coat and hat, put them down on a chair. The small living room smelled of new wallpaper. There was a fluffy cotton rug on the floor, a matching sofa and chair in lime green, two lamp tables with pottery lamps on them, a cocktail table with glasses on it. It looked to Kane like one of those fifteen piece living room combinations offered for $198.95, including the framed Venetian sunset and an abundance of ashtrays. To his right was a mirror-faced closet door. On the opposite side of the room were two other doors, one of which led into the bedroom and the other doubtless opening onto the kitchen.
Kane picked up the whiskey bottle, unwrapped it, broke the seal with his thumbnail. He took a pull from the bottle, corked it again, put it down on the cocktail table. He made a quick tour of the room, looking in corners and in the closet. Then he sat down and had another pull from the bottle. Maybe twenty minutes ticked off. Anna�s feet pattered in the next room. She was humming softly.
He sat waiting and thought of Dorian.
�Why so quiet out there, Peter?� Anna called to him. �Fix up some drinks, huh?�
�All right.� Kane poured some whiskey, let her hear the clink of the bottle mouth against the glass. He could hear her fooling around with jars and bottles. There came the whiff-whiff sound of a perfume atomizer and after that, the whisk and rustle of satin � her housecoat. It would be black or scarlet, if he knew his Anna Nelsons. He got up, walked to the bedroom door and opened it soundlessly.
Against one wall was a brass bedstead, and opposite that a scarred, white-enameled dresser. There was no rug on the floor. Her street clothes were heaped on the bed. The only illumination came from the pink paper-shaded lamps on the dresser.
Anna was standing there, bending toward the mirror. Her housecoat was black rayon satin, to accent her pallor. She was applying small daubs of lipstick to the center of her little catlike mouth. She was so intent upon herself that she couldn�t see him there in the shadows at the door. She made a kiss-mouth at herself, practiced a smile that nauseated him. Then she took off the lid of a pressed glass box, removed some flashy piece of jewelry � a pin apparently, for she was fastening it at the low, narrow point of her V neckline when she noticed Kane watching her from the shadows.
She twisted around, the pin not yet fastened and dangling from the folds of the satin. Her hands clasped the dresser edge behind her and her body leaned back from him. Kane thought this was something she had seen in a movie.
She said, �You�ve got a nerve, busting into a lady�s bedroom!�
�Haven�t I?� His voice was quiet, level, his face in the mirror calm, resolute. He stared down at the pin dangling at the neck of her gown. It was like a many-pointed star, its dull gleam somewhat like that of silver. Yet it wasn�t silver. Jewelers didn�t mount star sapphires in silver. She saw him staring at it, raised a hand to cover it tremulously.
�Where did you get that pin, Anna?�
�At Fabian�s.� She twisted her shoulders. �It�s just a cheap little thing.�
He nodded. �Cheap at two thousand bucks.�
She laughed. �You think I�m a millionaire, Peter?�
�You wouldn�t want me to tell you what I think you are.�
Something in his eyes, the sudden intense blue flame of them, got in under her skin. For an instant, fear ripped the white mask of her face wide open, and as suddenly the breach closed, the yellowish eyes narrowing.

�What do you mean? Just what are you talking about, Mister Kane?�
�The pin,� he said. �Hand it to me. I want the pin you stole from the big blonde on Fabian�s mezzanine last January � the big blonde you claimed didn�t exist.�
�I don�t know what you�re talking about!� Defiantly.
�If you didn�t steal it, maybe she gave it to you so you�d keep your mouth shut.� His hand dropped to his suitcoat pocket, came out with a blue steel automatic pistol. �Hand over the pin, Anna.�
�Damn you!� Bitterly. She tore the pin from the gown and handed it to him. He stepped back, looking at the pin. It was fashioned after a compass card with all of its points. The faintly luminous lines deep within the blue stone in its center seemed to quiver like the needle of a compass. He turned the pin over. In the center of the backing was a delicately engraved trademark � a keystone with a script letter �R.�
�Are you a cop?� Anna wanted to know.
Perhaps that was her only reason for lying � fear of the police for what they might do to her, because of the theft of the sapphire pin. He dropped the pin into his pocket and looked over the gun at her.
�A private eye formerly,� he replied truthfully. �But I�m not anything now. Just a guy in love with a girl condemned to die in the electric chair.�
The white mask tightened defensively. The small mouth compressed.
Kane said, �Dorian Westmore. Doesn�t the name mean anything to you?�
�The girl that poisoned her uncle � sure. I read about it. But I didn�t lie to the cops. There was no blonde woman at that desk opposite her when she was up on the mezzanine.�
Kane motioned with his gun toward the bed. �Back to the foot of it, so you can watch yourself in the mirror,� he said. �Step on it, Anna. I�d just as soon kill you as not.�
Maybe she thought he would. She backed to the bed, rested her hands on the blanket rail, which was just where he wanted them. He knelt across the bed, put his gun down a moment to catch her wrists in one hand. He picked up a stocking from among her clothes on the bed and lashed her wrists to the blanket rail.
He said softly, �I�ve sent better souls than yours to hell, Anna Nelson. And they were just Nazis. Just dumb punks fighting because some crazy paperhanger told them to.� He reached into the inner pocket of his suitcoat, took out a flat leather case from which he removed a straight razor. She saw the flash of the bright steel in the mirror and the grim, emotionless face of the man who held it. Her indrawn breath was a small scream.
�You � you wouldn�t kill me. You wouldn�t dare!�
�No, Anna,� he said. �Killing�s too good.� Then he reached up to her hair, jerked a tuft of it loose from its pins, drew the keen edge of the razor across it.
She screamed. Kane put a hand on the top of her head, and his blue eyes narrowed critically at her reflection. �Anna, I�m going to shave your head as bald as a clown�s. It isn�t a pretty-shaped head � too flat at the back. You�ll hate yourself. You�ll probably never live in the same house with a mirror.�
�No!� She tried yanking herself free, her whole body wrenching, straining forward as she screamed. Kane bounced off the bed, got around in front of her. He had to slap her to stop her screaming. �You�ll talk,� he said. �You�ll tell the police the truth. Just say that and we�ll go down to headquarters right now � you with all of your hair.�
�I... I can�t. I... I wouldn�t dare�� She broke off. Her eyes twisted away from the hold his had upon them. From out in the living room came a faint, indefinable sound.
Kane put the razor down on the dresser, left the woman tied to the bed, and went out into the living room.
He stepped over to the front door of the flat and opened it. Nobody in the hall. He closed the door. And then�
It was nothing more than a stirring of the air that reminded Kane he was standing with his back to the closet and that the door of the closet had opened. Something caught him a crushing blow on the top of his head. Lights exploded behind his eyes. The floor tossed him about on his feet, threw him.
He got a hand to his coat pocket, fumbled for his gun, knowing for certain that he wasn�t going to come out of this in time, knowing that whoever had wielded the whiskey bottle wasn�t going to wait.
Then the second blow, and Kane plunged headlong into the darkness and silence...

The link was irreparably broken. Kane had known that it would be even before the second blow. Standing there, clinging to a chair that anchored him to a spinning world, he searched his pockets carefully. The star sapphire pin was gone. He knew as he took staggering steps to the door of the bedroom that Anna, too, was gone.
Anna�s body was there, crouching at the foot of the bed. Kane thought that the exotic quality for which she had strived had finally been achieved. She was like some uncivilized being, prostrate before a heathen god. A human sacrifice at some weird ritual. Her legs were folded under her, her head down between her knees, her arms extended backwards and up, still lashed to the blanket rail of the bed. Her pallor was now an unearthly shade of blue.
Kane got down on his knees beside her, raised her head gently, let it fall again. She had been strangled, the marks of the killer�s fingers discernable on the flesh of her throat.
He stood up, conscious of a dull ache that pervaded every fibre of his body. Anna could not talk now, couldn�t be forced into giving a word of evidence that might stay the execution of Dorian�s sentence. This was the end of the road, and Kane could see nothing farther.
It was then 1:16 A.M., and now only four more days...

Chapter Three
The Hours of the Fourth Day

They were the Oliver T. Vickers and definitely nice people. In the warmer months they lived at their country estate near Augusta; but during the winter they occupied a snug seven room apartment on North Meridian Street. Mrs. Vickers said she found the country dreary in winter.
She was a plump, wall-eyed woman of fifty with a thick neck and short-bobbed, greying black hair. Her housecoat was a gay gypsy thing that became her not at all. She evidently wore her diamonds to breakfast, and the glitter of them illuminated every gesture of her short puffy white hands. She sat in a wing chair in the Vickers apartment, which was directly across the hall from the one which Dorian had rented, and talked to Kane about Dorian and the murder.
�She was such a dear girl,� she said, probably unconscious of the fact that she was using the past tense. �There never has been the least doubt in my mind � and in Oliver�s too � but that she was entirely innocent. Of course there was a big blonde woman who gave her the aspirin tablet which she in turn gave to her uncle � but these police!�
Mrs. Vickers had only tongue-clucking for the police.
Kane, waiting for Mr. Vickers to put in an appearance, said politely, �I deeply appreciate everything you and Mr. Vickers did for Dorian��
�Yes, I know,� she broke in. �I can just see her at the door�� Mrs. Vickers indicated what door � � �Oh, Mr. Vickers, I�ve just poisoned Uncle Phineas,� she said or something like that.� Mrs. Vickers�s smile was pitying. �Poor child! Thinking first of us in her troubles that way � and it all could have happened to anyone! It was only a little while before that I was having such terrific headaches. A drawing sensation, you know? Eyes, of course. Oliver had me to nearly every oculist in town... She could have given me the tablet. The blonde, I mean, if I had been in Dorian�s shoes. Fairly makes one feel faint, thinking about it!�
Mrs. Vickers felt faint enough to fan her plump face with her jeweled hand. �And, Mr. Kane, just to think that maniac is still at large. Probably poisoning someone right this moment, while poor Dorian��
She drew a breath. Kane, at least, was grateful for the breath. One of the mahogany doors into the living room opened and Oliver Vickers entered the room.
He was a tall man with well-set shoulders and lean hips, a man for tweeds and pipes, for hunting dogs and other men. Perhaps he was for women, too, with that close-clipped grey mustache and his bright white smile. His rather large straight nose was saddled by a pair of Oxford glasses that didn�t go with the tweeds and the pipe; perhaps they were some special concession to his wife. She looked the sort who might try to borrow intellect.
�Oliver,� said Mrs. Vickers, stirring in her chair, �this is Peter Kane. Dorian�s Peter, you know.�
Vickers came striding to grip Kane�s hand. His green eyes were cool and keen, his glasses radiantly polished.
�So you�re the boy our Dorian was always writing to! But then,� he added almost apologetically, �coming out of Italy, Germany, and the Pacific, you�re not boys, any of you.�
Kane�s smile was slight. �I wasn�t exactly a boy when I went in. I guess they played too rough for me.�
�Sit down, Kane.� And as Kane sat, Vickers reached to a nearby table for a box of cigarettes, which he passed. �I knew you were in town. Lieutenant Graden at police headquarters told me yesterday.�
�Oliver has dropped in at the police station nearly every day since the trial,� Mrs. Vickers put in. �He is always hoping something will turn up.�
�I want to thank you�� Kane began, only to have Vickers check him with a wave of the hand.
�Not a word, Kane, if you please. We did our best, and it wasn�t good enough. I think my wife and I would rather not be reminded of � er, our inadequacies, shall we say?�
Kane shook his head. �That isn�t the word. You�ve both been kind, helpful, and loyal. You can�t prevent me from being appreciative.� He lighted the cigarette which Vickers had passed him then held the match for Vickers�s pipe. He said, �Anna Nelson was murdered last night.�
�Anna Nelson?� Mrs. Vickers blinked rapidly. �Oh dear! Someone we know?�
�The maid dear, the maid,� Vickers explained, somewhat piqued by his wife�s mirror-like memory. His swift glance stabbed at Kane. �And you must have pinned most of your hopes on making that woman talk. But the fact that she was murdered proves something, doesn�t it?�
Kane nodded. �To me it does.� He told them briefly of his experience on the night before, just as he had told it to Lieutenant Graden of Homicide some hours before.
�Graden is worried,� he concluded. �But then, like any man who fears he has made a life-and-death mistake, he�s pretty busy looking for alibis. He seems to be working on the theory that Anna Nelson�s death was a crime of passion.�
�Oh dear,� murmured Mrs. Vickers, shocked.
�She had an unsavory reputation.�
Vickers snorted and his Oxford glasses bobbled on his nose. �Yet the court accepted her testimony. It was Anna Nelson who knocked our defense. Dorian�s attorney had firmly established the existence of the big blonde woman. There was such a woman in Fabian�s that afternoon, because two clerks at the handbag department remembered seeing a woman of her description. But then the Nelson woman got up on the stand and said there was no one sitting at the desk opposite the one Dorian had occupied. And that�� he shrugged � �was that.�
�Anna Nelson lied,� Kane said, �and at least we know why she did.�
�Oh, do we?� Mrs. Vickers put in alertly.
�Her first lie to the police was to protect herself. She had either stolen or picked up a lapel pin belonging to the mysterious blonde. If the blonde had been found immediately following the poisoning of Dorian�s uncle, then Anna Nelson might have been accused of theft. Between that time and the trial, I believe somebody got to her, either bribed or threatened her into perjury.�

Kane took from his pocket the soiled worn letter which Dorian had written him on Fabian�s note paper. �Dorian�s letter the day of the poisoning,� he said. �I�d like you to read it.�
Vickers took the letter, and Mrs. Vickers rustled out of her chair to come over and stand behind her husband, to read over his shoulder. When they had finished, Mrs. Vickers said, �Oh, isn�t that sweet. So like Dorian!� Which drew a reproachful glance from her husband.
He said, �I believe, Maria, that Mr. Kane wanted us particularly to read about the lapel pin with the sapphire setting.�
Kane nodded. �That�s all that�s left. We might trace the blonde through a description of the pin.�
�You�re the authority on jewels in this household, Maria,� Vickers said to his wife. �Have you ever seen anything such as Dorian describes?�
�I?� She was astonished. �Oh, I�m no authority. I�ve nothing but these old family things.� She spread her short fingers as though her jewels were not sufficiently evident without that. �Lovely, aren�t they? And I�ve a pearl choker��
Vickers stopped her with some dry throat-clearing. His eyes had a frosty twinkle. �Maria, Mr. Kane is only interested in the owner of the star sapphire lapel pin.�
There followed a brief interval of uncomfortable silence and Kane concerned himself with the ash from his cigarette. He said after a moment, �That pin had a sort of trademark on the back � a keystone with the letter �R� engraved on it.�
�Oh!� Mrs. Vickers covered her mouth with three fingers as though she had said a naughty word and rolled saucer eyes back and forth between Kane and her husband. �Why, that�s Raymond, the custom jeweler. One of his exclusive designs, no doubt. Remember, Oliver? He�s the one who reset my marquise diamond that belonged to mother.�
Vickers stood up, smiling confidently at Kane. �You see? We are good for something, aren�t we? Excuse me a moment. I�ll get Raymond on the phone.� And he left the room.
Mrs. Vickers sighed. �He�s so clever, Oliver is.� She crossed once more to the wing chair, sat down, fussed with her voluminous skirts rather like a fat mama robin building a nest. �Oliver is president of the Rad-Ion Laboratories, you know. They make some terribly essential thing � a little fixed condenser, whatever that is, that goes into the walkie-talkie radios...�
She prattled on about Oliver, how he had hoisted himself by his boot-straps, how his keen judgment and executive ability had almost doubled the small fortune which her father had left her. Kane kept nodding. He hoped he was nodding in the right places, because he was paying very little attention. He was thinking that the thread of hope was as thin and fragile as spider floss. But while it was there you could dangle from it and kick your puny legs against the inevitable.
Then Vickers came back into the room, closed the door quietly behind him, turned � and there was no longer hope. Vickers�s narrow face was grave. He met Kane�s eager glance, shook his head, and his wobbling glasses shimmered. Kane stood up, conscious of a ringing within his head and a swift rush of blackness across his eyes that formed a vignette about Vickers�s tall figure.
�You � you mean the jeweler doesn�t know?� he asked hoarsely.
�He knew,� Vickers said. �He had the woman�s name and address. The pin was made for a Miss Inez Marie Polk. I.M.P.�� the initials in Dorian�s letter. She lived at the Lindstrum Apartments. I immediately called Lindstrum � the owner and manager of the apartment building, and he tells me that Miss Polk moved out suddenly at noon on January twelfth, the day after Dorian�s uncle was poisoned.�
�But my God, she couldn�t have just vanished!� Kane gasped. �She must have left a forwarding address. Could she have got a moving van that soon?�
�She didn�t have to,� Vickers said. �The apartment was a furnished one. All that she owned in it were her clothes, dishes, glassware, linen, and cooking utensils. And she took only her clothes.�
Kane tossed his cigarette into an ashtray, turned to Mrs. Vickers. �My coat,� he said, and remembered, �please.�
She was up from her chair then, rustling to the closet, protesting his departure. �At least have a cup of coffee with us, Mr. Kane�� And Vickers was asking anxiously, �What are you doing to do, Kane? Good lord, she�s been gone nearly three months. Her apartment is occupied by somebody else��
�I just won�t quit,� Kane said grimly. He uttered a short, bitter laugh. �When there�s nothing to hang onto, you hang onto nothing.�
Vickers strode across to the closet, even as his wife left it with Kane�s hat and coat. He said, �I�m going to drive that boy to the Lindstrum. It�s the least I can do.�

They didn�t talk of Dorian or the murder or the woman named Inez Marie Polk during the drive to the Lindstrum Apartments on Delaware Street. Vickers spoke of fixed condensers that the Rad-Ion Laboratories were making, perhaps with the idea of taking Kane�s mind from his troubles. Not that he could have possibly succeeded. Dorian�s face was forever before Kane�s eyes.
He liked taking it apart � the knobby little chin, the soft sweet mouth, the warm apricot tint of her skin, the chestnut of her hair, the short straight nose with its shell-pink nostrils, the wistful, out-of-this-world beauty of her brow and eyes. He put all the pieces together again and had something that was delicate and rare, to be kept under glass beyond the touch of sullying fingers.
That was Dorian. That was Dorian who was to die...
�...then after the war, with frequency modulation making all broadcast receivers obsolete,� Vickers�s voice came enthusiastically out of somewhere, �we�ll market a complete radio receiver��
This was after the war for Kane. This was the homecoming, the peace.
Kane stared straight ahead into rain that came down like steel knitting needles. He had to look at the thing omnisciently. Only by accepting cold logic could he divorce himself from bitterness. Had Kane, a detective, not known Dorian personally he would have made the same fatal errors the police had made. There was everything against Dorian, and nothing for her � motive, opportunity, the weapon, the corpse. The master link to the truth had been Anna Nelson, always obscure and now nonexistent.
He found his mind dropping into the worn groove, following its tortuous trail of fact and circumstance to come inevitably against the same obstacle: What if I find Inez Marie Polk and she admits having given Dorian the aspirin? What would it prove?
�This is the place,� Vickers said.
The car had stopped in front of a squarish, three story apartment building of smooth buff brick with the name LINDSTRUM chiseled in limestone above the entry, with heavy, unframed plate glass doors.
As Kane pushed down the door latch, Vickers asked anxiously, �You�re all right, Kane?�
Kane looked at him, felt the edge of that searching green-eyed glance. He smiled slightly. �I�m okay,� he said. He was. He was outside himself, like a shucked clam, sprawling, unfettered, relaxed.
�If�� Vickers began, and then substituted, �when � when you find out anything, let me know, let me know at once, won�t you? I�ll be in my office. Give me a ring.�
Kane nodded, and got out into the rain.
Albert Lindstrum was behind the first floor door indicated by the word Superintendent. He was a stocky, vigorous middle-aged man in a bright blue suit. When Kane announced his business, Lindstrum�s smile was wide and welcoming. He put out a hand that felt a good deal like a rubber glove filled with lukewarm water.
�From the police, no doubt,� he deduced as he ushered Kane into what must have been an office and a living room. Kane sat down in a leather lounge chair beside a businesslike desk, pushed his hat up from his small, worried face.
�Why from the police?� he asked.
Lindstrum had a quick, nervous shrug. �Oh, it seemed strange, that�s all. Very, ver-ree strange.� His shaggy black eyebrows walked an inch up his broad brow. �A tenant ordinarily doesn�t move out a week after paying the rent. Not without an explanation. And there wasn�t any explanation from Miss Polk. Merely a note under my door, saying she had left.�
�And you haven�t any idea whether she left town or what?�
�No idea, Mr. Kane. None whatever.� He shook his head. �Very strange. Packed her clothes and left. Left what dishes she had � and what linen � behind her. Took, of all things, one of the ice cube trays out of the refrigerator.� The quick, energetic shrug again. �But that�s nothing. Sometimes a tenant will take window blinds or curtain rods that they can�t possibly have any use for. I�ve had �em walk out with all the lighting fixtures.� He wagged a partially bald head. �Yes sir, they�ll take anything that isn�t set in concrete.�
Kane hooked an ankle over a knee, laced his fingers across his chest. �All right. What do you know about her?�
Lindstrum drummed thoughtfully on the top of his desk, finally wagged his head. �Not a damned thing. Right after Mr. Vickers phoned, I began trying to remember. I�ve got to conclude that I never knew a tenant less than I knew Miss Polk. She gave a bank reference when she moved in. It was satisfactory. She was from New York, and while she gave her previous residence, I didn�t check with her former landlord. Lost the address. For no reason at all, I concluded she might be a grass widow with plenty of alimony coming in. Don�t ask me why. I�ve just always thought of her as that � a damn good-looking woman if you could get used to the size of her face.�
�She must have had friends or callers,� Kane suggested.
�She might have. I wouldn�t know. A very odd person, now that I think of it.�
�How odd?� Kane persisted.
�Wel-l-l, always talking. But not saying anything. Small talk. The weather, prices, rationing. Almost as though it was all patter, hiding something.� Lindstrum laughed uneasily. �Don�t repeat that, please, Mr. Kane. She might have been a welfare worker for all of me.�
�And in her hurry to move away, she left nothing except dishes and linen?�
�Unless you mean dirt. And cobwebs. Even garbage. She wasn�t much of a housekeeper. She just didn�t give a damn � she left a lot of fashion magazines.�

Kane�s heart skipped a beat. �And the magazines?� he asked gently, fearfully.
Lindstrum blinked at him, snapped his fingers. �That reminds me, I�ve got to call somebody to come and get those magazines and newspapers in the basement. A regular fire hazard. They certainly will accumulate.�
�You mean the magazines that were taken from Miss Polk�s apartment may still be in the building?�
Lindstrum shrugged. �I suppose so. Unless the janitor did something with them. Mighty few tenants will bother to take care of magazines and papers when they move out. Just chuck them into a closet��
�I�d like to look them over,� Kane interrupted.
Lindstrum stared at him, leaned back in his swivel chair. �They�ll be all mixed up. Naturally, I had no reason to have Miss Polk�s magazines kept separate. What�s your idea? You think you might possibly discover what ones she subscribed to and get her new address from the publishers?�
�Yes,� Kane said. But that wasn�t it. That wasn�t it at all. A line from the letter Dorian had written him on Fabian�s mezzanine persistently returned to him. She just borrowed my pencil because the pen at her desk is broken. And there were soft blotting pads on the desks on Fabian�s mezzanine. No one could have written legibly in pencil on such a surface. The blonde Inez Polk must have used something for a writing block. Perhaps a magazine � one that she might have carried home with her, one that might even now be in the basement of the Lindstrum Apartment.
Again the fragile thread of hope, and Kane fingered it cautiously, delicately, like stacking matches in the neck of a bottle...
Hours later, Kane sat on an orange crate in the basement of the Lindstrum Apartment, surrounded by a disordered sea of magazines. His hands were covered with grime, his small face smeared with coal dust. Cobwebs trailed from the brim of his hat. His eyes were bloodshot and burning.
Thousands of magazines in that stack, and only one that mattered. There was an aching lump in his throat like wanting to cry as he held the January issue of Vogue in his shaking hands and tilted it toward the light. Letters, even complete words were impressed in the glossy surface of the magazine cover � some sharply indicated, others only suggested, and still others conspicuously missing.
Janu 11, 1945

De Noll:
I fi fiv hun ed o th n�t enough. Make se en undre next time.
I re eat the same ord of arning: Make no attempt o ind out who I or olice will learn who illed yce Revers hree y rs go.
Irma Pet rsen,
Stati n A, B x 518.

�Blackmail!� Kane said aloud. Irma Petersen was Inez Polk. That fitted with her mysterious source of income which Lindstrum had supposed was alimony. It fitted the poisoned aspirin tablet which she had given to Dorian that day. Someone � �Dear Noll� � had tried to poison Inez Marie Polk, and Inez, through some strange quirk of fate, had given the poisoned tablet to Dorian. Dorian hadn�t swallowed it. She�d given it to her Uncle Phineas.
But this wasn�t proof. It wasn�t anything but another tantalizing thread of hope. And the watch on Kane�s dirty wrist stood at 6:45 P.M. and the hours of the fourth day were running out...

Chapter Four
Silver Frame

As Peter Kane had reconstructed it, the letter which Inez Marie Polk had written at Fabian�s that day, read:
January 11, 1945

Dear Noll:
I find five hundred a month isn�t enough. Make it seven hundred next time.
I repeat the same word of warning: Make no attempt to find out who I am or police will learn who killed Joyce Revers three years ago.
Irma Petersen,
Station A, Box 518.

�And you say you haven�t taken this to the police?� Vickers asked incredulously. They were seated in Kane�s shabby little room in the Alpha Hotel with the clock creeping around toward midnight.
Kane shook his head. His blue eyes were feverishly bright, sleepless. �It isn�t proof,� he said to Vickers. �And I don�t dare take it to the police. If this were to break into print, it would only serve as a warning to Inez Marie Polk, wherever she may be. She might move again. She might cover her trail even more than it is already covered. I�ve got to have more than that.�
Vickers sucked thoughtfully at his pipe, found it cold. He struck a match, applied it to the pipe bowl. �And this Joyce Revers who was murdered � you�ve found out something about her?�
Kane nodded. �An English music hall girl who came to New York before the war. Better than three years ago she was found strangled in her New York apartment. Her killer has never been found.�
�And what�s the next move?� Vickers wanted to know.
�The post office,� Kane said. �The reason Inez Polk is in hiding is that she still has her hooks into the killer. She doesn�t want the killer to find her again, naturally. At the same time, she doesn�t want to let him go.�
Vickers shuddered. �God, she�d rather let Dorian die than lose out on her blood-money! A woman like that ought to be killed.�
�I think she will be,� Kane said softly and drew one of those swift, searching glances from Vickers.
Vickers stood up, reached for his coat which lay across the bed. He said, �I hope you know what you�re doing, Kane.� And then he left.
Kane went to bed that night, but not to sleep. He lay there, staring into the dark, whispering to Dorian, who wasn�t there. Chin up. There�s a way out. We�ll find a way out.
If only there was time...

Early the morning of the third day before Dorian was to die, Kane was in the Post Office Sub-Station A. Box 518 was empty. And it was not until late in the afternoon that some hidden hand behind the bank of lock boxes thrust something into 518. It was a white, squarish envelope, resting address side down. And there was nothing for Kane to do but stand there and wait for somebody to come and get the letter.
Somebody came at dusk � a stooped little old man with bowed legs and tired, dragging feet; a little man with spidery black eyes and a fixed smile that tucked deep wrinkles into his cheeks. He shuffled to the boxes and stooped in front of 518. Kane, in his eagerness, stood directly behind the other. The little door came open. The gnarled fingers caught the letter by the corner.
�Ah, from my Jacob!� came audibly from the old man�s lips. He turned, still stooping, and bumped into Kane. He lifted spidery eyes to Kane�s face and smiled widely.
�Excuse me. A letter from my Jacob and I�m so excited I do not see where I am going.� He waved the small War Department V-Mail envelope under Kane�s nose. �My Jacob, thank God, he is still safe!�
Kane swallowed. �That�s fine,� he said. �That�s swell.� He watched the old man shuffle out of the station, then he turned, limped over to the registered letter window. A spectacled clerk looked out at him, shook his head.
�Sorry, but we close at five. Try the main post office downtown.� And the flexible steel curtain rolled down firmly in Kane�s face.
There was only one card left in Kane�s hand and he knew it wasn�t an ace. Call it a two-spot. If �Irma Petersen� had left a change-of-address card at Station A, the post office would not reveal her new address. It would, however, forward her mail. If Kane then directed a registered letter to her and asked for a return receipt, it would be necessary for her to sign the receipt before the letter was deliverable. Kane�s guess was that she would not sign it. In which case the letter would be returned to him and it would carry the correct address.
But suppose she had returned to New York? Suppose she were somewhere on the west coast? There was nothing slower than a registered letter, especially when you waited and watched. And suppose she was wise to the trick? Suppose it only served to warn her to move again? The chance was a slim one, but the only one left. He had to try it.

On the second day there was nothing. Kane hung around the lobby of the Alpha Hotel, or he sat at the Alpha Bar, drinking whiskey as a substitute for food and sleep. Vickers dropped in on him there and Kane simply raised his haggard eyes from the bar and shook his head.
�Nothing?� Vickers asked.
Kane shook his head. Then Vickers sat on the stool beside him, ordered a drink. He sat in silence, drawing on his pipe.
�Nothing else you can do?�
Kane shook his head again.
�You�ll let me know if anything turns up?�
�Yes,� Kane said. �I�ll let you know.�
And then Vickers went out, his drink untasted.
Kane sat at the bar, fumbled a sheaf of newspaper clippings from his pocket. They included everything that had been printed about the poisoning of Dorian�s uncle, the arrest, and the trial. Kane knew them by heart, he thought, and yet he started over them again. The first clipping was that from the morning paper of January 12th, the day that Inez Marie Polk had vacated her apartment at the Lindstrum.
The day that Inez Marie Polk had vacated her apartment at the Lindstrum. Kane squinted to take the blur out of the newspaper account. There wasn�t anything there about Inez Marie Polk, of course. Why did his brain continually repeat: January 12th, the day that Inez Marie Polk had vacated her apartment at the Lindstrum.
He said, �My God!� hoarsely.
The barkeep, polishing glasses, leaned forward attentively and asked, �Huh?�
Kane stared at the man without seeing him, stared right through the bartender. The whole, incredible truth was right there in that first clipping dated January 12th. Yet it didn�t mean a thing unless you realized that on that day Inez Marie Polk had vacated her apartment at the Lindstrum.
Kane said, �It�s something you can see and can�t touch.�
The barkeep nodded sagely. �I had a girl like that once. She drove you nuts.�
Kane swept up the clippings, slid off the bar stool and staggered back into the lobby. The maddening part of the whole thing was that what he now knew didn�t do any good without Inez Marie Polk herself. If only she hadn�t left town! If only he could reach her in time!
He found his way to the phone booth, went in, fumbled the door closed behind him. He dialed police headquarters, asked for Lieutenant Graden. Graden was in the building, somewhere. It would take a few moments to locate him. Kane waited and thought that the more waiting you did the harder it was to do.
�Peter Kane,� he said when Graden�s husky, weary voice came out of the receiver.
�Well?� Graden said, and didn�t sound pleased.
�I�ve got to talk to you,� Kane told him. �Can you come to the Alpha right away? I�ve got something. I know what actually happened. It�s been right under our noses all the time.�
Graden took an audible breath. �All right,� he said. �I�ll be over this evening...�

Kane�s registered letter was returned to the hotel desk on the morning of the last day. He took it from the clerk�s hands, turned, stumbled to the nearest chair and sat down. Somebody had written �Unclaimed� across the face of it, in blue pencil. Black pencil had crossed out the Box 518 and substituted an Audubon Drive address�
He now had her address � her address as of yesterday.
�Oh, God!� he murmured prayerfully, then shoved himself out of the chair to cross the lobby and go out into the street.
The Alpha Hotel didn�t have a doorman, no one to whistle for cabs. Kane limped down Illinois Street to the corner and stood there on the curb. Three taxis passed him before one pulled up at a wave of his arm. He got in, gave the forwarding address on the envelope.
It was a matter of thirty crawling minutes before the taxi stopped in front of a brick duplex on Audubon Drive. Kane paid the driver, got out. The last figure in the �Irma Petersen� address was a fraction, so Kane assumed that she occupied the upper half of the duplex. He climbed to the porch, rang the bell for the lower apartment. A woman in a blue housecoat, with her yellowish white hair in metal curlers, came to the door. She had heavy, sagging features and curious blue eyes.
�Yes?� she said as though it were a preamble to, �I don�t want any.�
Kane said, �Can you tell me something about your neighbors in the second floor?�
�The Reddings, you mean?�
Kane didn�t know. He asked, �Is Mrs. Redding a tall, striking looking blonde?�
The woman shook her head. �She�s tall, all right, and I guess you�d call her striking. But she�s no blonde. That is,� she added spitefully, �she hasn�t been a blonde since she moved in here!�
Kane smiled slightly. �Is she at home?�
�I�m sure I wouldn�t know,� said the woman. �Why don�t you try ringing their doorbell instead of mine!� And she started to close the door.
�I mean,� Kane said hastily, �she hasn�t moved, has she?�
�Well, certainly not. That�s their garbage bucket sitting out in front. I saw Mr. Redding take it down this morning.� And this time Kane let the woman slam the door in his face.
He went back to the sidewalk, limped north half a block to cross the Pennsylvania Railroad tracks. There was a little drugstore just beyond, and he went on in and back to the phone booth. He looked up the number of the Oliver Vickers apartment, dialed. It was Mrs. Vickers who answered.
�Oh, Mr. Kane!� she said, pleased. �Oliver isn�t here. Poor man, he�s been having to work nights � one executive meeting after another. So much to do. They�re planning for conversion after the war, and��
�Thanks,� Kane said. �I�ll try the office. If he should drop in, tell him I�ve found Inez Marie Polk. And you might jot down this address.� And he gave Mrs. Vickers the address of the duplex.
He then called the Rad-Ion Laboratories, only to learn that Vickers was not there, but was expected shortly. He left exactly the same message, then hung up and left the store. He returned the short distance to the duplex and this time entered the vestibule at the foot of the stair leading to the second story. There a locked door barred his passage. There was a pushbutton and speaking tube above the single mailbox on his left. He pressed the button, waited until a feminine voice came from the speaking tube.
Kane asked, �Mrs. Redding?�
�Yes.� It was not an unpleasant voice.
�This is David Brooks,� Kane said, �of the Department of Internal Revenue. I�d like to talk to you for a moment.�
�Oh.� A moment of silence. �Are you sure you have the right Mrs. Redding?�
�Certain of it,� Kane said. �Is your husband in?�
�No, he isn�t.�
�Then I�ll talk to you. It won�t take a moment.�
�Well��
The electric lock on the door buzzed. Kane opened the door, stepped halfway across the sill, kept the door open with a knee while he stuffed his handkerchief into the bolt socket at the door jam. Then he allowed the door to close, wedged open a little way by the wad of handkerchief. He went on up the steps, his heart beating in his throat.
She opened the door at the top of the steps, stood waiting for him. She was tall � taller than Kane � a big, full-bosomed woman in her thirties, her hair dyed black and worn in a low knot at the nape of her neck. She had on a white silk crepe negligee over her night dress, and she wore white satin slippers with open toes. Her lipstick, her nail polish were the same deep shade of brownish red. Knowing what she was and what she had done, Kane found her large, perfect features hideous.

She smiled a slow, lazy smile. �Come in, Mr. Brooks,� she invited. �I don�t know what the Department of Internal Revenue wants with poor little me, but�� She shrugged and backed, and Kane stepped wordlessly across the sill.
He was dimly aware of luxurious furnishings and soft carpets, of the haunting fragrance of expensive perfume. He closed the door behind him, took a long, slow breath.
�Miss Inez Marie Polk, I believe,� he said. �Alias Irma Petersen.�
A fleeting shadow of fear crossed the blue eyes. But the smile came again, easily.
�Now I know you�ve made a mistake, Mr. Brooks,� she said. �I�m Vera Redding. And before I married Bill, I was Vera Schultz.� She took sidling steps and sat down sideways on a small Empire chair that stood in front of a mahogany serpentine front desk.
Kane said, �I�ve made my share of mistakes, but this isn�t one of them. You�re caught, and you�re going to talk. And I�m not Brooks. I�m the guy Dorian Westmore was writing to that day on Fabian�s mezzanine.�
Inez Marie Polk pursed her lips, frowned thoughtfully. �Dorian Westmore? Oh, that�s the girl who poisoned her uncle.� She shrugged. �But that�s no skin off my nose.�
�It�ll be skin off your nose,� Kane said. �That poison was intended for you. You�re going with me down to Police Headquarters. You�re going to confess blackmailing the killer of Joyce Revers. You�re going to explain that you knew Dorian told the truth about the aspirin tablet. And you�re going to explain why you knew the aspirin was poisoned. You�re going to show the evidence you have against the killer. And � you�re � going � to � do � all � that � right � now.�
She sent a fluttering glance about the room, perhaps taking swift inventory of the soft, lazy life she loved more than anything else. Then, as Kane took a step toward her, she glanced over her shoulder at a closed door.
�Bill,� she called. �Bill, you�d better come in here.�
The door opened. A man in gaudy pajamas and a red-brocaded satin dressing gown came out of the bedroom. He must have been all of six feet three inches tall and would have weighed close to two hundred pounds. His face was mostly jaw and when he closed his mouth his lower teeth overlapped the uppers. He had close-set black eyes and there were crooked wrinkles above them, as though possibly he had a hangover and his head was killing him.
�Buck fever, huh, little man!� Inez flung at Kane. She was standing now, in front of the desk, and she�d used Bill�s entrance to cover her getting a gun from the desk drawer. It was a small, nickeled revolver and it was leveled at Kane.
Bill jerked a thumb at Kane. �Who is he, Inez?� His voice didn�t go with his hulking figure; it was thin, reedy.
Inez laughed. �Who is he? Where the hell have you been? That damned registered letter. I told you we ought to have cleared out as soon as it came!�
Bill Redding looked Kane up and down. �He don�t look like much.�
�All right,� she said. �Beat hell out of him.� Her eyes were bright, her smile fixed. �Look, you weren�t here, Bill. You came in and found this little guy hitting me. And you beat him to a pulp. You killed him, see? It�ll look like that. We�ll call the cops. Go on, Bill. Beat hell out of the little��
Kane turned a little way toward Bill and waited. Bill had to wind up. Bill had to tug up first one sleeve of his dressing gown and then the other. Then he came toward Kane crouching, lips peeled back from his teeth.
�You mean knock hell out of him, huh, Inez? Like this��
Kane put out a foot and stamped down hard on Bill�s slippered foot. Bill yelled and hopped back. Kane, not as fast on his feet as he had been before that piece of shrapnel had torn into his leg, was still fast enough for Bill. He stepped in close to the big man, ripped out a left to the body and a right to that concrete jaw. He nearly broke his right fist, but Bill went toppling, reeling back, grasping at straws. The straw he got was the upright of a tier table and he carried it crashing to the floor with him. He made no immediate attempt to get up.
Kane faced Inez and her gun. �Now,� he said quietly, �you�re next.� He started toward her, his eyes on her face and then on her smooth white throat. �You�d better make up your mind, Inez, because once I get my hands on you I might forget to let go.�

She laughed at him. The little gun in her hand barked and spat flame. It was like snagging himself on barbed wire; he felt the tug of the bullet in the flesh of his side, but he kept right on walking.
�God, but you�re filthy,� he said.
She stared at him. She had shot him and he hadn�t stopped. Six feet, five, four � and his eyes kept burning the flesh of her throat. She put one hand up to her throat and screamed. She raised the gun blindly and fired again. And through the wisps of smoke from the little gun there was still his face and his burning eyes.
He caught her throat, close up beneath her jaw, his thumb and fingers like pincers. He caught her right wrist, forced the gun down, forced her back to the wall.
�Bill!� she screamed. �Bill!�
Kane yanked her forward, swung her around so that he could see Bill. The big man was back on his feet. He had a gun in his hand and couldn�t use it, because Inez was in front of Kane, unwillingly shielding him.
He thought possibly he might have killed Inez then if it hadn�t been for Vickers.
Vickers opened the door at that moment, and Vickers, too, had a gun. Kane saw Bill swing around toward the door, heard the blast of Vickers�s gun. Bill�s knees buckled, his big body pitched forward to fall thunderously, to kick a little.
Vickers stood in the doorway, tall and straight in his tweeds, his handsome face set, his bright teeth showing in a strange sort of smile. Kane could see how things were going. He thought happily that this was justice � blind, staggering justice. And he let Inez Polk go. She reeled back from him, saw Bill on the floor, saw the blood. She saw Vickers in the doorway, and her mouth opened wide without screaming. Her blue eyes stared. She half raised the gun in her right hand before Vickers fired again. His bullet took her above the left eye, and her face was ugly, grotesque as she went down.
Kane got down on his knees. He walked on his knees toward Inez, one hand pressed against his side where his own blood flowed warm across his fingers. A yard from Inez, he collapsed, lying on his side. He closed his eyes an instant, opened them to fight back the red haze. Vickers was stooping over him, the barrel of his gun smoldering in Kane�s face. Vickers�s eyes were cold and bright behind the polished, bobbling glasses.
�Kane, are you badly hurt?�
Kane�s small body shivered. �Yeah,� he worked out. �This is it. Get � get the evidence. She keeps it on ice. In the refrigerator in an ice cube tray. Get it, Vickers. Call the cops � the governor � save Dorian...� He rolled his head, face down against the soft carpet, and lay still.
Vickers moved quickly the length of the living room, through the wide arch into the dining room. He pushed open the swinging door into the kitchen and left it open. Kane raised his head far enough to look over Inez�s prone body. He saw Vickers standing there at the refrigerator door.
Kane crawled nearer to Inez. He reached across her shoulders to her right hand, disengaged it from her gun. His fingers closed on the gun and then he drew back to rest his right arm across Inez�s hips. The refrigerator door was open. Vickers�s right hand was targeted against the inner white of it, reaching into the ice cube tray compartment. Kane looked deliberately across the sights and triggered smoothly.
Vickers�s hand jerked back as though the ice had burned him. He turned bewilderedly toward the swinging door to face Kane. His right hand fumbled helplessly in an attempt to get his gun out. He came stumbling into the dining room, trying to draw his gun from his right trousers pocket with his left hand. He couldn�t. The tail of his coat kept getting in his way. His right hand, bleeding and dangling, got in his way. It was funny and Kane laughed at him.
�You should have killed me just now, when you thought you were going to have to,� he jeered at Vickers. �Because I�m not going to die. Dorian�s not going to die either. Just Bill, and Inez, and you, Noll. Dear Noll!�
Vickers was just standing there facing the little gun in Kane�s hand, wondering what the hell he was going to do, when the door opened and Detective-Lieutenant Graden came in with a squad of cops at his back. Two of the cops seized Vickers, got the gun out of his pocket, clamped bracelets on him. He just stood there, wondering what he was going to do, when now it was fairly obvious that he wasn�t going to do anything.
Graden looked about, a little bewilderedly. He cursed.
�We were right on Vickers�s tail,� he said, �but he got across the tracks half a block ahead of us and we had to wait for the world�s longest freight train.�
Kane laughed a little, sitting there on the floor beside Inez Polk�s body. He said, �That�s all right. It�s better like this � now you go to the refrigerator and find out why Inez Polk took an ice cube tray from the Lindstrum Apartments. I think she�s got a package of negatives frozen in the ice � photos that will prove Vickers killed Joyce Revers in New York... And get the Governor on the phone, and��
Graden bent over, saw the blood that flowed out through Kane�s fingers. He said, �You just relax. I�ll attend to everything. And � and thanks.�

Graden was one of those men who didn�t easily get over his own mistakes. The first evening that Kane and Dorian were at home following their honeymoon, Graden came to their apartment to sit uncomfortably on the edge of a chair and twirl his hat. He seemed to have a lot to say, but didn�t know how to go about saying it. Dorian slipped out into the kitchen after a while to see if a shaker of cocktails wouldn�t do something for Graden�s tongue. Through the door, she crooked a finger at Kane.
She said as Kane came in, �Absolutely, Peter, the poor lieutenant�s conscience is killing him. You don�t think he�ll jump into the Seine like that poor policeman in Les Miserables, do you?�
�I hardly think so,� Kane said, laughing. �If for no other reason, then because we haven�t got a Seine. He just thinks he has wronged you and he doesn�t know how to fix things up. We�ll see if the cocktails will loosen him.�
Dorian nodded, brown eyes dancing. �If they don�t, we�ll get out a rubber hose.�
Kane went back into the living room, stood in front of the lieutenant. �Did you hear that? Dorian�s going to use a rubber hose on you, if you don�t give out with your grief.�
Graden looked uneasily toward the kitchen. �Does she mind if we talk about the murder? After all, she was pretty damned close to � ahem!�
Dorian was coming in with the cocktails. She dimpled at Graden. �You�re worried because you don�t see how my smart husband figured that Oliver Vickers was the killer, isn�t that it?�
�Wel-l-l�� Graden scowled. He scowled particularly at Kane. �I get it partly. Of course, we�ve got Vickers�s confession��
Kane snapped his fingers. �That�s fine. We�ll trade. There are a few points I don�t know about the solution. I�ll tell you how and why I picked Vickers, if you�ll give us a preview of what the D.A. is going to show the jury at the trial.�
Graden nodded his agreement. �And don�t start out with that line about the solution being right under my nose.�
Kane shrugged. �Where else? I found it in the newspaper, of all places. In the papers of January twelfth, it was said that when Dorian found her uncle dead, she ran across to the Vickers apartment for help. Thus Vickers got into Dorian�s apartment before you did, and Vickers consequently heard the story about the blonde who gave Dorian the aspirin before you did. Vickers knew the blonde existed, knew the aspirin was poisoned � because he had poisoned it. So he left some atropine sulphate in Dorian�s apartment, planted it while he was playing good neighbor to Dorian.�
�Yeah, but that�s mostly guessing on your part,� Graden complained. �It holds water, sure, but��
Kane was shaking his head. �It had to be that way. Because I learned that Inez Marie Polk moved out of the Lindstrum Apartments the morning of January twelfth � moved suddenly and unexpectedly. Why did she move? Because she had read the murder story in the papers that morning. Because she knew Dorian�s �fantastic� story wasn�t fantastic. More than that, there was Oliver Vickers�s name in the newspaper story � Vickers who lived across the hall from Dorian, who had ample opportunity to plant poison in Dorian�s apartment while he was playing good neighbor.
�Inez had an advantage over all of us, because she knew that Vickers had killed Joyce Revers. She knew that Vickers would also kill her if he could get his hands on her, in order to check the blackmail. Therefore, she knew the aspirin tablet had been poisoned with atropine sulphate and that it had been intended for her. Nothing else explains Inez�s hurry to move. She was afraid Vickers would try again, possibly even before dark.�
�Okay,� Graden said gruffly. �Vickers confessed that he had been trying to get at Inez for a long time. But with her using that post office box address, she wasn�t easy to trail. What he finally did, in desperation, was to camp for hours at a time in the loft of an old garage building across from the postal substation where Inez had her box.�
�Golly, he must have had wonderful eyes,� Dorian commented.
�Field glasses,� Graden explained. �Finally, when he saw the woman who took the mail from box five hundred eighteen, he trailed her. Up until that time, he actually had not known the identity of the woman who was blackmailing him. Inez�s safety depended on his not knowing. After that, of course, he found an opportunity to break into Inez�s apartment and plant the poisoned aspirin tablet.�
Kane said, �I was exposed to a few other clues you didn�t have a chance to ponder over. Mrs. Vickers told me that prior to the murder she had been having trouble with her eyes and that her husband had taken her to nearly every oculist in town. That�s how he got hold of the atropine. Oculists use it to dilate the pupils of the patient�s eyes. Vickers picked some of it up when the doctor was busy with Mrs. Vickers. He thought it was a poison that couldn�t be traced to him.
�Another thing, of course, was the way Inez opened her blackmail letter � �Dear Noll.� That must have been what Joyce Revers called Oliver Vickers. Joyce was English, and the English diminutive for �Oliver� is �Noll.� We�d call him �Ollie� probably.�
�But why did Vickers kill this poor Joyce girl in the first place?� Dorian wanted to know.
�It�s like this,� Graden said ponderously. �Joyce and Inez were a couple of nightclub girls in New York, Mrs. Kane, and they were working a racket. Joyce would pick up with a much-married man who looked like dough, and Inez would flick her candid camera. Joyce would get the man up to her flat and turn the heat on him to make him buy those negatives. Vickers confessed that he just blew his top and strangled the girl when she tried it on him.�
Kane said, �And Anna Nelson?�
�Both blackmail and bribery there,� Graden said. �To stall police investigation which might have eventually led to Vickers, Dorian had to be found guilty. That�s why Vickers paid Anna to perjure herself, though like you pointed out before, Anna would have lied anyway because she had swiped that pin off Inez Polk�s coat. Vickers confessed that as soon as he found you were back in town, he knew something had to be done to see that Anna Nelson stayed quiet, because he figured you were pinning all of your hopes of freeing Dorian on making Anna talk.�
Which seemed to settle everything except Lieutenant Graden�s conscience. The way he looked at Dorian and batted his eyelids, you could tell he was suffering.
�Look,� Kane said finally, �the next time you drop in, bring a nice big chest of sterling silver tableware, why not?�
�Huh?� Graden blinked now at Kane, and Dorian said, �Why, Peter, what a thing to say!�
�I mean it,� Kane continued placidly. �Cross Dorian�s palm with the silver and maybe she�ll forgive you for trying to put her in the electric chair.�
Graden scowled at him. �Why � why damnit, that�s blackmail!� Then he burst out laughing. �But damn me if I don�t do just that, Kane!�


Tip on a Dead Jockey
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Although less often read today than at the peak of his popularity, Irwin Shaw (1913�1984) produced several works that are an essential part of the American literary pantheon, notably his short story, �Girls in Their Summer Dresses� (first published in the February 4, 1939, issue of the New Yorker) and The Young Lions (1948), his hugely successful first novel that tells the stories of three soldiers � two American and one German � whose destinies cross on the battlefields of World War II. It is famously grouped with Norman Mailer�s The Naked and the Dead (1948) and James Jones�s From Here to Eternity (1951) as the three great American novels about World War II; it was released in 1958 with Montgomery Clift and Marlon Brando.
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In �Tip on a Dead Jockey,� American Lloyd Barber, a nearly broke former pilot, is living in Paris after World War II. He is being pressured by Bert Smith, an international figure who earns his living in highly questionable ways, to fly a shipment of English money between France and Egypt. Although offered a small fortune ($25,000) to make the trip, he sees a jockey killed at a racetrack and takes it as a bad omen and turns down the offer. His friend Jimmy Richardson, also an ex-pilot, agrees to make the flight, which appears to have serious complications.
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The plotline in the film is significantly more complicated and should have been much more exciting. The locale has been moved to Madrid and it is now the 1950s. Lloyd Tredman (Lloyd Barber in the story), deeply depressed after his Korean War experiences, is a drunk and a gambler who has written to his wife asking for a divorce because he�s not the man she married. She comes to find him in Madrid.
He has agreed to fly a load of cash from Egypt to France. He knows that the flight entails smuggling contraband currency but the big payday is enticing. He bets his last $1,000 on a horse race, stating that if he wins he won�t have to make the flight. The jockey riding the horse on which he bet is killed in a fall.
Convinced that there was foul play, engineered by Bert Smith, a smarmy international smuggler, Lloyd refuses to fly the plane, so his friend and fellow pilot Jimmy Heldon agrees to replace him. He takes off and the plane goes missing for a while. Jimmy returns safely, but Lloyd is convinced something will go wrong so he knocks out his friend and takes to the cockpit himself. Interpol becomes aware of the airplane and chases it. Lloyd lands and tries to hide the money and discovers that the cargo also includes heroin.
Curiously, though it is probably the seminal event in the movie, no explanation for the jockey�s death ever is provided.
Orson Welles had originally been scheduled to direct Tip on a Dead Jockey but the job eventually went to Richard Thorpe, who worked with Robert Taylor on eight films, including Taylor�s best-known chivalric swashbucklers, Ivanhoe (1952) and Knights of the Round Table (1953). Welles had worked on the script with Charles Lederer but the version he favored was not used in the filming.
The working title during filming was The 32nd Day.
Shaw�s story had originally been optioned by Alfred Hitchcock but he became immersed instead in two other films, The Wrong Man (1956) and Vertigo (1958), and let the option expire.

TIP ON A DEAD JOCKEY
Irwin Shaw

Lloyd Barber was lying on his bed reading France-Soir when the phone rang. It was only two o�clock in the afternoon, but it was raining for the fifth consecutive day and he had no place to go anyway. He was reading about the relative standing of the teams in the Rugby leagues. He never went to Rugby games and he had no interest in the relative standings of Lille and Pau and Bordeaux, but he had finished everything else in the paper. It was cold in the small, dark room, because there was no heat provided between ten in the morning and six in the evening, and he lay on the lumpy double bed, his shoes off, covered with his overcoat.
He picked up the phone, and the man at the desk downstairs said, �There is a lady waiting for you here, M. Barber.�
Barber squinted at himself in the mirror above the bureau across from the bed. He wished he was better-looking. �Did she give her name?� he asked.
�No, Monsieur. Should I demand it?�
�Never mind,� Barber said. �I�ll be right down.�
He hung up the phone and put on his shoes. He always put the left one on first, for luck. He buttoned his collar and pulled his tie into place, noticing that it was frayed at the knot. He got into his jacket and patted his pockets to see if he had cigarettes. He had no cigarettes. He shrugged, and left the light on vindictively, because the manager was being unpleasant about the bill, and went downstairs.
Maureen Richardson was sitting in the little room off the lobby, in one of those age-colored plush chairs that fourth-rate Parisian hotels furnish their clientele to discourage excessive conviviality on the ground floor. None of the lamps was lit, and a dark, dead, greenish light filtered in through the dusty curtains from the rainy street outside. Maureen had been a young, pretty girl with bright, credulous blue eyes when Barber first met her, during the war, just before she married Jimmy Richardson. But she had had two children since then and Richardson hadn�t done so well, and now she was wearing a worn cloth coat that was soaked, and her complexion had gone, and in the greenish lobby light she seemed bone-colored and her eyes were pale.
�Hello, Beauty,� Barber said. Richardson always called her that, and while it had amused his friends in the squadron, he had loyally stuck to it, and finally everyone had picked it up.
Maureen turned around quickly, almost as though he had frightened her. �Lloyd,� she said. �I�m so glad I found you in.�
They shook hands, and Barber asked if she wanted to go someplace for a coffee.
�I�d rather not,� Maureen said. �I left the kids with a friend for lunch and I promised I�d collect them at two-thirty and I don�t have much time.�
�Sure,� Barber said. �How�s Jimmy?�
�Oh, Lloyd...� Maureen pulled at her fingers, and Barber noticed that they were reddened and the nails were uneven. �Have you seen him?�
�What?� Barber peered through the gloom at her, puzzled. �What do you mean?�
�Have you seen him?� Maureen persisted. Her voice was thin and frightened.
�Not for a month or so,� Barber said. �Why?� He asked it, but he almost knew why.
�He�s gone, Lloyd,� Maureen said. �He�s been gone thirty-two days. I don�t know what I�m going to do.�
�Where did he go?� Barber asked.
�I don�t know.� Maureen took out a pack of cigarettes and lit one. She was too distracted to offer the pack to Barber. �He didn�t tell me.� She smoked the cigarette avidly but absently. �I�m so worried. I thought maybe he�d said something to you � or that you�d bumped into him.�
�No,� Barber said carefully. �He didn�t say anything.�
�It�s the queerest thing. We�ve been married over ten years and he never did anything like this before,� Maureen said, trying to control her voice. �He just came to me one night and he said he�d got leave of absence from his job for a month and that he�d be back inside of thirty days and he�d tell me all about it when he got back, and he begged me not to ask any questions.�
�And you didn�t ask any questions?�
�He was acting so strangely,� Maureen said. �I�d never seen him like that before. All hopped up. Excited. You might even say happy, except that he kept going in all night to look at the kids. And he�s never given me anything to worry about in the � the girl department,� Maureen said primly. �Not like some of the other boys we know. And if there was one thing about Jimmy, it was that you could trust him. So I helped him pack.�
�What did he take?�
�Just one Valpak,� Maureen said. �With light clothes. As though he was going off on a summer vacation. He even took a tennis racket.�
�A tennis racket,� Barber nodded, as though it were the most natural thing in the world for husbands to take tennis rackets along when disappearing. �Did you hear from him at all?�
�No,� Maureen said. �He told me he wouldn�t write. Did you ever hear of anything like that?� Even in her anguish, she permitted herself a tone of wifely grievance. �I knew we shouldn�t have come to Europe. It�s different for you. You�re not married and you were always kind of wild anyway, not like Jimmy��
�Did you call his office?� Barber asked, interrupting. He didn�t want to hear how wild people thought he was, or how unmarried.
�I had a friend call,� Maureen said. �It would look too fishy � his wife calling to ask where he was.�
�What did they say?�
�They said that they had expected him two days ago but he hadn�t come in yet.�
Barber took one of Maureen�s cigarettes and lit it. It was the first one in four hours and it tasted wonderful. He had a little selfish twinge of gratitude that Maureen had come to his hotel.
�Lloyd, do you know anything?� Maureen asked, worn and shabby in her damp, thin coat in the foggy green light.
Barber hesitated. �No,� he said. �But I�ll put in a couple of calls and I�ll telephone you tomorrow.�
They both stood up. Maureen pulled on gloves over her reddened hands. The gloves were worn and greenish black. Looking at them, Barber suddenly remembered how neat and shining Maureen had been when they first met, in Louisiana, so many years before, and how healthy and well-dressed he and Jimmy and the others had been in their lieutenants� uniforms with the new wings on their breasts.
�Listen, Beauty,� Barber said. �How are you fixed for dough?�
�I didn�t come over for that,� Maureen said firmly.
Barber took out his wallet and peered judiciously into it. It wasn�t necessary. He knew exactly what was there. He took out a five-thousand-franc note. �Here,� he said, handing it to her. �Try this on for size.�
Maureen made a motion as though to give it back to him. �I really don�t think I should...� she began.
�Sh-h-h, Beauty,� Barber said. �There isn�t an American girl in Paris who couldn�t use five mille on a day like this.�
Maureen sighed and put the bill in her pocketbook. �I feel terrible about taking your money, Lloyd.�
Barber kissed her forehead. �In memory of the wild blue yonder,� he said, pocketing the wallet, with its remaining fifteen thousand francs, which, as far as he knew, would have to last him for the rest of his life. �Jimmy�ll give it back to me.�
�Do you think he�s all right?� Maureen asked, standing close to him.
�Of course,� Lloyd said lightly and falsely. �There�s nothing to worry about. I�ll call you tomorrow. He�ll probably be there, answering the phone, getting sore at me for sucking around his wife when he�s out of town.�
�I bet.� Maureen smiled miserably. She went through the cavelike murk of the lobby, out into the rainy street, on her way to pick up the two children, who had been sent out to lunch at the home of a friend.

Barber went to his room and picked up the phone and waited for the old man downstairs to plug in. There were two suitcases standing open on the floor, with shirts piled in them, because there wasn�t enough drawer space in the tiny bureau supplied by the hotel. On top of the bureau there were: a bill, marked overdue, from a tailor; a letter from his ex-wife, in New York, saying she had found an Army pistol of his in the bottom of a trunk and asking him what he wanted her to do with it, because she was afraid of the Sullivan Law; a letter from his mother, telling him to stop being a damn fool and come home and get a regular job; a letter from a woman in whom he was not interested, inviting him to come and stay with her in her villa near Eze, where it was beautiful and warm, she said, and where she needed a man around the house; a letter from a boy who had flown as his waist-gunner during the war and who insisted that Barber had saved his life when he was hit in the stomach over Palermo, and who, surprisingly, had written a book since then. Now he sent long, rather literary letters at least once a month to Barber. He was an odd, intense boy, who had been an excitable gunner, and he was constantly examining himself to find out whether he and the people he loved, among whom he rather embarrassingly included Barber, mostly because of the eight minutes over Palermo, were living up to their promise. �Our generation is in danger,� the boy had typed in the letter on the bureau, �the danger of diminution. We have had our adventures too early. Our love has turned to affection, our hate to distaste, our despair to melancholy, our passion to preference. We have settled for the life of obedient dwarfs in a small but fatal sideshow.�
The letter had depressed Barber and he hadn�t answered it. You got enough of that sort of thing from the French. He wished the ex-waist-gunner would stop writing him, or at least write on different subjects. Barber hadn�t answered his ex-wife, either, because he had come to Europe to try to forget her. He hadn�t answered his mother, because he was afraid she was right. And he hadn�t gone down to Eze, because no matter how broke he was, he wasn�t selling that particular commodity yet.
Stuck into the mirror above the bureau was a photograph of himself and Jimmy Richardson, taken on the beach at Deauville the summer before. The Richardsons had taken a cottage there, and Barber had spent a couple of weekends with them. Jimmy Richardson was another one who had attached himself to Barber during the war. Somehow, Barber was always being presented with the devotion of people whose devotion he didn�t want. �People hang on to you,� a girl who was angry at him once told him, �because you�re an automatic hypocrite. As soon as somebody comes into the room, you become gay and confident.�
Jimmy and he had been in bathing trunks when the picture was snapped, and Barber was tall and blessed with a blond, California kind of good looks next to Jimmy, who seemed like a fat, incompetent infant, standing there with the sunny sea behind him.
Barber peered at the photograph. Jimmy didn�t look like the sort of man who would ever be missing from anywhere for thirty-two days. As for himself, Barber thought wryly, he looked automatically gay and confident.
He leaned over and took the picture down and threw it into a drawer. Then, holding the phone loosely, he stared around him with distaste. In the glare of the unshaded lamp, the dark woodwork looked gloomy and termite-ridden, and the bed, with its mottled velours spread, the color of spoiled pears, looked as though it had been wallowed on by countless hundreds of obscenely shaped men and women who had rented the room for an hour at a time. For a second, he was piercingly homesick for all the rooms of all the Hotel Statlers he had slept in and all the roomettes on trains between New York and Chicago, and St. Louis and Los Angeles.
There was a whistling, static-like sound in the phone, and he shook himself and gave the number of the George V. When he got the George V, he asked for M. Smith, M. Bert Smith. After a while, the girl said M. Smith was no longer at the hotel. Barber asked hurriedly, before the girl could cut him off, whether M. Smith was expected to return shortly or if he had left a forwarding address. No, the girl said after a long wait, he was not expected to return and there was no forwarding address.
Barber hung up. He was not surprised about Bert Smith. He was a man who wandered mysteriously from hotel to hotel, and he might have used a half-dozen names besides Smith since Barber had spoken to him last.
With a conscious effort, Barber tried not to think about Jimmy Richardson or his wife, who was called, as a friendly squadron joke, Beauty, or about Jimmy Richardson�s two small sons.
Scowling, Barber went over to the window. The winter rain of Paris was seeping down into the narrow street, blurring it with the unproductive malice of city rain, chipping colorlessly at the buildings opposite, making it impossible to imagine what they had looked like when they were new. A workman was unloading cases of wine from a truck, looking persecuted by the weather, the Paris sound of clinking bottles muted and made hollow and mournful by the flow of gray water from the skies and from window ledges and signs and rolled awnings. It was not a day for a husband to be missing, for a friend to be missing. It was not a day to be alone or to have only fifteen thousand francs in your pocket or to be in a narrow hotel room where the heat was off from ten in the morning till six at night. It was not a day to be without a job or cigarettes or lunch. It was not a day on which to examine yourself and realize that no matter how many excuses you gave yourself, you were going to wind up knowing that, finally, you were responsible.
Barber shook himself again. There was no sense in just staying in the room all day. If he was going to do any good, he would have to find Bert Smith. He looked at his watch. It was nearly two-thirty. He tried to remember all the places he had ever seen Bert Smith at two-thirty in the afternoon. The fancy restaurant near the Rond-Point, where the movie people and the French newspaper owners and the rich tourists ate; the bistro on the Boulevard Latour-Maubourg, on the Left Bank; the restaurants at Auteuil and Longchamp and St. Cloud. Barber looked at the newspaper. They were running at Auteuil today.
If he was not at the races and if he was still in Paris, Bert Smith was likely to be in one art gallery or another in the middle of the afternoon. Bert Smith was an art lover, or at least he bought pictures, shrewdly and knowingly. Since Smith lived in hotel rooms, which were unlikely places for a collection, it was probable that he bought paintings on speculation or as an agent or, when they were important ones that the government did not wish to have leave the country, to be smuggled out of France.
Barber had also seen Smith late in the afternoons in the steam room at Claridge�s, a small, round man with surprisingly well-shaped legs, sitting in the vapor, wrapped in a sheet, growing pinker and pinker, smiling luxuriously in the steam, sweating off the fat that he had accumulated in many years of eating in the best restaurants in Europe.
He had also seen Smith several times around six o�clock in the evening in the barbershop at the George V getting shaved, and after that in the bar upstairs, and in the bar at the Relais Plaza and the English bar downstairs at the Plaza-Ath�n�e. And late at night he had seen him at various night clubs � L�El�phant Blanc, Carroll�s, La Rose Rouge...
Barber thought unhappily of the last fifteen thousand francs in his wallet. It was going to be a long, wet, hard, expensive day. He put on his hat and coat and went out. It was still raining, and he hailed a taxi and gave the driver the address of the restaurant near the Rond-Point.

It had started about two months before, in the stand at Auteuil just before the sixth race. The day was misty and there weren�t many spectators, and Barber had not been doing very well, but he had got a tip on the sixth race, on an eight-to-one shot. He put five thousand down on the nose and climbed high up in the stand to get a good view of the race.
There was only one other spectator near him in the stand, a small, round man wearing an expensive-looking velours hat, and carrying a pair of binoculars and a rolled umbrella, like an Englishman. He smiled at Barber and nodded. As Barber smiled back politely, he realized that he had seen the man many times before, or his brother, or a half-dozen other men who looked like him, in restaurants and in bars and on the street, usually with tall girls who might have been lower-class mannequins or upper-class tarts.
The man with the umbrella moved over to him along the damp concrete row of seats. He had little, dapper feet and a bright necktie, and he had a well-cared-for, international kind of face, with large, pretty dark eyes, fringed by thick black lashes. He had what Barber had come to call an import-export face. It was a face that was at the same time bland, cynical, self-assured, sensual, hopeless, and daring, and its owner might be Turkish or Hungarian or Greek or he might have been born in Basra. It was a face you might see in Paris or Rome or Brussels or Tangier, always in the best places, always doing business. It was a face, you felt somehow, that was occasionally of interest to the police.
�Good afternoon,� the man said, in English, tipping his hat. �Are you having a lucky day?� He had an accent, but it was difficult to place it. It was as though as a child he had gone to school everywhere and had had ten nurses of ten different nationalities.
�Not bad,� Barber said carefully.
�Which do you like in this one?� The man pointed with his umbrella at the track, where the horses were gingerly going up to the distant starting line on the muddied grass.
�Number Three,� Barber said.
�Number Three.� The man shrugged, as though he pitied Barber but was restrained by his good breeding from saying so. �How is the movie business these days?� the man asked.
�The movie business went home a month ago,� Barber said, slightly surprised that the man knew anything about it. An American company had been making a picture about the war, and Barber had had four lucky, well-paid months as a technical expert, buckling leading men into parachutes and explaining the difference between a P-47 and a B-25 to the director.
�And the blond star?� the man asked, taking his glasses away from his eyes. �With the exquisite behind?�
�Also home.�
The man moved his eyebrows and shook his head gently, indicating his regret that his new acquaintance and the city of Paris were now deprived of the exquisite behind. �Well,� he said, �at least it leaves you free in the afternoon to come to the races.� He peered out across the track through the glasses. �There they go.�
No. 3 led all the way until the stretch. In the stretch, he was passed rapidly by four other horses.
�Every race in this country,� Barber said as the horses crossed the finish line, �is a hundred metres too long.� He took out his tickets and tore them once and dropped them on the wet concrete.
He watched with surprise as the man with the umbrella took out some tickets and tore them up, too. They were on No. 3, and Barber could see that they were big ones. The man with the umbrella dropped the tickets with a resigned, half-amused expression on his face, as though all his life he had been used to tearing up things that had suddenly become of no value.
�Are you staying for the last race?� the man with the umbrella asked as they started to descend through the empty stands.
�I don�t think so,� Barber said. �This day has been glorious enough already.�
�Why don�t you stay?� the man said. �I may have something.�
Barber thought for a moment, listening to their footsteps on the concrete.
�I have a car,� the man said. �I could give you a lift into town, Mr. Barber.�
�Oh,� Barber said, surprised, �you know my name.�
�Of course,� the man said, smiling. �Why don�t you wait for me at the bar? I have to go and cash some tickets.�
�I thought you lost,� Barber said suspiciously.
�On Number Three,� the man said. From another pocket he took out some more tickets and waved them gently. �But there is always the insurance. One must always think of the insurance,� he said. �Will I see you at the bar?�
�O.K.,� Barber said, not because he hoped for anything in the way of information on the next race from the man with the umbrella but because of the ride home. �I�ll be there. Oh � by the way, what�s your name?�
�Smith,� the man said. �Bert Smith.�
Barber went to the bar and ordered a coffee, then changed it to a brandy, because coffee wasn�t enough after a race like that. He stood there, hunched over the bar, reflecting sourly that he was one of the category of people who never think of the insurance. Smith, he thought, Bert Smith. More insurance. On how many other names, Barber wondered, had the man lost before he picked that one?
Smith came to the bar softly, on his dapper feet, smiling, and laid a hand lightly on Barber�s arm. �Mr. Barber,� he said, �there is a rumor for the seventh race. Number Six.�
�I never win on Number Six,� Barber said.
�It is a lovely little rumor,� Smith said. �At present, a twenty-two-to-one rumor.�
Barber looked at the man doubtfully. He wondered briefly what there was in it for Smith. �What the hell,� he said, moving toward the seller�s window. �What have I got to lose?�
He put five thousand francs on No. 6 and superstitiously remained at the bar during the race, drinking brandy. No. 6 won, all out, by half a length, and, although the odds had dropped somewhat, paid eighteen to one.
Barber walked through the damp twilight, across the discarded newspapers and the scarred grass, with its farm-like smell, patting his inside pocket with the ninety thousand francs in a comforting bulge there, pleased with the little man trotting beside him.
Bert Smith had a Citro�n, and he drove swiftly and well and objectionably, cutting in on other cars and swinging wide into the outside lane to gain advantage at lights.
�Do you bet often on the races, Mr. Barber?� he was saying as they passed a traffic policeman, forlorn in his white cape on the gleaming street.
�Too often,� Barber said, enjoying the warmth of the car and the effects of the last brandy and the bulge in his pocket.
�You like to gamble?�
�Who doesn�t?�
�There are many who do not like to gamble,� Smith said, nearly scraping a truck. �I pity them.�
�Pity them?� Barber looked over at Smith, a little surprised at the word. �Why?�
�Because,� Smith said softly, smiling, �in this age there comes a time when everyone finds that he is forced to gamble � and not only for money, and not only at the seller�s window. And when that time comes, and you are not in the habit, and it does not amuse you, you are most likely to lose.�
They rode in silence for a while. From time to time, Barber peered across at the soft, self-assured face above the wheel, lit by the dashboard glow. I would like to get a look at his passport, Barber thought � at all the passports he�s carried for the last twenty years.
�For example,� Smith said, �during the war...�
�Yes?�
�When you were in your plane,� Smith said, �on a mission. Weren�t there times when you had to decide suddenly to try something, to depend on your luck for one split second, and if you hesitated, if you balked at the act of gambling � sssszt!� Smith took one hand from the wheel and made a gliding, falling motion, with his thumb down. He smiled across at Barber. �I suppose you are one of the young men who were nearly killed a dozen times,� he said.
�I suppose so,� Barber said.
�I prefer that in Americans,� Smith said. �It makes them more like Europeans.�
�How did you know I was in the war?� Barber said. For the first time, he began to wonder if it was only a coincidence that Smith had been near him in the stand before the sixth race.
Smith chuckled. �You have been in Paris how long?� he said. �A year and a half?�
�Sixteen months,� Barber said, wondering how the man knew that.
�Nothing very mysterious about it,� Smith said. �People talk at bars, at dinner parties. One girl tells another girl. Paris is a small city. Where shall I drop you?�
Barber looked out the window to see where they were. �Not far from here,� he said. �My hotel is just off the Avenue Victor Hugo. You can�t get in there with a car.�
�Oh, yes,� Smith said, as though he knew about all hotels. �If it doesn�t seem too inquisitive,� he said, �do you intend to stay long in Europe?�
�It depends.�
�On what?�
�On luck.� Barber grinned.
�Did you have a good job in America?� Smith asked, keeping his eyes on the traffic ahead of him.
�In thirty years, working ten hours a day, I would have been the third biggest man in the company,� Barber said.
Smith smiled. �Calamitous,� he said. �Have you found more interesting things to do here?�
�Occasionally,� Barber said, beginning to be conscious that he was being quizzed.
�After a war it is difficult to remain interested,� Smith said. �While it is on, a war is absolutely boring. But then when it is over, you discover peace is even more boring. It is the worst result of wars. Do you still fly?�
�Once in a while.�
Smith nodded. �Do you maintain your license?�
�Yes.�
�Yes, that�s wise,� Smith said.
He pulled the car sharply in to the curb and stopped, and Barber got out.
�Here you are,� Smith said. He put out his hand, smiling, and Barber shook it. Smith�s hand was softly fleshed, but there was a feeling of stone beneath it.
�Thanks for everything,� Barber said.
�Thank you, Mr. Barber, for your company,� Smith said. He held Barber�s hand for a moment, looking across the seat at him. �This has been very pleasant,� he said. �I hope we can see each other again soon. Maybe we are lucky for each other.�
�Sure,� Barber said, grinning. �I�m always at home to people who can pick eighteen-to-one shots.�
Smith smiled, relinquishing Barber�s hand. �Maybe one of these days we�ll have something even better than an eighteen-to-one shot,� he said.
He waved a little and Barber closed the car door. Smith spurted out into the traffic, nearly causing two quatre chevaux to pile up behind him.

It had taken two weeks for Smith to declare himself. From the beginning, Barber had known that something was coming, but he had waited patiently, curious and amused, lunching with Smith in the fine restaurants Smith patronized, going to galleries with him and listening to Smith on the subject of the Impressionists, going out to the race tracks with him and winning more often than not on the information Smith picked up from tight-lipped men around the paddocks. Barber pretended to enjoy the little, clever man more than he actually did, and Smith, on his part, Barber knew, was pretending to like him more than he actually did. It was a kind of veiled and cynical wooing, in which neither party had yet committed himself. Only, unlike more ordinary wooings, Barber for the first two weeks was not sure in just which direction his desirability, as far as Smith was concerned, might lie.
Then, late one night, after a large dinner and a desultory tour of the night clubs, during which Smith had seemed unusually silent and abstracted, they were standing in front of Smith�s hotel and he made his move. It was a cold night, and the street was deserted except for a prostitute with a dog, who looked at them without hope as she passed them on the way to the Champs-Elys�es.
�Are you going to be in your hotel tomorrow morning, Lloyd?� Smith asked.
�Yes,� Barber said. �Why?�
�Why?� Smith repeated absently, staring after the chilled-looking girl and her poodle walking despairingly down the empty, dark street. �Why?� He chuckled irrelevantly. �I have something I would like to show you,� he said.
�I�ll be in all morning,� Barber said.
�Tell me, my friend,� Smith said, touching Barber�s sleeve lightly with his gloved hand. �Do you have any idea why I have been calling you so often for the last two weeks, and buying you so many good meals and so much good whiskey?�
�Because I am charming and interesting and full of fun,� Barber said, grinning. �And because you want something from me.�
Smith chuckled, louder this time, and caressed Barber�s sleeve. �You are not absolutely stupid, my friend, are you?�
�Not absolutely,� said Barber.
�Tell me, my friend,� Smith said, almost in a whisper. �How would you like to make twenty-five thousand dollars?�
�What?� Barber asked, certain that he had not heard correctly.
�Sh-h-h,� Smith said. He smiled, suddenly gay. �Think about it. I�ll see you in the morning. Thank you for walking me home.� He dropped Barber�s arm and started into the hotel.
�Smith!� Barber called.
�Sh-h-h.� Smith put his finger playfully to his mouth. �Sleep well. See you in the morning.�
Barber watched him go through the glass revolving doors into the huge, brightly lit, empty lobby of the hotel. Barber took a step toward the doors to follow him in, then stopped and shrugged and put his collar up, and walked slowly in the direction of his own hotel. I�ve waited this long, he thought, I can wait till morning.

Barber was still in bed the next morning when the door opened and Smith came in. The room was dark, with the curtains drawn, and Barber was lying there, half asleep, thinking drowsily, Twenty-five thousand, twenty-five thousand. He opened his eyes when he heard the door open. There was a short, bulky silhouette framed in the doorway against the pallid light of the corridor.
�Who�s that?� Barber asked, without sitting up.
�Lloyd. I�m sorry,� Smith said. �Go back to sleep. I�ll see you later.�
Barber sat up abruptly. �Smith,� he said. �Come in.�
�I don�t want to disturb��
�Come in, come in.� Barber got out of bed and, barefooted, went over to the window and threw back the curtains. He looked out at the street. �By God, what do you know?� he said, shivering and closing the window. �The sun is shining. Shut the door.�
Smith closed the door. He was wearing a loose gray tweed overcoat, very British, and a soft Italian felt hat, and he was carrying a large manila envelope. He looked newly bathed and shaved, and wide awake.
Barber, blinking in the sudden sunshine, put on a robe and a pair of moccasins and lit a cigarette. �Excuse me,� he said. �I want to wash.� He went behind the screen that separated the washbasin and the bidet from the rest of the room. As he washed, scrubbing his face and soaking his hair with cold water, he heard Smith go over to the window. Smith was humming, in a soft, true, melodious tenor voice, a passage from an opera that Barber knew he had heard but could not remember. Aside from everything else, Barber thought, combing his hair roughly, I bet the bastard knows fifty operas.
Feeling fresher and less at a disadvantage with his teeth washed and his hair combed, Barber stepped out from behind the screen.
�Paris,� Smith said, at the window, looking out. �What a satisfactory city. What a farce.� He turned around, smiling. �Ah,� he said, �how lucky you are. You can afford to put water on your head.� He touched his thin, well-brushed hair sadly. �Every time I wash my hair, it falls like the leaves. How old did you say you are?�
�Thirty,� Barber said, knowing that Smith remembered it.
�What an age.� Smith sighed. �The wonderful moment of balance. Old enough to know what you want, still young enough to be ready for anything.� He came back and sat down and propped the manila envelope on the floor next to the chair. �Anything.� He looked up at Barber, almost coquettishly. �You recall our conversation, I trust,� he said.
�I recall a man said something about twenty-five thousand dollars,� Barber said.
�Ah � you do remember,� Smith said gaily. �Well?�
�Well what?�
�Well, do you want to make it?�
�I�m listening,� Barber said.
Smith rubbed his soft hands together gently in front of his face, his fingers rigid, making a slight, dry, sliding sound. �A little proposition has come up,� he said. �An interesting little proposition.�
�What do I have to do for my twenty-five thousand dollars?� Barber asked.
�What do you have to do for your twenty-five thousand dollars?� Smith repeated softly. �You have to do a little flying. You have flown for considerably less, from time to time, haven�t you?� He chuckled.
�I sure have,� Barber said. �What else do I have to do?�
�Nothing else,� Smith said, sounding surprised. �Just fly. Are you still interested?�
�Go on,� said Barber.
�A friend of mine has just bought a brand-new single-engine plane. A Beechcraft, single engine. A perfect, pleasant, comfortable, one-hundred-per-cent dependable aircraft,� Smith said, describing the perfect little plane with pleasure in its newness and its dependability. �He himself does not fly, of course. He needs a private pilot, who will be on tap at all times.�
�For how long?� Barber asked, watching Smith closely.
�For thirty days. Not more.� Smith smiled up at him. �The pay is not bad, is it?�
�I can�t tell yet,� Barber said. �Go on. Where does he want to fly to?�
�He happens to be an Egyptian,� Smith said, a little deprecatingly, as though being an Egyptian were a slight private misfortune, which one did not mention except among friends, and then in lowered tones. �He is a wealthy Egyptian who likes to travel. Especially back and forth to France. To the South of France. He is in love with the South of France. He goes there at every opportunity.�
�Yes?�
�He would like to make two round trips from Egypt to the vicinity of Cannes within the next month,� Smith said, peering steadily at Barber, �in his private new plane. Then, on the third trip, he will find that he is in a hurry and he will take the commercial plane and his pilot will follow two days later, alone.�
�Alone?� Barber asked, trying to keep all the facts straight.
�Alone, that is,� Smith said, �except for a small box.�
�Ah,� Barber said, grinning. �Finally the small box.�
�Finally.� Smith smiled up at him delightedly. �It has already been calculated. The small box will weigh two hundred and fifty pounds. A comfortable margin of safety for this particular aircraft for each leg of the journey.�
�And what will there be in the small two-hundred-and-fifty-pound box?� Barber asked, cool and relieved now that he saw what was being offered to him.
�Is it absolutely necessary to know?�
�What do I tell the customs people when they ask me what�s in the box?� Barber said. � �Go ask Bert Smith�?�
�You have nothing to do with customs people,� Smith said. �I assure you. When you take off from the airport in Cairo, the box is not on board. And when you land at the airport at Cannes, the box is not on board. Isn�t that enough?�
Barber took a last pull at his cigarette and doused it. He peered thoughtfully at Smith, sitting easily on the straight-backed chair in the rumpled room, looking too neat and too well dressed for such a place at such an hour. Drugs, Barber thought, and he can stuff them...
�No, Bertie boy,� Barber said roughly. �It is not enough. Come on. Tell.�
Smith sighed. �Are you interested up to now?�
�I am interested up to now,� Barber said.
�All right,� Smith said regretfully. �This is how it will be done. You will have established a pattern. You will have been in and out of the Cairo airport several times. Your papers always impeccable. They will know you. You will have become a part of the legitimate routine of the field. Then, on the trip when you will be taking off alone, everything will be perfectly legitimate. You will have only a small bag with you of your personal effects. Your flight plan will show that your destination is Cannes and that you will come down at Malta and Rome for refuelling only. You will take off from Cairo. You will go off course by only a few miles. Some distance from the coast, you will be over the desert. You will come down on an old R.A.F. landing strip that hasn�t been used since 1943. There will be several men there... Are you listening?�
�I�m listening.� Barber had walked to the window and was standing there, looking out at the sunny street below, his back to Smith.
�They will put the box on board. The whole thing will not take more than ten minutes,� Smith said. �At Malta, nobody will ask you anything, because you will be in transit and you will not leave the plane and you will stay only long enough to refuel. The same thing at Rome. You will arrive over the south coast of France in the evening, before the moon is up. Once more,� Smith said, speaking as though he was savoring his words, �you will be just a little off course. You will fly low over the hills between Cannes and Grasse. At a certain point, you will see an arrangement of lights. You will throttle down, open the door, and push the box out, from a height of a hundred feet. Then you will close the door and turn toward the sea and land at the Cannes airport. Your papers will be perfectly in order. There will have been no deviations from your flight plan. You will have nothing to declare. You will walk away from the airplane once and for all, and we will pay you the twenty-five thousand dollars I have spoken of. Isn�t it lovely?�
�Lovely,� Barber said. �It�s just a delicious little old plan, Bertie boy.� He turned away from the window. �Now tell me what will be in the box.�
Smith chuckled delightedly, as though what he was going to say was too funny to keep to himself. �Money,� he said. �Just money.�
�How much money?�
�Two hundred and fifty pounds of money,� Smith said, his eyes crinkled with amusement. �Two hundred and fifty pounds of tightly packed English notes in a nice, strong, lightweight metal box. Five-pound notes.�
At that moment, it occurred to Barber that he was speaking to a lunatic. But Smith was sitting there, matter-of-fact and healthy, obviously a man who had never for a minute in all his life had a single doubt about his sanity.
�When would I get paid?� Barber asked.
�When the box was delivered,� Smith said.
�Bertie boy...� Barber shook his head reprovingly.
Smith chuckled. �I have warned myself that you were not stupid,� he said. �All right. We will deposit twelve thousand five hundred dollars in your name in a Swiss bank before you start for the first time to Egypt.�
�You trust me for that?�
Fleetingly the smile left Smith�s face. �We�ll trust you for that,� he said. Then the smile reappeared. �And immediately after the delivery is made, we will deposit the rest. A lovely deal. Hard currency. No income tax. You will be a rich man. Semi-rich.� He chuckled at his joke. �Just for a little plane ride. Just to help an Egyptian who is fond of the South of France and who is naturally a little disturbed by the insecurity of his own country.�
�When will I meet this Egyptian?� Barber asked.
�When you go to the airfield to take off for your first flight,� Smith said. �He�ll be there. Don�t you worry. He�ll be there. Do you hesitate?� he asked anxiously.
�I�m thinking,� Barber said.
�It�s not as though you were involved in your own country,� Smith said piously. �I wouldn�t ask a man to do that, a man who had fought for his country in the war. It isn�t even as though it had anything to do with the English, for whom it is possible you have a certain affection. But the Egyptians...� He shrugged and bent over and picked up the manila envelope and opened it. �I have all the maps here,� he said, �if you would like to study them. The route is all marked out, but, of course, it would be finally in your hands, since it would be you who was doing the flying.�
Barber took the thick packet of maps. He opened one at random. All it showed was the sea approaches to Malta and the location of the landing strips there. Barber thought of twenty-five thousand dollars and the map shook a little in his hands.
�It is ridiculously easy,� Smith said, watching Barber intently. �Foolproof.�
Barber put the map down. �If it�s so easy, what are you paying twenty-five thousand bucks for?� he said.
Smith laughed. �I admit,� he said, �there may be certain little risks. It is improbable, but one never knows. We pay you for the improbability, if you want to put it that way.� He shrugged. �After all, after a whole war you must be somewhat hardened to risks.�
�When do you have to know?� Barber asked.
�Tonight,� Smith said. �If you say no, naturally we have to make other plans. And my Egyptian friend is impatient.�
�Who is we?� Barber asked.
�Naturally,� Smith said, �I have certain colleagues.�
�Who are they?�
Smith made a small regretful gesture. �I am terribly sorry,� he said, �but I cannot tell you.�
�I�ll call you tonight,� said Barber.
�Good.� Smith stood up and buttoned his coat and carefully put the soft Italian felt hat on his head, at a conservative angle. He played gently and appreciatively with the brim. �This afternoon, I will be at the track. Maybe you would like to join me there.�
�Where�re they running today?�
�Auteuil,� Smith said. �Jumping today.�
�Have you heard anything?�
�Perhaps,� Smith said. �There is a mare who is doing the jumps for the first time. I have spoken to the jockey and I have been told the mare has responded in training, but I�ll hear more at three o�clock.�
�I�ll be there.�
�Good,� Smith said enthusiastically. �Although it is against my interests, of course, to make you too rich in advance.� He chuckled. �However, for the sake of friendship... Should I leave the maps?�
�Yes,� said Barber.
�Until three o�clock,� Smith said as Barber opened the door. They shook hands, and Smith went out into the corridor, a rich, tweedy, perfumed figure in the impoverished light of the pallid hotel lamps.
Barber locked the door behind him and picked up the packet of maps and spread them on the bed, over the rumpled sheets and blankets. He hadn�t looked at aerial maps for a long time. Northern Egypt. The Mediterranean. The island of Malta. Sicily and the Italian coast. The Gulf of Genoa. The Alpes-Maritimes. He stared at the maps. The Mediterranean looked very wide. He didn�t like to fly over open water in a single-engined plane. In fact, he didn�t like to fly. Since the war, he had flown as little as possible. He hadn�t made any explanations to himself, but when he had had to travel, he had gone by car or train or boat whenever he could.
Twenty-five thousand dollars, he thought.
He folded the maps neatly and put them back into the envelope. At this point, the maps weren�t going to help.
He lay down on the bed again, propped against the pillows, with his hands clasped behind his head. Open water, he thought. Five times. Even that wouldn�t be too bad. But what about the Egyptians? He had been in Cairo briefly during the war. He remembered that at night the policemen walked in pairs, carrying carbines. He didn�t like places where the policemen carried carbines. And Egyptian prisons...
He moved uneasily on the bed.
Who knew how many people were in on a scheme like this? And it would only take one to cook you. One dissatisfied servant or accomplice, one greedy or timid partner... He closed his eyes and almost saw the fat, dark uniformed men with their carbines walking up to the shiny, new little plane.
Or suppose you blew a tire or crumpled a wheel on the landing strip? Who knew what the strip was like, abandoned in the desert since 1943?
Twenty-five thousand dollars.
Or you would think you were making it. The box would be on the seat beside you and the coast of Egypt would be falling off behind you and the sea stretching blue below and ahead and the engine running like a watch � and then the first sign of the patrol. The shimmering dot growing into... What did the Egyptian Air Force fly? Spitfires, left over from the war, he supposed. Coming up swiftly, going twice as fast as you, signalling you to turn around... He lit a cigarette. Two hundred and fifty pounds. Say the box alone � it would have to be really solid � weighed a hundred and fifty pounds. How much did a five-pound note weigh? Would there be a thousand to a pound? Five thousand multiplied by a hundred, with the pound at two-eighty. Close to a million and a half dollars.
His mouth felt dry, and he got up and drank two glasses of water. Then he made himself sit down on the chair, keeping his hands still. If there was an accident, if for any reason you failed to come through with it... If the money was lost, but you were saved. Smith didn�t look like a murderer, although who knew what murderers looked like these days? And who knew what other people he was involved with? My colleagues, as Smith called them, who would then be your colleagues. The wealthy Egyptian, the several men at the old R.A.F. landing strip in the desert, the people who were to set out the lights in the certain arrangement in the hills behind Cannes � How many others, sliding across frontiers, going secretly and illegally from one country to another with guns and gold in their suitcases, the survivors of war, prison, denunciation � How many others whom you didn�t know, whom you would see briefly in the glare of the African sun, as a running figure on a dark French hillside, whom you couldn�t judge or assess and on whom your life depended, who were risking prison, deportation, police bullets for their share of a box full of money...
He jumped up and put on his clothes and went out, locking the door. He didn�t want to sit in the cold, disordered room, staring at the maps.
He walked around the city aimlessly for the rest of the morning, looking blindly into shopwindows and thinking of the things he would buy if he had money. Turning away from a window, he saw a policeman watching him incuriously. Barber looked speculatively at the policeman, who was small, with a mean face and a thin mustache. Looking at the policeman, Barber remembered some of the stories about what they did to suspects when they questioned them in the back rooms of the local prefectures. An American passport wouldn�t do much good if they picked you up with five hundred thousand English pounds under your arm.
This is the first time in my life, Barber thought curiously, walking slowly on the crowded street, that I have contemplated moving over to the other side of the law. He was surprised that he was considering it so calmly. He wondered why that was. Perhaps the movies and the newspapers, he thought. You get so familiar with crime it becomes humanized and accessible. You don�t think about it, but then, suddenly, when it enters your life, you realize that subconsciously you have been accepting the idea of crime as an almost normal accompaniment of everyday life. Policemen must know that, he thought, all at once seeing things from the other side. They must look at all the shut, ordinary faces going past them and they must know how close to theft, murder, and defaulting everyone is, and it must drive them crazy. They must want to arrest everybody.

While Barber was watching the horses move in their stiff-legged, trembling walk around the paddock before the sixth race, he felt a light tap on his shoulder.
�Bertie boy,� he said, without turning around.
�I�m sorry I�m late,� Smith said, coming up to the paddock rail beside Barber. �Were you afraid I wouldn�t come?�
�What�s the word from the jock?� Barber asked.
Smith looked around him suspiciously. Then he smiled. �The jockey is confident,� Smith said. �He is betting himself.�
�Which one is it?�
�Number Five.�
Barber looked at No. 5. It was a light-boned chestnut mare with a delicate, gentle head. Her tail and mane were braided, and she walked alertly but not too nervously, well-mannered and with a glistening coat. Her jockey was a man of about forty, with a long, scooped French nose. He was an ugly man, and when he opened his mouth, you saw that most of his front teeth were missing. He wore a maroon cap, with his ears tucked in, and a white silk shirt dotted with maroon stars.
Barber, looking at him, thought, It�s too bad such ugly men get to ride such beautiful animals.
�O.K., Bertie boy,� he said. �Lead me to the window.�
Barber bet ten thousand francs on the nose. The odds were a comfortable seven to one. Smith bet twenty-five thousand francs. They walked side by side to the stands and climbed up together as the horses came out on the track. The crowd was small and there were only a few other spectators that high up.
�Well, Lloyd?� Smith said. �Did you look at the maps?�
�I looked at the maps,� Barber said.
�What did you think?�
�They�re very nice maps.�
Smith looked at him sharply. Then he decided to chuckle. �You want to make me fish, eh?� he said. �You know what I mean. Did you decide?�
�I...� Barber began, staring down at the cantering horses. He took a deep breath. �I�ll tell you after the race,� he said.
�Lloyd!� The voice came from below, to the right, and Barber turned in that direction. Toiling up the steps was Jimmy Richardson. He had always been rather round and baby-plump, and Parisian food had done nothing to slim him down, and he was panting, his coat flapping open, disclosing a checkered vest, as he hurried toward Barber.
�How are you?� he said breathlessly as he reached their level. He clapped Barber on the back. �I saw you up here and I thought maybe you had something for this race. I can�t figure this one and they�ve been murdering me all day. I�m lousy on the jumps.�
�Hello, Jimmy,� Barber said. �Mr. Richardson. Mr. Smith.�
�Pleased to meet you,� Richardson said. �How do you spell it?� He laughed loudly at his joke. �Say, really, Lloyd, do you know anything? Maureen�ll murder me if I go home and tell her I went into the hole for the afternoon.�
Barber looked across at Smith, who was watching Richardson benignly. �Well,� he said, �Bertie boy, here, thinks he heard something.�
�Bertie boy,� Richardson said, �please...�
Smith smiled thinly. �Number Five looks very good,� he said. �But you�d better hurry. They�re going to start in a minute.�
�Number Five,� Richardson said. �Roger. I�ll be right back.� He went galloping down the steps, his coat flying behind him.
�He�s a trusting soul, isn�t he?� Smith said.
�He was an only child,� Barber said, �and he never got over it.�
Smith smiled politely. �Where do you know him from?�
�He was in my squadron.�
�In your squadron.� Smith nodded, looking after Richardson�s hurrying, diminishing figure on the way to the seller�s window. �Pilot?�
�Uh-huh.�
�Good?�
Barber shrugged. �Better ones got killed and worse ones won every medal in the collection.�
�What is he doing in Paris?�
�He works for a drug company,� Barber said.
The bell rang and the horses raced toward the first jump.
�Your friend was too late, I�m afraid,� Smith said, putting his binoculars to his eyes.
�Yep,� Barber said, watching the bunched horses.
No. 5 fell on the fourth jump. She went over with two other horses, and suddenly she was down and rolling. The pack passed around her. The fourth jump was far off down the track, and it was hard to see what, exactly, was happening until, a moment later, the mare struggled to her feet and cantered after the pack, her reins broken and trailing. Then Barber saw that the jockey was lying there motionless, crumpled up clumsily on his face, with his head turned in under his shoulder.
�We�ve lost our money,� Smith said calmly. He took his binoculars from his eyes and pulled out his tickets and tore them and dropped them.
�May I have those, please?� Barber reached over for the binoculars. Smith lifted the strap over his head, and Barber trained the glasses on the distant jump where the jockey was lying. Two men were running out to him and turning him over.
Barber adjusted the binoculars, and the figures of the two men working on the motionless figure in the maroon-starred shirt came out of the blur into focus. Even in the glasses, there was something terribly urgent and despairing in the movements of the distant men. They picked the jockey up between them and started running clumsily off with him.
�Damn it!� It was Richardson, who had climbed up beside them again. �The window closed just as I��
�Do not complain, Mr. Richardson,� Smith said. �We fell at the fourth jump.�
Richardson grinned. �That�s the first bit of luck I had all day.�
Down below, in front of the stands, the riderless mare was swerving and trotting off down the track to avoid a groom who was trying to grab the torn reins.
Barber kept the glasses on the two men who were carrying the jockey. Suddenly, they put him down on the grass, and one of the men bent down and put his ear against the white silk racing shirt. After a while, he stood up. Then the two men started to carry the jockey again, only now they walked slowly, as though there was no sense in hurrying.
Barber gave the glasses back to Smith. �I�m going home,� he said. �I�ve had enough of the sport for one day.�
Smith glanced at him sharply. He put the glasses to his eyes and stared at the men carrying the jockey. Then he put the glasses into their case and hung the case by its strap over his shoulder. �They kill at least one a year,� he said in a low voice. �It is to be expected in a sport like this. I�ll take you home.�
�Say,� Richardson said. �Is that fellow dead?�
�He was getting too old,� Smith said. �He kept at it too long.�
�Holy man!� Richardson said, staring down the track. �And I was sore because I came too late to bet on him. That was some tip.� He made a babyish grimace. �A tip on a dead jock.�
Barber started down toward the exit.
�I�ll come with you,� Richardson said. �This isn�t my lucky day.�
The three men went down under the stands without speaking. People were standing in little groups, and there was a queer rising, hissing sound of whispering all over the place, now that the news was spreading.
When they reached the car, Barber got into the back, allowing Richardson to sit next to Smith, on the front seat. He wanted to be at least that much alone for the time being.
Smith drove slowly and in silence. Even Richardson spoke only once. �What a way to get it,� he said as they drove between the bare, high trees. �In a lousy, three-hundred-thousand-franc claiming race.�
Barber sat in the corner, his eyes half closed, not looking out. He kept remembering the second time the two men had picked up the jockey. Smith�s selection for the afternoon, Barber thought. He closed his eyes altogether and saw the maps spread out on the bed in his room. The Mediterranean. The wide reaches of open water. He remembered the smell of burning. The worst smell. The smell of your dreams during the war. The smell of hot metal, smoldering rubber. Smith�s tip.
�Here we are,� Smith was saying.
Barber opened his eyes. They were stopped at the corner of the dead-end street down which was the entrance to his hotel. He got out.
�Wait a minute, Bertie boy,� Barber said. �I have something I want to give you.�
Smith looked at him inquiringly. �Can�t it wait, Lloyd?� he asked.
�No. I�ll just be a minute.� Barber went into his hotel and up to his room. The maps were folded in a pile on the bureau, except for one, which was lying open beside the others. The approaches to Malta. He folded it quickly and put all the maps into the manila envelope and went back to the car. Smith was standing beside the car, smoking, nervously holding on to his hat, because a wind had come up and dead leaves were skittering along the pavement.
�Here you are, Bertie boy,� Barber said, holding out the envelope.
Smith didn�t take it. �You�re sure you know what you�re doing?� he said.
�I�m sure.�
Smith still didn�t take the maps. �I�m in no hurry,� he said softly. �Why don�t you hold on to them another day?�
�Thanks, no.�
Smith looked at him silently for a moment. The fluorescent street lamps had just gone on, hard white-blue light, and Smith�s smooth face looked powdery in the shadows under his expensive hat, and his pretty eyes were dark and flat under the curled lashes.
�Just because a jockey falls at a jump�� Smith began.
�Take them,� Barber said, �or I�ll throw them in the gutter.�
Smith shrugged. He put out his hand and took the envelope. �You�ll never have a chance like this again,� he said, running his finger caressingly over the envelope edge.
�Good night, Jimmy.� Barber leaned over the car and spoke to Richardson, who was sitting there watching them, puzzled. �Give my love to Maureen.�
�Say, Lloyd,� Richardson said, starting to get out. �I thought maybe we could have a couple of drinks. Maureen doesn�t expect me home for another hour yet and I thought maybe we could cut up some old touches and��
�Sorry,� Barber said, because he wanted, more than anything else, to be alone. �I have a date. Some other time.�
Smith turned and looked thoughtfully at Richardson. �He always has a date, your friend,� Smith said. �He�s a very popular boy. I feel like a drink myself, Mr. Richardson. I would be honored if you�d join me.�
�Well,� Richardson said uncertainly, �I live way down near the H�tel de Ville and��
�It�s on my way,� Smith said, smiling warmly.
Richardson settled back in his seat, and Smith started to get into the car. He stopped and looked up at Barber. �I made a mistake about you, didn�t I, Lloyd?� he said contemptuously.
�Yes,� Barber said. �I�m getting too old. I don�t want to keep at it too long.�
Smith chuckled and got into the car. They didn�t shake hands. He slammed the door, and Barber watched him pull sharply away from the curb, making a taxi-driver behind him jam on his brakes to avoid hitting him.
Barber watched the big black car weave swiftly down the street, under the hard white-blue lights. Then he went back to the hotel and up to his room and lay down, because an afternoon at the races always exhausted him.
An hour later, he got up. He splashed cold water on his face to wake himself, but even so he felt listless and empty. He wasn�t hungry and he wasn�t thirsty and he kept thinking about the dead jockey in his soiled silks. There was no one he wanted to see. He put on his coat and went out, hating the room as he closed the door behind him.
He walked slowly toward the Etoile. It was a raw night and a fog was moving in from the river, and the streets were almost empty, because everybody was inside eating dinner. He didn�t look at any of the lighted windows, because he wasn�t going to buy anything for a long time. He passed several movie houses, neon in the drifting fog. In the movies, he thought, the hero would have been on his way to Africa by now. He would nearly be caught several times in Egypt, and he would fight his way out of a trap on the desert, killing several dark men just in time on the airstrip. And he would develop engine trouble over the Mediterranean and just pull out, with the water lapping at the wing tips, and he would undoubtedly crash, without doing too much damage to himself, probably just a photogenic cut on the forehead, and would drag the box out just in time. And he would turn out to be a Treasury agent or a member of British Intelligence and he would never doubt his luck and his nerve would never fail him and he would not end the picture with only a few thousand francs in his pocket. Or, if it was an artistic picture, there would be a heavy ground mist over the hills and the plane would drone on and on, desperate and lost, and then, finally, with the fuel tanks empty, the hero would crash in flames. Battered and staggering as he was, he would try to get the box out, but he wouldn�t be able to move it, and finally the flames would drive him back and he would stand against a tree, laughing crazily, his face blackened with smoke, watching the plane and the money burn, to show the vanity of human aspiration and greed.
Barber grinned bleakly, rehearsing the scenarios in front of the giant posters outside the theatres. The movies do it better, he thought. They have their adventures happen to adventurers. He turned off the Champs-Elys�es, walking slowly and aimlessly, trying to decide whether to eat now or have a drink first. Almost automatically, he walked toward the Plaza-Ath�n�e. In the two weeks that he had been wooed by Smith, they had met in the English bar of the Plaza-Ath�n�e almost every evening.
He went into the hotel and downstairs to the English bar. As he came into the room, he saw, in the corner, Smith and Jimmy Richardson.
Barber smiled. Bertie boy, he thought, are you whatever wasting your time. He stood at the bar and ordered a whiskey.
�...fifty missions,� he heard Richardson say. Richardson had a loud, empty voice that carried anywhere. �Africa, Sicily, Italy, Yugo��
Then Smith saw him. He nodded coolly, with no hint of invitation. Richardson swivelled in his chair then, too. He smiled uncomfortably at Barber, getting red in the face, like a man who has been caught by a friend with his friend�s girl.
Barber waved to them. For a moment, he wondered if he ought to go over and sit down and try to get Richardson out of there. He watched the two men, trying to figure out what they thought of each other. Or, more accurately, what Smith thought of Richardson. You didn�t have to speculate about Jimmy. If you bought Jimmy a drink, he was your friend for life. For all that he had been through � war and marriage and being a father and living in a foreign country � it had still never occurred to Jimmy that people might not like him or might try to do him harm. When you were enjoying Jimmy, you called it trustfulness. When he was boring you, you called it stupidity.
Barber watched Smith�s face carefully. By now, he knew Smith well enough to be able to tell a great deal of what was going on behind the pretty eyes and the pale, powdered face. Right now, Barber could tell that Smith was bored and that he wanted to get away from Jimmy Richardson.
Barber turned back to his drink, smiling to himself. It took Bertie boy just about an hour, he thought, an hour of looking at that good-natured empty face, an hour of listening to that booming, vacant voice, to decide that this was no man to fly a small box of five-pound notes from Cairo to Cannes.
Barber finished his drink quickly and went out of the bar before Smith and Richardson got up from the table. He had nothing to do for the evening, but he didn�t want to get stuck with Jimmy and Maureen Richardson for dinner.

And now it was almost two months later and nobody had heard from Jimmy Richardson for thirty-two days.
In the whole afternoon of searching, Barber had not come upon any trace of Bert Smith. He had not been at the restaurants or the track or the art galleries, the barbershop, the steam bath, the bars. And no one had seen him for weeks.
It was nearly eight o�clock when Barber arrived at the English bar of the Plaza-Ath�n�e. He was wet from walking in the day�s rain, and tired, and his shoes were soggy and he felt a cold coming on. He looked around the room, but it was almost empty. Indulging himself, thinking unhappily of all the taxi fares he had paid that day, he ordered a whiskey.
Barber sipped his whiskey in the quiet room, thinking circularly, I should have said something. But what could I have said? And Jimmy wouldn�t have listened. But I should have said something. The omens are bad, Jimmy, go on home... I saw a plane crashing at the fourth jump, I saw a corpse being carried across dead grass by Egyptians, Jimmy, I saw silks and maps stained by blood.
I had to be so damned superior, Barber thought bitterly. I had to be so damned sure that Jimmy Richardson was too stupid to be offered that much money. I had to be so damned sure that Bert Smith was too clever to hire him.
He hadn�t said any of the things he should have said, and it had all wound up with a frantic, husbandless, penniless girl pleading for help that could only be too late now. Penniless. Jimmy Richardson had been too stupid even to get any of the money in advance.
He remembered what Jimmy and Maureen had looked like, smiling and embarrassed and youthfully important, standing next to Colonel Sumners, the Group Commander, at their wedding in Shreveport. He remembered Jimmy�s plane just off his wing over Sicily; he remembered Jimmy�s face when he landed at Foggia with an engine on fire; he remembered Jimmy�s voice singing drunkenly in a bar in Naples; he remembered Jimmy the day after he arrived in Paris, saying, �Kid, this is the town for me, I got Europe in my blood.�
He finished his drink and paid and went upstairs slowly. He went into a phone booth and called his hotel to see if there were any messages for him.
�Mme. Richardson has been calling you all day,� the old man at the switchboard said. �Ever since four o�clock. She wanted you to call her back.�
�All right,� Barber said. �Thank you.� He started to hang up.
�Wait a minute, wait a minute,� the old man said irritably. �She called an hour ago to say she was going out. She said that if you came in before nine o�clock, she would like you to join her at the bar of the Hotel Bellman.�
�Thanks, Henri,� Barber said. �If she happens to call again, tell her I�m on my way.� He went out of the hotel. The Bellman was nearby, and he walked toward it slowly, even though it was still raining. He was in no hurry to see Maureen Richardson.
When he reached the Bellman, he hesitated before going in, feeling too tired for this, wishing Maureen could be put off at least until the next day. He sighed, and pushed the door open.
The bar was a small one, but it was crowded with large, well-dressed men who were taking their time over drinks before going out to dinner. Then he saw Maureen. She was sitting in a corner, half turned away from the room, her shabby, thin coat thrown back over her chair. She was sitting alone and there was a bottle of champagne in a bucket in a stand beside her.
Barber went over to her, irritated by the sight of the champagne. Is that what she�s doing with my five thousand francs, he thought, annoyed. Women are going crazy, too, these days.
He leaned over and kissed the top of her head. She jumped nervously, then smiled when she saw who it was. �Oh, Lloyd,� she said, in a funny kind of whisper. She jumped up and kissed him, holding him hard against her. There was a big smell of champagne on her breath and he wondered if she was drunk. �Lloyd Lloyd...� she said. She pushed him away a little, holding on to both his hands. Her eyes were smeary with tears and her mouth kept trembling.
�I came as soon as I got your message,� Lloyd said, trying to sound practical, afraid Maureen was going to break down in front of all the people in the bar. She kept standing there, her mouth working, her hands gripping his avidly. He looked down, embarrassed, at her hands. They were still reddened and the nails were still uneven, but there was an enormous ring glittering, white and blue, on her finger. It hadn�t been there when she came to his hotel, and he knew he had never seen her with a ring like that before. He looked up, almost frightened, thinking, What the hell has she started? What has she got herself into?
Then he saw Jimmy. Jimmy was making his way among the tables toward him. He was smiling broadly and he had lost some weight and he was dark brown and he looked as though he had just come from a month�s vacation on a southern beach.
�Hi, kid,� Jimmy said, his voice booming across the tables, across the barroom murmur of conversation. �I was just calling you again.�
�He came home,� Maureen said. �He came home at four o�clock this afternoon, Lloyd.� She sank suddenly into her chair. Whatever else had happened that afternoon, it was plain that she had had access to a bottle. She sat in her chair, still holding on to one of Barber�s hands, looking up, with a shimmering, half-dazed expression on her face, at her husband.
Jimmy clapped Barber on the back and shook hands fiercely. �Lloyd,� he said. �Good old Lloyd. Gar�on!� he shouted, his voice reverberating through the whole room. �Another glass. Take your coat off. Sit down. Sit down.�
Lloyd took his coat off and sat down slowly.
�Welcome home,� he said quietly. He blew his nose. The cold had arrived.
�First,� Jimmy said, �I have something for you.� Ceremoniously he dug his hand into his pocket and brought out a roll of ten-thousand-franc notes. The roll was three inches thick. He took off one of the notes. �Maureen told me,� he said seriously. �You were a damn good friend, Lloyd. Have you got change of ten?�
�I don�t think so,� Barber said. �No.�
�Gar�on,� Jimmy said to the waiter, who was putting down a third glass, �get me two fives for this, please.� When he spoke French, Jimmy had an accent that made even Americans wince.
Jimmy filled the three glasses carefully. He lifted his glass and clinked it first against Barber�s and then against Maureen�s. Maureen kept looking at him as though she had just seen him for the first time and never hoped to see anything as wonderful again in her whole life.
�To crime,� Jimmy said. He winked. He made a complicated face when he winked, like a baby who has trouble with a movement of such subtlety and has to use the whole side of its face and its forehead to effect it.
Maureen giggled.
They drank. It was very good champagne.
�You�re having dinner with us,� Jimmy said. �Just the three of us. The victory dinner. Just Beauty and me and you, because if it hadn�t been for you...� Suddenly solemn, he put his hand on Barber�s shoulder.
�Yes,� said Barber. His feet were icy and his trousers hung soddenly around his wet socks and he had to blow his nose again.
�Did Beauty show you her ring?� Jimmy asked.
�Yes,� Barber said.
�She�s only had it since six o�clock,� Jimmy said.
Maureen held her hand up and stared at her ring. She giggled again.
�I know a place,� Jimmy said, �where you can get pheasant and the best bottle of wine in Paris and...�
The waiter came back and gave Jimmy the two five-thousand-franc notes. Dimly, Barber wondered how much they weighed.
�If ever you�re in a hole,� Jimmy said, giving him one of the notes, �you know where to come, don�t you?�
�Yes,� Barber said. He put the note in his pocket.
He started to sneeze then, and ten minutes later he said he was sorry but he didn�t think he could last the evening with a cold like that. Both Jimmy and Maureen tried to get him to stay, but he could tell that they were going to be happier without him.
He finished a second glass of champagne, and said he�d keep in touch, and went out of the bar, feeling his toes squish in his wet shoes. He was hungry and he was very fond of pheasant and actually the cold wasn�t so bad, even if his nose kept running all the time. But he knew he couldn�t bear to sit between Maureen and Jimmy Richardson all night and watch the way they kept looking at each other.
He walked back to his hotel, because he was through with taxis, and went up and sat on the edge of his bed in his room, in the dark, without taking his coat off. I better get out of here, he thought, rubbing the wet off the end of his nose with the back of his hand. This continent is not for me.
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CRIMINAL�S MARK
John Hawkins & Ward Hawkins

The thing was a carbon copy � that�s what got him. It was an echo, not exact, but so close it made your hair stand up. The same room, the same chair, the same time of night. Over there by the radio, the guy with the squeeze. Doc Pennypacker this time � full of butter, full of the old oil, �Trouble, boy? I wouldn�t get you in trouble for the world...� Holding his voice down so Ella, asleep in the bedroom, wouldn�t hear what he had to say.
A week ago, Pat Simms had been in the chair by the radio. A fat guy with shiny eyes and a beard four shaves a day couldn�t whip. Two of them, just a week apart, building their fences, setting their traps.
�An old friend like me,� Pennypacker said. �Stevie, boy, you couldn�t refuse an old friend like me a blanket and a meal or two.�
Steve Lacy said, �I�ll spot you hotel money. I�ll give you that.�
�Generous,� Pennypacker said. �That�s what I told Devers, no more than a month ago. Stevie�ll go all the way for a friend � that�s what I said.� He cocked his head and looked at his shoes, admiring them. �Devers will be on the street in another six weeks.�
�I didn�t know,� Steve said.
Pennypacker smiled. �Now you do.�
Devers was part of the squeeze. Two hundred pounds of trained ape � muddy eyes and a knife where his heart ought to be. Six weeks and he�d be outside the walls, walking the streets like any other man. Devers was Doc Pennypacker�s insurance, Doc�s way of saying, �Hold still, Stevie. Do like I say, or Devers�ll be around to see you.�
And that was the way it worked. There was always somebody coming out. It was Devers, but it could�ve been Jackson or Morgan or Benny Hastle. Devers was wrong, but that Benny Hastle was really dirt.
�I�ll stake you to hotel money,� Steve said. �An� some besides.�
�Just a blanket. The use of the davenport. A couple of meals.�
Pennypacker admired his shoes. After seven years of seeing his feet in state clodhoppers, a pair of shoes like Doc�s were something to admire � brown wingtips, made-to-order, thirty bucks the copy. His suit was tailor-made and his tie was a ten-dollar job. He sat there rubbing his nose � that Doc had plenty of nose to rub � smiling like a cat in an ocean of cream. His eyes had lights in them, hot little lights. Things were popping inside that narrow head, under that gray hair.
�I�m clean,� Steve Lacy said. �I want to stay that way.�
Pennypacker said, �I know what you mean, Stevie. You got a little home, a nice little wife, a job. Maybe not a good job, but one that puts beans on the table. A nice setup for a guy without any muscle, for a man gone soft. I can understand you�d turn an old friend away.�
�I offered to pay for your hotel.�
�So you did,� Pennypacker said. �But this isn�t a big town � not as big as some. Hotels got guys with buzzers. They got badges and notions about pushing people around. I don�t want to be pushed. I just want a blanket and a couple of meals and the use of the davenport.�
�For how long?� Steve asked.
�A day,� Doc said. �Maybe two. What�s the difference?�
He sat there and smiled at his shoes � a man of fifty, gray hair and a narrow skull. Blue eyes, pale as smoke. He smiled and the squeeze clamped down.
Steve Lacy�s chest got tight and the hair crawled on the back of his neck. Pat Simms had been bad enough � stubble on his sweating face � but Simms had come right out with it: �Do what I tell you, Lacy, unless you want to go back.� Doc Pennypacker was cat-and-mouse. He�d say please before he put a knife in you, before he had Devers put a knife in you. Maybe he got his kicks that way, roping a man who could break his back, doing it with names. �Devers�ll be around to see you.� Letting that soak in while he sat there and smiled. While he said things with his eyes. �You can�t shake us, Steve. Not ever. You did a double fin with the rest of us. Ten years down there with the rest of us. You wore the coat, Stevie. Like burlap, that coat, with a number stenciled on the back. You�re one of the boys, Stevie. You knew what was coming as soon as you heard me trailing along behind you.�
�Tonight only,� Steve Lacy said. �In the morning you�re gone.�
Pennypacker said, �How do you like my shoes?�
Steve Lacy left his chair. His head hurt. His hair felt like wire. He wanted to take Doc Pennypacker by the throat. Instead, he knelt by the cedar chest and piled his arms full of company bedding. Ella�s best for a guy like Doc. Pennypacker watched Steve make a bed on the davenport.
�Clean sheets,� he said. �Nothing�s too good for a friend of yours.�
He got out of his coat and folded it carefully. He took his shoulders off when he got out of that coat. His shirt was beautiful. Movie actors wore shirts like that. He loosened the knot of his tie.
�You look tired,� he said. �Good night, Stevie.�
�In the morning, Doc. You�re gone in the morning. Remember that.�
Steve Lacy turned off the lights, all but one. He went into the hall and closed the door. In the bathroom he peeled off his shirt � war surplus, two for a buck, a grease rag with a collar. He soaped his hands and arms. His hands were big, scarred in a dozen places. Like rocks. Four years in a state quarry with a sledge and a single jack; six years of mauling castings in a foundry. He could slug a wall and not hurt those hands. He could cock one and throw it at Doc, right on the end of that big nose. He could spread Doc�s nose all over his face, and then Devers would be around. That�s the way it worked. Doc was only one of them. Behind Doc there was Devers and all the rest of them.
�In the morning,� Steve said, �he�ll be gone.�
He watched his mouth say that in the mirror. His face looked back at him � a face to frighten kids. Bent nose, heavy jaw, heavy beard. You look like that and people don�t want to meet you in an alley. A tough face � a false front for the shakes. Right now he was hollow inside, trembling inside, just thinking what trouble with Devers could mean to him and Ella. But none of that showed in his face. Faces didn�t tell what went on inside. Take that Doc Pennypacker. Big nose and all, he looked as nice as a preacher. A skinny preacher with gray hair and a soft smile. Harder than tool steel, harder than diamonds, and still he looked like one of the uptown citizens and an all-right guy.
�One night,� Steve said. �I can take it for that long.�
He went into the bedroom on tiptoe. He didn�t want to wake Ella. He was careful not to bump the corner of the dressing table. He didn�t drop his shoes. She was curled in the center of the bed, warm as a kitten. She turned to make room for him. He could feel her breath against his shoulder.
�You must�ve had a lot to talk about,� she said. �It�s late.�
�Old times, Ella. You know � places we been, people we knew.�
�He didn�t leave, did he? I didn�t hear him go.�
�Like you said, it�s late.� Steve wet his lips. �The buses aren�t running. I made him a bed on the davenport.�
She kissed his shoulder. �Good night, Steve.�
He lay on his side, staring into the dark. He could hear Doc out in the living room. Doc bubbled in his sleep. Something about the bone in that beak of his. A thousand guys in the cell block, you could pick Doc Pennypacker every time. A thousand guys muttering and turning and groaning in their sleep. And that Doc, bubbling all night long.
He lay there in the dark, Ella�s breath warm on his shoulder. The window was a dim square in the wall. No bars on that window, but Steve could almost see them there. All the remembered sounds were coming back, filling the room: the mutter and groan and turn of the men in the cell blocks, the tramping of the walkers � the wall guards, the block guards � going about their rounds.
He�d done his time. He�d done it all, every day of it. Four years in the quarry, swinging a twelve-pound sledge; six years on the foundry floor. No breaks. But he�d kept his nose clean and his mouth shut � never a scramble, never a beef � and one day they�d opened the gate and let him out. �A free man,� they�d said. �Lacy, you�ve got a new suit. New shoes. A new life. You�re as free as a bird.� And he�d believed them. He�d stood on the corner and watched the shining cars go by, and he�d ached to get his hands inside one. After ten years his hands were hungry for tools and motors.
�A free man.�
The suit was cheesecloth. The shoes fell apart the first time it rained. And the freedom had a string on it � that freedom had more strings on it than a harp. He�d learned about those; one by one they�d yanked him up. �A little thing,� they�d said the day he left the pen. �Nothing much,� they�d said. �Just report to O�Keefe once a month and tell him how it is with Lacy.� Daniel O�Keefe, state probation officer, second floor, Woodlawn Building. Once a month Steve had climbed the stairs, thirty-six times he�d climbed the stairs. �Mr. O�Keefe, sir,� he�d said. �Steve Lacy reporting.�

And he�d stood there with his hat in his sweating hands while O�Keefe looked at him. A dusty man, O�Keefe, glasses, timid eyes and a pencil he tapped against his teeth. Once a month he hauled on the string. �Your appearance is against you, Lacy.� Thirty-six times he�d mentioned that. �Above all, we don�t want you to go back. You�ll have to be very careful, Lacy. Avoid trouble like a well man avoids the plague.�
That freedom fell apart faster than the cardboard shoes. They let you out, but they didn�t let go. O�Keefe, once a month, and O�Keefe was only the beginning. Simms had a string on him. Pat Simms, plain-clothes. A hog of a man. Shiny eyes and a toothpick and a beard like barbed wire. He�d known Steve Lacy when. He knew too much. The string in his fat hand went back a lot of years � back to the Apex Garage and Johnny Dianco.
Simms had come into the Apex plenty of times after the city had gone to sleep, walking light and easy, that toothpick in the corner of his mouth. He stood around. He leaned against the wall and watched Steve Lacy build his car. Steve Lacy, nineteen then, night floorman, six to six, twenty-three bucks a week. A big kid off the farm, smart with motors and dumb with people, building himself a car after the grease racks had been cleaned and the floors swept. A bolt at a time, from the floor up, from nothing. Parts from a dozen wrecks; frame from one, wheels from another, fenders from still another. And that motor � three weeks� pay and six months� work went into that big, beautiful motor before he had it right. Simms was there the night he turned it fine � let it idle, let it roar � then cut the switch and put his tools away.
�Funny,� Simms said. �A kid like you � a big hayshaker � comin� up with a thing like that. How fast�ll it go?�
�I figure a hundred and ten,� Steve said. �Maybe better.�
�But not on the streets.� Simms�s shiny eyes lost interest in the car. �You work here,� he said. �That Johnny Dianco, would you know what time of night he puts that crate of his away?�
�Different times,� Steve said. �Different nights.�
�Don�t cover,� Simms said. �Stick to your motors, kid.� That toothpick went from right to left. �Don�t get in any trouble, kid. With that ugly face of yours, don�t ever get in trouble, kid. They�ll throw the bench at you.�
He went away. He dropped his toothpick on the floor and went away. Steve stood there wondering why he hadn�t opened up for Simms. He knew when Dianco�s bright, red job came and went; he had it all written down on the check sheet in the floorman�s stall. And he knew Dianco was a racket guy. Even a hayshacker off the farm couldn�t be so dumb he wouldn�t know Dianco was a racket guy. His clothes, his car, the place he lived; all that money when everybody else was broke. He tipped a buck; twice every day he tipped a buck. But it wasn�t the money. Steve hadn�t kept his mouth shut because of the tips. You don�t blow the whistle on a friend, and Johnny Dianco was a friend. A big shot, but he always had time to stop and talk. �How�s our car? When�re you goin� to take me for a ride?� Johnny wasn�t afraid of Simms. He laughed when Steve told him Simms had been nosing around.
�The barrel that walks like a man,� he said. �That guy.�
Steve said, �He wanted to know what time you checked in nights.�
�Thanks, kid.� Johnny took some money out of his pocket; bills folded and clipped with a gold thing in the shape of a dollar sign. �No,� he said. �No tip tonight, kid. Some things you can�t pay for.�
�I�ll tell you if he comes around again.�
�Do that.� Dianco put his money away. He made a fist and hit Steve lightly in the belly. �Take care of me, kid, and I�ll take care of you. They don�t come too big for Johnny Dianco.�
�Fat,� Steve said. �But not too big.�
�Like a barrel, kid, but not too big.� Johnny Dianco grinned. �That car of yours, kid? How�s the car comin�?�
�All finished. Ready to roll.�
�I�ll be around for that ride,� Johnny said.
Steve Lacy lay in the dark, remembering. The alarm clock whirred on the bedside table; an electric job with a motor gone haywire. Ella murmured and turned.
�Steve,� she said. �What�s the matter? Why can�t you sleep?�
�Nothing�s the matter,� he said. �Not a thing.�
�You should be asleep. Count sheep, Steve. Maybe that�ll help.�
�I�ll count,� he replied. �You go back to sleep, Ella.�
�You didn�t kiss me when you came to bed.�
�A face like a busted plate,� he said. �If I kiss you I�ll give you nightmares, honey.�
�Steve,� she said. �Steve. You�re the one I married, remember? I love that face just the way it is. If I have nightmares it�ll be because you didn�t kiss me, Steve.�
�A beat-up nose and a tin ear.�
�And a smile that�s really swell.�
Her finger tips found his chin, his cheek. �Strong,� she said. �And kind � that�s my Steve.� He turned his head and kissed her. �Good night,� she said, and curled against his side.
She slept again, and he lay there remembering. He could not stop remembering. Johnny Dianco, the pretty man, walked through his thoughts. Johnny, the racket boy, with his pockets full of money and his big, white smile. Johnny with his little gun tucked inside his waistband. Steve thought of the car he�d built long, long ago, and heard Johnny Dianco say, �That ride, kid. I come around to get my ride.�
Johnny was gone now. They�d cut him down when he�d tried to run; with a chopper they�d cut him down. But his voice was in Steve Lacy�s head. �A little ride, kid. I�m going to collect some dough. They know my car, see? That red boiler of mine, they know it well.� Johnny�s voice was tight and raw and his eyes had a funny look. �You stay at the curb and I�ll go in. A short thing, kid. A quick in and out.�
�Count sheep,� Steve Lacy told himself.
But the thought he�d had that day came back to him. �How come he�s got a gun if it�s just a collection stop? How come he�s so wound up?� And all of it was happening again. The car was rolling through the streets while Johnny talked. �I�ll surprise the hell out of them. And they�ll give; they�ll really shower down. A quick thing, kid. And nobody hurt.� The car was easing to a halt, the motor running. �Don�t shut her off, kid. I won�t be gone a minute.� Johnny Dianco was on his way toward the big glass door. And then all of it went wrong again. Steve heard the guns. He heard the guns and saw Johnny try to run.
Johnny Dianco, the pretty man, was dead and gone. �Nobody hurt,� he�d said. �A quick thing,� Johnny�d said. For him it had been quick. But not for Steve Lacy, the kid who drove the car. He�d switched the motor off and sat there, stiff and scared until a white-faced cop came up on the driver�s side and slugged him with the barrel of his gun.
Later, Simms had come to stand outside his cell. �I told you, kid,� he�d said. �Stick to motors, that�s what I told you. But you had to cover. You had to get in trouble, kid. They�re goin� to throw the bench at you.�
�Count sheep,� Steve Lacy told himself.
He counted the years instead. Ten years, even after they subtracted the good-behavior time. He counted the trips he�d made to the Woodlawn Building to stand with his hat in his sweating hands while O�Keefe hauled on the string. �This girl � this Miss Peterson you want to marry? Does she know your history, Lacy?� All the bars weren�t down there at the pen. They built bars around you on the outside too. They had walkers on the outside too. Two sets of walkers � guys like Doc; guys like Simms � tramping up behind you, tramping up out of your past and up your back. A man never got away.
That Simms. He�d come trudging out of the dark between the bus stop and the house, a week ago. Shiny eyes in a fat face smudged with beard. A toothpick in the corner of his mouth. �I been around before,� he�d said. �Check calls. I didn�t need you then; I had other wires. But things happen, Lacy. Things change. It�s different now. Tonight we�re goin� to talk.�
�Let me alone,� Steve�d said. �That�s all � just get off my back.�
�I said we�re going to talk,� Simms�d said. �We�re going to talk.�
�My wife��
�Tell her I�m a friend. Tell her we got business. Private business.�
Ella was asleep, tired after eight hours on her feet in a store downtown. Brown hair on the pillow and a smiling mouth. She was smiling in her sleep. Dreaming, maybe, of how it�d be when they could buy the service station and be together all day long. Steve Lacy closed the door and went back to talk to the fat man who sat in the chair by the radio.
�You�re my pigeon,� Simms said. �You�re goin� to do what I say.�
Steve said, �I�m clean. That�s all I want to be.�
�You�re an ex-con. You�re a wire � my wire. The other boys come around to see you when they hit town. They put the bite on you for a little change, or they want this, or they want that. This is my business, Lacy; I know how it works.�
�How about the cops? If this isn�t a bite, you tell me what it is.�
�Three years I let you alone,� Simms said. �What do you want? Christmas every day? I let you alone because I didn�t need you. Now I do.�
�Plenty of times you come nosing around. That�s letting me alone.�
�You�re on the outside, aren�t you? You�re walking around.�
�With you on my back,� Steve said.
�Lacy, look.� Simms pointed the toothpick at Steve. �You do what I say, or you go back. With your face and your record, there are ways and ways. Plenty of guys go back.� He rubbed his hand over his wire beard. �People come to you. Cons goin� through town. You hear things. You�re one of the boys. From now on, Lacy, I hear what you hear.�
�No!� Lacy said.
�You want to leave your wife?� Simms asked. �You want to go back?�
�I want to be let alone. That�s all � just let me alone.�
Simms said, �Later, Lacy. Right now I need a wire.�
He had gone away. Simms had set up his squeeze and gone away. Then nothing for a week � not a word, not a whisper. Until tonight. Steve had left the bus stop and started home and he�d heard the walker, a different walker, coming along behind. Doc Pennypacker in his thirty-dollar shoes, coming along behind. Staying just out of sight, stopping when Steve stopped, walking up out of the past, walking up Steve�s back, catching Steve just as he unlocked the door.
�Stevie,� he�d said. �A nice little place you got here � but lonely. No street lights. No neighbors.� And then he�d smiled. �You�re going to ask me in, Stevie. I�m sure you�re going to ask me in.�
�Doc,� Steve had said, �go the hell away. Go away.�
He said it again now in the dark, with Ella warm at his side. He could hear Doc bubbling out there on the davenport. �Go away.� He said it silently, like a prayer. And then he saw Doc Pennypacker standing at the head of an endless file of men. Behind Doc, there was Devers. Behind Devers, there was Benny Hastle � Benny, the big, good-looking guy who was really dirt. He turned his back on them, running in his mind, and ran right into Simms, the hog of a man with a toothpick in the corner of his mouth.

Ella was gone when he awoke. She�d left a note on her pillow. �Darling: I didn�t want to waken you or your friend. I�ll eat downtown.� And there was a smudge of lipstick on the paper in the shape of her mouth, in the shape of a kiss. After two years of being married, they still did things like that.
Outside, the sun was shining. The clock on the bedside table said it was almost eleven � and Doc was still in the house. Steve took a shower and shaved, not thinking, not even trying to think. He put the coffee on and then went into the living room.
�Doc,� he said.
Doc Pennypacker started up. He seemed to jump without moving � the jump was all inside the man, under his skin. Then he yawned and threw the blankets back.
�I don�t know how it is with you,� he said. �But me, Stevie, I wake up thinking I�m back in the pen. For just a minute, I think I�m back up there.�
�Coffee�s about ready, Doc. How do you like your eggs?�
�Raw. In a glass of milk. Nice of you to ask.�
�Doc,� Steve said, �in an hour I�ve got to go to work.�
Doc Pennypacker looked at his watch. �At noon you go to work, at midnight you come home. Even horses don�t work that long.�
�I work overtime. I get paid for it.�
�But not enough,� Doc said. �They don�t print it fast enough to pay for that kind of hours.� He rubbed the sleep from his eyes. �I�ll catch a wash. I�ll borrow your razor and shave and be right with you.�
Steve went back into the kitchen and closed the door. He had to close the door so Doc couldn�t see his face.
He had finished packing his lunch when Doc Pennypacker joined him, fully dressed and freshly shaved. His beautiful shirt was faintly soiled. That was Doc � faintly soiled. Two eggs in a glass of milk � that was Doc too. After all those years in the pen his stomach didn�t like solid food.
�Stevie,� Doc said, �you got a garage out there.�
�Yeah,� Steve said.
�I suppose you got a car � a mechanic like you?�
�A heap,� Steve said. �It isn�t much.�
�I�ll bet it runs good.� Doc sipped his milk. �A nice little place, a car, a garden. Out in the country. No neighbors close. A fine setup, Stevie.�
�It�s what I want,� Steve said.
He took his breakfast dishes to the sink; washed and rinsed them and left them to dry. He got his jacket from a hook in the hall. He put his lunch bucket and his jacket under his arm.
�I usually take the bus,� he said. �But I can drive you in.�
�Impatient,� Doc said. �Like I told Devers, Stevie�s an impatient guy. A friend all day long, but impatient.�
Steve put his lunch bucket back on the drainboard. He turned his back on Doc, his hands busy with the jacket, his fists hidden by it. �How much?� he said. �How much do you want to get the hell away and let me alone?�
�I asked for a bed and a meal or two.�
�Eight hundred,� Steve said. �That�s what we�ve got in the bank. We�ve both worked, both saved, so we could make a down payment on a service station. The eight hundred�s all we�ve got.�
�Eleven hundred and thirty-five,� Doc said. �I looked around after you went to bed. Your bank book�s in the desk.� He peered into his glass, smiling. �I don�t want your money. Just a bed and a meal and a quiet place to rest. You�re in a rush because you have to go to work. You run along, Steve. I found my way out here. I can find my way back.�
�I can drive you down.�
�Don�t push,� Doc said. �I�ve got time to waste. Better here than on a street corner. You go to work and I�ll take care of me.� He smiled again. �I haven�t had my coffee yet.�
�It�s not me that�s pushing,� Steve said. �I did what you asked. I even offered you money. But you won�t budge. You�re trying to scare me with Devers. Don�t count too much on that. If I have to, I can handle Devers.�
�Say you do,� Doc said. �It�s still a beef. It�s still trouble and you know what happens to an ex-con that gets in trouble. Bingo � no parole. Next thing you�re getting measured for that burlap coat again.� His smile was wide. �You�re taking this too big, Stevie. It�s just a friendly visit. For a day or two.�
�You had a meal and a bed. It�s time you left.�
�But not so early,� Doc said. �Later, after you�ve gone to work.�
�Is that a promise?� Steve asked.
�Stevie,� Doc said, �would I lie to you?�
�Did you ever do anything else?� Steve said.

The shop floor was crowded. Great Western Trucking � Pacific Terminal. A dozen of the big rigs were in for service, for pump checks, for tuning. Steve drew an old tractor. �A complete overhaul,� the foreman said. �More overtime for Lacy.� Steve rolled his wheeled tool chest up alongside the fender and went to work. His hands knew their job. His hands did the work, and he had time to think.
He�d punched a hole in Doc�s squeeze. Devers was tough � sure. But that part hadn�t scared Steve much. It was what would come afterward. A pair of ex-cons going for each other � one with a knife. Parole-board trouble. But not for just one; and Steve had finally realized that. If Lacy went back, Devers would go back too. So Doc�s threat was so much wind, and Doc must have known that all along. He�d probably stopped in just for kicks, just for the pleasure of playing cat-and-mouse. He�d get tired of sitting out there alone. He�d put on his hat and go away.
�Lacy,� a voice said. �Come here a minute.�
Pat Simms was standing beside the front wheel of the tractor, his hat on the back of his head, his thumbs hooked in the pockets of his vest. Panic leaped inside Steve; a socket wrench got away from his hand to clatter on the floor. Simms, then Doc, now Simms again. Steve climbed down. He wiped his tools and put them on the swinging shelf of his toolbox.
�Quite a gadget,� Simms said. �Like the shelf a dentist uses.�
�I made it,� Steve said. �It works fine.�
He couldn�t read Simms�s face. The fat man�s thoughts were hidden behind his shiny eyes. Simms thumbed a toothpick from the pocket of his vest.
�I been waiting for you to call,� he said. �After that talk of ours, I figured you�d check in by phone.�
Steve said, �I�m not going to work for you. I told you that.�
�It�s not what a man wants, Lacy. It�s what he has to do.� Simms pointed the toothpick at Steve. �Take me. I love cigars, but I can�t have �em. I got to do something, so I chew toothpicks, by the ton. It�s not what I want; it�s what I got to do. I�ve got ulcers, so I have to do what the doctors say. You�re on parole; you�ve got to do what I say. A man on parole�s in no position to be tough, Lacy.�
�Look,� Steve said. �All I�m asking is stay off my back.�
�Just call and tell me what you hear. What�s hard about that?�
�It�s rotten,� Steve said. �It�s dirty rotten work.� He scrubbed his hands with a rag. �I made a mistake � sure. I was a dumb kid. I�m still dumb. I thought a guy was God, the wrong guy. I thought a wrong guy was God and it cost me ten years.�
�Because a girl was shot,� Simms said. �That�s why.�
�I didn�t run,� Steve said. �I didn�t try to duck. I turned the motor off and sat right there till I got slugged. One mistake and I got the works. Now I want to be let alone. Mister, that�s all I want. Just get off my back.�
Simms took the shredded toothpick from between his lips. �You�ll call me,� he said. �If you�re smart, you�ll call me at headquarters and tell me what you hear.�
He walked away � a fat man whose feet made little sound on the concrete floor. Work for him and you were really in the grease. One call and you�d be his pet rat for the rest of your life, walking the gutter, listening to the whispers, reporting everything you heard. And for what? Would he go to bat for you? Would he lift a hand to help if you got jammed up? Like hell he would. You were a stool pigeon if you worked for him, lower than dirt. Those toothpicks he threw away meant more to him than any ex-con who ever breathed.
Steve climbed back on the fender of the tractor and went to work again. The things that happened to a man. Simms, then Doc, then Simms again. But Doc would be gone by now. Steve put his weight on the handle of a wrench; the socket slipped and he tore the skin of his knuckles. He sat there looking at the blood on the back of his hand, a new thought cold in his mind. Doc Pennypacker had turned his back on money. Doc, who couldn�t have so much he wouldn�t reach for more, hadn�t grabbed for the money. His squeeze had come unstuck � sure. But it wasn�t like Doc to let the money get away.
He chased that around and around in his head. Doc was an angle boy, shifty as smoke. A knuckle-buster couldn�t outthink a guy like Doc. Kick one squeeze apart and he�d come up with another, twice as nasty. If it was important to him, he could. Steve sucked the bruised flesh of his knuckles, that much clear in his mind. If Doc had dropped in for kicks � for the fun of playing cat-and-mouse � then he�d be on his way by now. But if it was bigger, if he had something special planned, he�d be there, smiling at his shoes, when Steve got home. He�d have something brand-new ready and waiting.
He was there. He was playing gin rummy with Ella. The two of them were in the living room, at a card table Ella had set up in front of Steve�s chair. Pennypacker was in Steve�s chair. He wore a clean shirt and a different suit. A loud shirt and a suit with shoulders. Where had he gotten those? He leaned back in the chair � a sharp-faced man with a big nose and a thin mouth. He gave Steve a hello smile.
�Stevie,� he said, �how�d it go?�
�It went,� Steve said.
He looked at Ella. His chest was tight and there was sweat on his back. Ella had been alone with Doc from six till midnight � the best in the world playing cards with a heel like Doc. And Ella was smiling. Her eyes were bright and laughing. Steve drew a deep breath.
�I won three dollars,� she said.
�Good girl,� Steve said.
From Doc Pennypacker she had won three dollars. That was one for the book. Doc Pennypacker had given her three dollars, letting her win, making her happy. But he had an angle; he had a knife for Steve�s ribs. His look said that. And Steve couldn�t do anything. Not yet. Not until he knew what Doc had come up with this time. Steve put his jacket in the closet and took his lunch bucket to the kitchen. The table was set for his midnight meal. Ella came into the kitchen after him.
�I�ll have the soup hot in a jiffy,� she said.
He put his big hands on her shoulders. Her face came up, a laughing face and he kissed her. He kissed her hard. She tipped her head back to look at him.
�Well!� she said. �That was something. I think I�ll have another one of those.� She had another one. �Good, good,� she said. �Now clean up. The soup will be ready when you are.�
Steve Lacy went into the living room. Doc Pennypacker was lighting a cigarette. His eyes flickered over the match flame. He smiled again.
�Lipstick,� he said. �A great girl, your wife.�
Steve wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, staring at Doc Pennypacker. He took a deep breath and let it go. Easy, now. He had to hold it down so Ella wouldn�t know how wrong things were. �Doc,� he said. His voice was all right. �I thought maybe you�d figured we had a lousy town and hit the road.�
�It�s a good town, Stevie,� Pennypacker said. �A fine town.�
�Quiet,� Steve said. �Nothing doing here.�
�Quiet I don�t mind,� Doc said. �I tell myself Stevie invited me for home cooking. A couple of days, for old times, for sitting around batting the breeze. I couldn�t tell the boys I left Stevie�s the first day. They wouldn�t believe it. They�d want to know why.�
From the kitchen, Ella said, �Get a move on, Steve.�
�Right away,� Steve said.
He went toward the hallway, still looking at Doc Pennypacker, Pennypacker looked back at him. That was all. No words. But the way Doc looked said plenty. His eyes flicked toward the kitchen, flicked back. �Careful,� Doc�s eyes said. �Your wife�s out there, Stevie. You don�t want to worry your wife.� Steve Lacy looked at Doc Pennypacker�s thin throat. His hands and arms ached.
He said �One minute, baby. That�s all I need.�
He went down the hall to the bathroom. The bathroom door would not open all the way. Doc Pennypacker�s bag was behind the door. He had gone out and got his bag and moved in. He�d moved in on Steve Lacy and his wife. Like that. And what was Lacy going to do about it? He looked at this guy, Lacy, in the mirror. A face with murder in it.
�Not till you know what he�s got in mind,� he told the guy. �Even then, think twice, think hard. One scramble, one spot of trouble and you�re back in the pen.�
He washed his hands and face and scrubbed them dry on a towel. He looked down at the bag. New and expensive and locked. Heavy. Guns were heavy. Steve Lacy felt a cold wind around his head. Who did he think he was kidding? Doc Pennypacker was not here for a bed and a free meal. Any dope would know that. One dope did know it. Finally. Steve put the bag down and went out into the kitchen.
Pennypacker and Ella were there. They had coffee steaming in front of them. Ella smiled. �I thought we�d have coffee with you, Steve.�
�Good,� Steve said.
�A coffee drinker, your wife,� Doc said. �We drank about a gallon during the gin game.� He smiled. �That�s how she does it. She gets me looped on coffee and takes my money away from me. A smart little girl, your wife.�
No girl was smart enough to win from Doc Pennypacker.
�An angel,� Steve said.
�I�ll buy that,� Doc said. He was being a great guy, one of the family. �I look at her and I remember Benny � Benny Hastle. You remember Benny. That dream girl he used to talk about? It comes to me, Stevie. This wife of yours is a perfect fit for Benny�s dream girl. Fresh. Sweet. A looker with class. Including the coffee. Benny always said, �Give me a girl that likes coffee.� � He looked at Steve Lacy. �Remember, Stevie?�
This was the knife in the ribs. This was Doc�s angle.
�I remember,� Steve said. His food tasted like mud.
�This Benny,� Pennypacker said to Ella. �A really swell joe. Big and handsome. A friendly guy. You�d like Benny Hastle.�
They all liked Benny � at first. That was his stock in trade.
Steve said, �You look tired, hon.�
�I am,� she said. �I�ll leave you two.�
She went out of the kitchen. Steve looked at Doc Pennypacker. One swing, one bat with the back of his hand and he could turn that long nose of Doc�s into a pulp. And it would be fine. It would be real fine.
�You moved in,� he said. �Move out again.�
Doc�s face was pained. �A couple of days, Stevie. Is that too much to ask a friend?�
�Yeah.�
�You�re kidding.� Doc�s cold eyes said he knew Steve wasn�t kidding. �You�re giving me the old dig. And that�s okay. But now we talk sense. You got a nice town here.�
Steve pushed his plate away, still full. He locked his big hands in front of him on the table, one holding the other.
�A quiet town,� he said. �No good for you, Doc.�
�Just right for me,� Doc Pennypacker said. �I been here before. You know? I looked around. There�s a thing here I like. I thought about it the last seven years. I looked today. It�s still here. I still like it.�
Now it was coming.
�I don�t want to hear about it,� Steve said.
�A soft touch? Don�t give me that.�
�Any kind of a touch,� Steve said. �Get it through your head. Now. Don�t go any farther with it.�
Doc Pennypacker leaned back to light a cigarette.
Steve Lacy was sweating. He could hear Pat Simms saying, �What you hear I hear.� Saying that, and opening the steel gate. �Or else, Lacy.� He hadn�t heard anything yet. If he didn�t hear anything he�d be all right.
�Listen to me, Doc.�
�I got you figured for a piece, Steve.�
A piece? A piece of the rap. Ten like the last ten. The hair crawled on Steve�s neck.
�You�ve got it figured wrong, Doc,� he said. �I don�t want a piece of anything you�ve got. Get it in your head. I don�t want any. I�m clean and I�m going to stay clean. All I want is a chance to work.�
�Work�s for horses.�
�For me. I don�t want anything else.�
�What you want�� Doc shrugged. �I need a man I can trust.�
�Not me.�
Pennypacker�s thin lips smiled. �I thought I�d made it all clear. But maybe not. So I�ll go through it again. There was Devers, Benny, and me. I�m going out. They got a few months left. We need a roll. I tell them about this town, this thing I remember here. It looks good. Who do we know in this town? Steve Lacy. Will he play ball with us? Sure. Steve�s a great guy. Besides, I hear he�s got a sweet girl for a wife. This Steve�s in love with his wife. Word gets around, Stevie. You know how we hear things down there.�
Steve knew.
�So it figures. Benny says I�m to tell you hello for him. Devers too. I tell �em they�re all wrong; we won�t need anything like that. Stevie will play ball with his friends. They want me to tell you anyway. Especially Benny. The way it is � if something goes wrong, if somebody sings, they�ll collect. We have to collect. One guy sings and gets away with it, they�ll all sing. We got to stick together, Stevie. You know that.�
�No,� Steve said. �I don�t want any.�
�What I got in mind is easy, Steve. All you do is drive a car. I do the work, you drive. For that you get a twenty-five cut. It�s easy money, Stevie.�
Sweat stood on Steve�s face.
�I drove a car,� he said. �For that I did an easy ten years.�
�A punk, that Dianco. This is Doc Pennypacker talking. It makes a difference. I don�t miss.�
�You don�t miss? Where you been the last seven years?�
�Okay. A guy helped me, didn�t he? A no-good. A woman yelled and he came apart. You won�t come apart, Steve.�
�I keep telling you, I�m not in it.�
�You�re in it. I say so. Devers and Benny say so.�
Steve Lacy put his forehead on his hands. He did that to stop looking at Doc Pennypacker. He would take Doc by the throat if he kept on looking at him.
Doc said, �It�s the Zenner plant. A setup. Wholesale diamonds. We take it Thursday noon.�
And there it was.
Steve Lacy waited for something to happen inside him. A blowup. Something that would drive him out of his chair to collar Doc Pennypacker. Nothing happened. He thought of Ella in bed asleep and nothing happened. He got up slowly and began to clear the table. His full plate he emptied carefully in the garbage can so Ella wouldn�t know he hadn�t eaten. What good was a head on your shoulders if it wouldn�t work? His head wouldn�t work.
Doc Pennypacker said, �What d�you say, Steve? It�s big.�
�It�s lousy,� Steve said.
He ran water in the dishpan. Now his head began to work. Talk Doc out of it. Scare him out. If it looked too tough, Doc would go somewhere else. And it was tough.
�At noon!� he said. �For God�s sake, are you nuts?�
�That�s the trick,� Doc said. �Who�d figure it for noon? Me, and nobody else. Not them � not the Zenners. Too many people around. Okay, that�s what I like. I pick somebody, one of the customers. I put a gun in his back. I tell them they empty the box or the guy gets a hole in his back. They empty the box. Why? How would they look letting a customer get a hole just to keep their ice? When they got insurance. No, Stevie. They�ll give. And with you outside in that car. That fast car, Stevie. We get away clean.�
It was crazy. A hop dream. But Pennypacker would go for a crazy dream like that. The pen was full of guys like Pennypacker who went for dreams like that.
�Clean with what?� Steve said. �What have you got?�
�Twenty, thirty grand. Unmounted stones.�
�You think that�s something?�
�It ain�t tin.�
�Listen. Say it�s thirty grand. You�ve got to peddle those rocks. A fence pays you ten grand if you�re lucky. You split me a twenty-five cut. Say two for me, eight for you. Devers and Benny want in. More splits. If you come out of it with four grand, I�ll eat it.� He looked at Doc Pennypacker and found Doc grinning at him, shaking his head. �You think I�m wrong?� Steve said. �Okay. Double everything. What have you got? I can still make that much dough in a year with no gun in my hand and no rap waiting for me.�
�But you got to pay taxes, Stevie, boy.�
Doc Pennypacker was laughing at him.
This was the damnedest thing under the sun. The way these guys figured. Steve had heard them plenty, in the pen. Talking, talking, talking. How they were right and the rest of the world was wrong. The rest of the world was full of square-johns, guys dumb enough to work for a living, dopes. How come the smart guys were inside and the dopes outside? Ah, there�d been a little slip-up. But the next one. The next one would pay fine, a big haul.
Never mind trying to tell them about right and wrong. Break it down for them, like he had for Doc. Dollars earned against time spent in the pen. Not one in ten could show a dollar a day wages. But they couldn�t see it. They had a blind spot in their heads. They�d laugh at you, like Doc was laughing at him. They�d tell you you were the one with the crack in your head. While they were sitting their lives away behind the bars, they�d tell you that.
�This is a little piece of work,� Doc said. �A place to start. To pay expenses. The big jobs take time and money and organization. We�ll get to those, Stevie. Don�t worry. We�ll work up fast.�
�Maybe Fort Knox, eh?� Steve said.
Doc laughed at him. Doc wouldn�t be talked out of it. He wouldn�t scare. Steve looked down at his hands in the dishwater. Big hands, built for tools and engines, for washing dishes, for changing a baby. Not for guns. He couldn�t see a gun in those hands, ever. But he couldn�t see a way out of it.
�What do yah say, Steve?� Doc asked.
�I got to think,� Steve said.
�Sure,� Doc said. �If you got a brain behind that homely pan of yours go ahead and use it. Think about me and Devers and Hastle. Think about that lovely wife of yours, Stevie. You don�t want to make any mistakes. Sleep on it, Stevie. Think about it good.�

Ella was asleep. The tired clock on the bedside table groaned and whirred. Steve listened to the clock and tried not to hear Doc Pennypacker bubbling out on the davenport. He thought of Benny Hastle, the guy who was really dirt. Good-looking, eyelashes long enough to braid; but full of tricks. Women were Benny�s business � women and guns and dope, but women first. A girl worked for Benny two days, she had a job for life. Two days with Benny and they never went back; they couldn�t go back. And that coffee. Drink coffee with Benny and you were done. The coffee was Doc�s angle, his squeeze. The biggest squeeze of all. Doc�s way of saying, �Don�t cross us, Stevie. Don�t try to cross us, or we�ll get to Ella. One way or another, Stevie, we�ll get to that wife of yours.� Steve swore and turned, and Ella�s breathing changed. Ella was awake.
�Steve,� she said. �Can I ask you to do a favor?�
�Anything, Ella. You name it.�
�Take me out to the lake,� she said. �On a picnic. Just the two of us. I�ll do my shopping Thursday morning. I�ll get the groceries for the week. If you take the day off we can have all afternoon together at the lake.�
Thursday was her day off. He had forgotten that.
�Sure,� he said. �Whatever you say.�
�We�ll rent a canoe. We�ll go out to the island.�
�That island,� he said. �I love that island.�
�You think I don�t, Steve? The trouble I had with you. I thought you�d never ask me to marry you.�
�I had to tell you what you were getting into.�
�Then I told you,� she said. �You weren�t what they said, Steve. They put you in a cage, but they were wrong. They took ten years away from you and we had to hurry so we wouldn�t be too old to dance at our golden wedding.� Her hand found his. �I�m worried about you, Steve. You�re not sleeping the way you should.�
�I sleep all right,� he said.
�You will take me out to the lake. Promise, Steve.�
�Thursday afternoon,� he said. �I promise.�
She made a wordless sound of content and fell asleep again. That lake. He�d take her out there � he would if they didn�t have him in the cage again. He closed his eyes. No matter how his thoughts twisted and turned, there were barriers inside his head � Doc and Devers and Hastle in one direction; Pat Simms in another � barriers he couldn�t climb or get around no matter how he tried.
He closed his eyes and it was Wednesday. The clock on the bedside table yelled at him. His head still ached. The night hadn�t helped; he hadn�t found a way out yet. And Doc had used his razor again. It lay on the washbowl, still wet. Steve changed the blade and shaved. He showered and dressed and went out into the kitchen. Doc was sitting at the table with the morning paper and a glass of milk.
�What hit you, Stevie?� he said. �You look sick.�
�I�m sick of you,� Steve said.
�Just nerves. You�ll get over it.� Doc turned his attention to the paper. �The Clipper hits a homer yesterday,� he said. �The Yanks win again.�
�Doc,� Steve said, �that car of mine��
�Save your breath,� Doc said. �I looked at it yesterday. I had coffee with your wife this morning. She told me how you worked on that car. How fast it is. The body�s beat up, but the motor�s fine. She says it�ll do a hundred. Maybe better.�
�This stick-up won�t work, Doc. It�s crazy.�
�It�ll work,� Doc said. �You�ll see.�
Wednesday, and the hours were like sand spilling through his fingers. He finished tearing the tractor motor down. He made a list of the parts he needed, and the supply room sent it back. �You�ve got one part down here three times,� the shop foreman said. �Three generators. You�re getting fuzzy. You need a day off.�
Steve said, �How about tomorrow?�
The foreman nodded. �Sure. It�ll do you good.�
It was the lunch hour then. Steve sat on the floor with his back against the wall, eating sandwiches he couldn�t taste. He kept his eyes on the floor and a pair of legs walked into his range of vision. Steve didn�t have to raise his eyes. He knew those heavy legs, those lightly moving feet.
�I asked you nice,� he said. �Simms, get off my back.�
�I was out of the station,� Simms said. �I thought maybe you�d called while I was gone. I thought I better check.�
�I told you I wouldn�t call. I�ve got nothing to say.�
Simms cleared his throat. A stub of toothpick fell on the floor between Steve�s feet � the wood Simms chewed, the cigar he couldn�t have. �Remember,� he said, �it�s not what a man wants; it�s what he has to do.�
�Let me alone,� Steve said.
The heavy legs went away. And Steve could hear the crash of a steel door closing. An ordinary guy � Joe Citizen, taxpayer � could have yelled for help. But not Steve Lacy. Lacy was an ex-con with a big ten on the book against him. With a cop like Simms, ex-cons weren�t human. They were things to be kicked around and used, stool pigeons and nothing else. And an ex-con�s wife � less than that. Less than the toothpick Simms had dropped on the floor. Lacy stared at the shredded bit of wood. No picnic at the lake � not tomorrow. He wondered if Ella would cry. No. Ella, baby, don�t waste your tears.

Thursday morning and the clock was yelling again. Sunshine fell through the bedroom window. There was a note on Ella�s pillow. �Darling. I�m taking the car so I can shop and get back early. We�ve got a date today... remember.� Lipstick in the shape of a kiss.
Steve sat on the edge of the bed, holding Ella�s note in his scarred hands. He felt old and heavy and very tired. All night in his dreams he�d tried to run while Doc Pennypacker and Pat Simms had laughed at him. He looked about the bedroom now, at the closet, the dressing table. Ella�s scuffed blue slippers were beside the dressing-table bench � one upright, one on its side. He could feel her presence in the room.
The taste of regret was bitter in his mouth. They let you out, but they didn�t let go. You took the place with you when you went down the road: the cell blocks, the yard, the foundry, the walls. You had it up there on your back, every stinking brick and bolt and bar of it, when you went down the road.
�Time you were getting up.� Doc Pennypacker stood in the doorway. �Your wife�s gone. We got some talking to do before she gets back.�
�No,� Steve said. �We�re all through talking.�
Doc�s blue eyes were cold. �You haven�t forgot Benny, Stevie.�
�No,� Steve said. �I�m going along. I�ll drive for you. But that�s all I�m going to do. Win or lose, Doc, that�s every damned bit all.�
�Good boy,� Doc said. �I love you, Stevie.�
Steve said, �Get out. I want to dress.�
Doc was waiting in the kitchen. He spread a map of the city on the breakfast table. �We got extra license plates,� he said. �I got �em yesterday. After your wife gets back, you keep her busy and I�ll put �em on with wire so we can yank �em in a hurry.� His voice was tight and raw and he could not control the twitching in his hand. �Everything else is marked on the map, Stevie. We got one light to jump, and then we�re down the alley to the Drive. Then we roll. We hit the Drive and we roll and we�re in the clear. It�s a good plan, Stevie.�
A good plan � if the cops all dropped dead and the radio quit.
�You got it, Stevie? You know the route?�
�It�s my town,� Steve said. �I got it, Doc.�
�We leave here at eleven-thirty.�
�We leave at ten and then come back,� Steve said. �I got an errand to do. You can ride with me or you can wait.�
Doc said, �Errand. I don�t like this errand stuff.�
�Go away,� Steve said. �You spoil my breakfast.�
Doc Pennypacker folded the map and put it in his pocket. He took the sports page and sat on a stool by the stove. He rattled the paper, but he didn�t read. He was jumpy � as jumpy as Johnny Dianco�d been, and where was Johnny now?
�Your wife,� Doc said. �She just drove in.�
�I�ll help her unload the car,� Steve said.
He carried the groceries in � two boxes, two trips. Then he put his hips against the drainboard, leaning there, while Ella heaped her packages on the table. �I splurged,� she said. �Beer, and that cheese you like. We�re going to have a swell lunch, a swell picnic. There�s no wind. It�ll be warm on the island.�
�Sure,� Steve said. �It�ll be warm today.�
Doc Pennypacker said, �Stevie, it�s almost ten.�
He went out the back way and down the steps. Steve waited until he heard the car door close. �I�ve got an errand,� he said. �We�ll be right back.�
�I�ll pack the lunch while you�re gone.�
�After you kiss me, you will,� Steve said.
The shopping center was a mile from the house. The bank � Bay Road Branch � was open when Steve parked at the curb. Doc was at Steve�s side when he went through the door and up to the counter. Steve gave the girl the number of his safe-deposit box and signed the slip. Doc stayed at the counter, grinning, while Steve took the box into the booth and dumped its contents on the shelf. Steve endorsed the bonds � the thin sheaf of bonds � and that did not take long. He closed the box and took it back and went out through the counter gate.
�All done,� he said. �Let�s go.�
Doc said, �Quit worrying, Stevie. This�ll be a cinch.�
�So was the last one,� Steve said. �Get in the car.�
�That Dianco was a punk,� Doc said.
The car moved toward the city limits. Steve watched the road. The bonds were in Ella�s name now. The checking account was hers. He�d done what he could. The loose ends were all caught up � all but one.
�You had me sweating,� Doc said. �I�ll admit it now. You had me guessing, Stevie. I had a notion you might try to blow the whistle � even with Devers and Benny coming out. A crazy thing, but you were acting crazy. That errand of yours � that thing at the bank. A man wouldn�t do a thing like that if he was going to holler cop.�
�I said I�d drive,� Steve said. �I will.�
Doc said, �I know that now.�
Steve put the car in the garage and left Doc there to wire the extra plates in place while he went in the house. The lunch was packed, ready to go. Ella was doing the dishes, humming at her work. Steve got a tea towel from the rack.
�Doc�s leaving,� he said. �I�ll have to take him into town.�
�Can�t we drop him on the way?�
�No,� Steve said. �I�ll take him and then come back.�
�I�ll be waiting on the porch,� she said.
Doc came in and got his suitcase and took it out to the car. The clock on the kitchen wall said eleven-ten. Steve dried the coffee cups and put them carefully in the cupboard. Ella would be waiting on the porch. With her hat on and the lunch in a cardboard box, she�d be waiting on the porch.
�Ella, baby,� he said. �I love you. I want you to know that.�
She smiled at him. �I�m glad, Steve.�
The minutes ran away. Eleven-twenty. Eleven-twenty-five. Doc was kicking gravel in the drive. His suitcase was in the car. He�d opened and closed it there. The guns probably were on the front seat of the car. Or maybe Doc�s was tucked in the top of his pants under his coat.
�Steve,� Ella said. �What�s the matter?�
�I was just thinkin�,� he said, �of a guy I used to know.�
Doc was at the back door. �Stevie, I got a train to catch.�
Steve kissed the top of Ella�s head. He went out the door and down the stairs. Doc was already in the car when he reached the garage. Steve saw the shine of gun metal on the seat. He started the motor and let it run.
�What�s eatin� you?� Doc said. �Why the funny look?�
�I�m goin� back,� Steve said. �I�m going to kiss my wife good-by.�
�You did that once.�
�With you watching me, Doc. With you breathing on my neck.� Steve made a fist and rubbed it in an open palm. �Like you said, it happens that I love my wife. I�m going to say good-by to her alone or I don�t drive you. I do or I don�t play, Doc. That�s the way it is.�
�Chump,� Doc said. �You�ll see her in a day or two.�
Steve looked at Doc, but did not speak. He could not speak.
�Go ahead,� Doc said. �But make it short.�
The kitchen was empty. Ella was in the bedroom, singing there. She was cleaning up, making the bed. Steve went into the hall. He stood in the bedroom door. The telephone was on the wall of the hall, within the reach of his hand. He caught up the book, flipping through the yellow pages as Ella turned.
�Put your fingers in your ears,� he said. �This one I don�t want you to hear. I�m going to call my blonde.� He couldn�t keep the roughness from his voice. �Better yet,� he said, �put your head under a pillow. I don�t want you to know her name.�
�You�re going to take her on the picnic, Steve?�
There was laughter in her voice � laughter and trust.
�Get under the pillow,� he said. �I don�t want you to know.�
He had found the number he wanted. He was dialing now.
�You�re the boss,� Ella said. �You�re the man I love.�
She smoothed the bedspread, smiling still. She lay on the bed, face down, and pulled a pillow over her head. �Like this?� she said, and her laughing voice was faint. �Like this, while you date a blonde?�
�Just like that,� he said.
�Zenner Brothers,� a crisp voice said. �Wholesale diamonds.�
�Listen.� Steve spoke into the hand he�d cupped around the instrument. �Get this and get it straight. It�s eleven-thirty now. You�re going to be held up at noon. I mean that, man. At noon � straight up. Get cops. Get plenty of cops.�
�Held up?� the voice said. �Who is this?�
Steve said, �A friend of yours. A guy who knows.�
He put the receiver back on the hook, cutting the crisp voice short.
�I can�t hear a word,� Ella said. �Tell me when you�re through.�
He walked into the bedroom. He spatted her where she sat down, just hard enough to sting. She yelped and pushed the pillow away. He drew her to her feet. He kissed her hair and then he kissed her lips.
�The hell with the blonde,� he said. �She can�t compare with you.�
Ella smiled. �Say that again, Steve.�
The horn called him. Doc Pennypacker was on the horn.
�You�re the only one,� he said.
�Please,� Ella said. �Please hurry back.�
Steve got behind the wheel and started the motor again. He idled the motor until the oil pressure came up. He checked the ammeter. He could drive for Doc, but he couldn�t mistreat that motor. A sackful of kittens, a sweet and beautiful thing. He was going to hate being without that motor.
�You kissed her good-by?� Doc asked.
�Yeah.�
�A real girl,� Doc said. �You send her a wire in a couple of days and she�ll come running. She�ll stick, Stevie, thick or thin. You got nothing to worry about where that girl is concerned. Take it from old Doc.�
Steve got the car rolling.
So Doc didn�t know. That�s what came of being a muscle-head. You said you wanted to go back and kiss your wife and Doc bought it. It was the kind of dumb thing a guy with a face like his would do. Figure an angle � no! He couldn�t think his way out of a wet paper bag. Take this. Some answer he�d got for this. Maybe a little more time and he�d have found a way through. But now � one long slide, coming up.
�Plenty of time,� Doc said. �But don�t waste it.�
Steve drove a little faster.
Doc was quiet now. Outside. Inside he was keyed up, singing like piano wire. Little things came through. He pulled a cigarette in two trying to get it out of the pack. Not shaky; too strong. He breathed funny through that bugle nose. Doc was wire-tight. A man like that, what would he do when the trap sprung? Anything. You couldn�t tell. He might fall in a pile, he might fly to bits like a busted clock, he might start shooting. That gun in the customer�s back. A nervous jerk of that finger and they were gone. Steve�s big fingers crawled on the wheel, gripping it. You drive for a guy on a job and somebody gets killed, you split the gas chambers with him. That�s what happens.
�You know the way out?� Doc asked. �You�re sure?�
�It�s my town,� Steve said.
Doc swore. �Your town. What the hell, your town. I want to know. Give me the way out. What streets?�
Steve gave it to him.
�Okay,� Doc said. �Keep it solid in that thick head of yours. I don�t want any mistakes, see?�
It was a mistake that Doc had ever been born. He was a thickhead, sure; but that Doc had a crack in his. A mile wide. Why�d they ever let guys like Doc out of the pen? They ought to be able to tell. Steve Lacy could tell. He could take them through the pen, and point the right ones out. �This guy and this guy and that one. What they did was wrong and they know it. These others, they think what they did was right. Keep those.� That easy, you could tell.
Doc said, �Watch where you�re going, damn it!�
Steve had eased up to a stop street behind a truck, stopping close up to the truck. Not too close; the way he always did it. But Doc was wire-tight and jumpy. It scared Doc. A man like that with a gun. Lord, Lord!
He passed the truck. Two blocks, turn left. He was a guy in a dream. He could see and feel, he could taste the sweat on his lips, but it wasn�t real. It wasn�t Steve Lacy doing this. Not the kid who�d died a million times doing ten big ones in the pen. Vomiting, it was so tough. How long was a day in the pen? Somebody ought to measure that, the way a con measured it. How long was a night? You couldn�t measure a night. Take three-sixty-five of those and multiply by ten. But the second rap was longer. Multiply three-sixty-five by twenty-five. There wasn�t that much time in the world.
�See that sign?� Doc Pennypacker said. �That�s it, Stevie, boy. That�s our little baby.� He was sitting up, rubbing his hands fast on his legs. �Once around the block, Stevie. Just for size. We�ll give it a look.�
�Zenner Brothers,� the sign said. �Jewelry, Wholesale & Retail.�
A box of a store in the middle of the block. Glass brick for a front. Big windows. Plenty of stuff in the windows. A woman going in. A man with a cane coming out. An empty loading zone right in front of the place.
Cops? No cops.
�That�s our baby,� Doc Pennypacker said. �We�ll take the candy right offa that baby. How about that, Steve? Forty grand, easy. Maybe more. A place like that, a cinch.�
Where were the cops?
Steve turned at the corner. On this street, a street-car track. Trucks unloading. A narrow, tough street to drive. No cops. Another corner and Steve turned again. He saw a cop. A beat cop, fifty-five if he was a day. With a belly. A block and a half from the store. He could run that distance in a half a day. Some cop to have around when you needed one.
Another corner. This was a wider street, smooth and easygoing. Who was wire-tight, now? The hair on the back of Steve�s neck was so tight it hurt. Steve rubbed the back of his neck hard with the palm of his hand. No shakes, but how tight. One more corner.
Doc Pennypacker said, �One more pass, Stevie. One more ride by so I can get a look inside.�
And still no cops. Empty cars lined the street along the curbs. Characters ambling up and down. Nobody in particular. Just people doing whatever they�d done all their lives. Ordinary characters, but no cops. What did they think � that call was a joke? He would have had cops lining the street like an army.
�Fine,� Doc Pennypacker said. �Real fine.�
Steve could see through the big window. Three people inside now. One behind the counter, two in front. A man and a woman, buying a ring, maybe. A wedding ring, sure. That guy behind the counter. That pantywaist. He would be a big help. He�d faint dead away. The box, the big box, where they kept the good ice, was down at the end with the door open. They could close that door and not go far wrong.
The narrow street again, the streetcar tracks. A corner. The fat cop, talking to a little kid. He was a kid�s kind of cop, that�s what he was. Another corner, the wide street. Doc Pennypacker was fooling with his gun. A good piece of machinery � fitted and polished and oiled. An ex-con could never own a gun. Tough for a man who liked finely worked metal.
�You�re doing all right, Steve,� Doc Pennypacker said. �Steady and cool. That�s what I like about you, boy. You�re just right for the job. A guy with brains gets nervous, sitting and waiting. Guys like that get pictures in their heads. They get scared.�
�I�m scared,� Steve said.
�Sure, sure.� Doc laughed.
It was a funny kind of laugh, a whinny like a horse. His bugle was really whistling now. In and out, in and out, fast. The guy was strung tight.
Another corner.
�This time put it in the slot, Stevie,� Doc said. �This time we go.�
Steve held the car close to the parked cars, not fast, not slow. Just right. Nobody new around, nobody different. No cops, not a single cop. You could talk your head off and nobody listened. A great big lousy stinking world, it was.
�Easy does it,� Doc said.
Steve nosed the car into the loading zone, swung it out again going up abreast of the car parked ahead. He turned the wheels and backed smoothly in, exactly in. No two passes, no cutting back and forth. Perfect the first time, the rear wheels rubbing the curb light and easy, the front wheels cramped for a smooth go-away.
�On the nose,� Doc said. �For that I�ll buy you a drink.�
�Right now, I could use a drink,� Steve said.
�Atta kid,� Doc said. �I�m on my way.�
He got out of the car. He was on his way. They were both on their way. Like this you cut a piece right out of your life. Twenty-five. A big piece. For money? God, no! Not for all the dough in the world. Doc Pennypacker closed the car door to the latch and no farther. Easy to open. He crossed the sidewalk in no great hurry. Steve could see through the window. Still the guy and the girl, buying the ring. Getting all set, those two. No twenty-fives out of their lives. No walkers like Doc Pennypacker tramping up out of their pasts. And no Benny slugging her coffee.
Doc Pennypacker opened the glass door. Nothing happened. He was inside. He was walking funny, like a guy on ice. Anybody could see what was coming, anybody with sense. But not the pantywaist. He gave Pennypacker a look and went on selling the guy and the girl.
Pennypacker picked the girl. He would do that, that louse of a Pennypacker. He went up behind her, close, and put the gun in her back. Nobody moved. The clerk didn�t faint. Nobody fainted, nobody yelled, nobody screamed. Nothing happened. But plenty was happening inside Steve Lacy. He could feel his insides jumping up and down, going crazy. You do your damnedest and nobody believes you.
The clerk went to the big box. He came back with a tray. Envelopes were on it, lots of them, and little wrapped packages. They spilled out on the counter. They went into Doc Pennypacker�s pockets.
Maybe they would believe that.
Doc Pennypacker came away from the girl, backing up. Across the floor, backward, his gun on the three of them to the door. He got to the door. His left hand went behind him to open it. He turned his head a little bit. A little bit he turned his head and that was it.
Those cops. There was one somewhere in the back of the store, a sharpshooter, that cop. He put one in Doc Pennypacker�s shoulder, a big one that spun him around and knocked him through the door. The girl disappeared. The clerk and the guy in front of the counter had guns on Doc Pennypacker. And two more had come out of nowhere on the sidewalk to land on Doc Pennypacker. And that was it.
Steve Lacy cut the switch and killed the motor. Like before. That other time it was just like this. Now he had it ahead of him again � twenty-five long ones. He put his hands over his face. Mother of God, those long years.
But no slugged coffee for Ella. Doc, Hastle, and Devers would know it was a loused-up job. The cops waiting. But he was going with Doc, wasn�t he? A twenty-five for him too. So it couldn�t be him that�d spilled. They�d leave Ella alone. �Those damn cops,� they�d say. �Those damn cops got lucky.� Ella, baby. A hell of a thing, but don�t waste your tears. A dumb guy. An ex-con. A stacked deck, a rigged deal. Right from the start, a loused-up thing.
Ella baby.
�You slob,� Pat Simms said that. �You soft-headed slob,� Pat Simms, the cop, was yanking at the handle of the rear door. He was in the back seat. �Start the motor, Lacy.�
Steve leaned forward to reach the switch. The motor caught � velvet and kittens, that motor. Steve put his hands on the wheel. Simms was going to make him drive to the station. He�d do that. If he was going to hang you he�d make you bring your own rope. He was sitting in the corner of the back seat. Steve could see his cheek, an ear, a slice of hat brim in the mirror.
�Down Fourth,� Simms said. �To Washington.�
Steve cramped the wheel. He put out his hand and pulled away from the curb. He was going up. They were going to hit him with the book and he put out his hand so he wouldn�t get a ticket. He moved with the traffic flow. His head was numb. He couldn�t think. He stopped for a red light, moved on again.
�You slob,� Simms said.
Steve didn�t answer that. Simms didn�t want an answer. His whole face was in the rear-view mirror now; a stub of toothpick bobbing in the corner of his mouth. A fat man, a hog with ulcers, chewing a toothpick because he couldn�t have a cigar.
�This�s a nice buggy,� Simms said. �Motor sounds good.�
�The hell with you,� Steve said.
Simms said, �Turn right at the corner.�
�I know where the station is.�
Simms said, �Turn right, Lacy.�
Steve put out his hand again. West on Washington. Across the bridge. They weren�t going to the Central Station. Harbor Precinct or the West Side Station then. Where they could put you on ice. Where they could work on you for a week before they wrote your name on a blotter.
�You�re an ugly guy,� Simms said. �You got scrambled eggs for brains. Take a wrench out of your hand and you can�t find your way across the street.�
The hair crawled on Steve�s neck. Ella, baby.
�Some guys learn,� Simms said. �Some don�t. Repeaters, plenty of them. Once isn�t enough. How many times has Pennypacker been up? The smart boys write it all down in a book. Percentages and numbers. The hell with percentages. What good is a table of numbers for a cop? You want to find out if a guy is wrong � lean on him, that�s how you find out. Ride him, ride the hell out of him. If he�s wrong he cracks. If he�s rotten it shows up.�
Not Harbor Precinct. Harbor was behind them. West Side Station then. Out in the sticks where they could take their time. Where you could fall downstairs before they wrote your name on the blotter.
�Three years I let you alone,� Simms said. �You got a job, a wife, a bank account. You�re a good mechanic. Your foreman says you�re a good hand.� Simms spat the shredded toothpick from his lips. �Then I come around. After three years of letting you alone. You think that�s an accident? You got mush in your head. Where do these guys come from � the fast hustle boys, the boys with the guns? Out of the pen � that�s where they come from. We�ve got wires in the pen. We hear all the whispers. One of the fast boys goes to spit, we know about it.�
The cops had known it was coming. They�d known it all the time.
�Doc talks too much,� Simms said. �We knew where he was going and what he was going to do before he ever walked out of the gate. �He�s going to see Lacy; Lacy�s going to drive for him.� That�s what the whispers said. So I start riding you. If you�re wrong I want to know it.�
The car ran on. Sunshine in the streets. Stores. People walking on the sidewalks. A kid with a quart of milk. A beer sign. Ella had beer in a cardboard box. Ella was waiting on the porch.
�It�s eleven-thirty,� Simms said. �You�re going to be held up at noon. At noon � straight up. And who�s this talking? A friend of yours. A guy who knows.� There was a fresh toothpick in Simms�s mouth. �You slob,� he said. �You think we didn�t know Doc was staying with you? Your phone�s been tapped for two weeks. We�ve been reading your mail.�
Steve rubbed his neck. Sweat stung his eyes.
�Straight ahead,� Simms said. �Drive on.�
Bay Road. The big freeway that cut the city like a knife.
�You didn�t crack,� Simms said. �I rode the hell out of you and you didn�t crack. You used the phone. You cut it thin, but you used the phone. We had time to have it rigged for Doc.� Simms rubbed his face. His beard was sandpaper under his hand. �Stop here,� he said. �Pull over and stop.�
Steve stopped. This was no place. This was a curb alongside a vacant lot. The West Side Station was a mile away. Bay Road ran straight ahead.
�Next time call me,� Simms said. �A cop�s job is to protect the citizens, the taxpayers. You want help, you got trouble, call me. You�ll have to call, Lacy. I won�t be around unless you do.�
That Simms � that beautiful man. Old and tired. His face was tired. He put his hand on the door latch. He let the door swing open, but he didn�t get out. He flipped the toothpick through the door and fumbled in his vest.
�You won�t have any trouble,� he said. �No matter what they told you; no matter what the whispers say. No trouble, Lacy. Nothing you can�t handle. But if you need me � call.�
�I�ll call,� Steve said. �Like a taxpayer should. I�ll call.�
�The hell with the ulcers.� Simms had a cigar in his hand. He lit a match. He was a long time lighting his cigar. He rolled the smoke around his mouth tasting it. �Good,� he said. �Tomorrow the ulcer�ll be kicking up, but I figured today was the day for a cigar.� He smiled a little. �As ugly as you are,� he said, �I don�t know how anybody could love that face. But your wife loves it. Go on home, Lacy. And sleep easy.�
�Today we�re going on a picnic,� Steve said.
A couple of kids started playing catch in the vacant lot. A woman went by with a sack of groceries. An inbound bus appeared far down Bay Road. Simms got out of the car and closed the door.
�Have fun,� he said. �Tell your wife hello.�
He went across the street to catch the bus.

On the Make
DASHIELL HAMMETT

THE STORY
Original publication:The Hunter and Other Stories (New York, Mysterious Press, 2013)

During the late 1920s, Samuel Dashiell Hammett (1894�1961), having had tremendous success writing for Black Mask magazine, the greatest of the mystery pulp magazines, saw his serialized novels published to great acclaim and movie money came along soon after. Having priced himself out of the pulp market, he wrote for such �slick� magazines as Collier�s, Redbook, and Liberty and then inevitably found himself in Hollywood, working for Howard Hughes�s Caddo Productions, Warner Brothers, Universal Studios, and Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, among others.
One of the original screen stories he wrote was �On the Make,� which was filmed as Mr. Dynamite (1935). The story is a lengthy scenario, complete with dialogue, carefully described characters, and a richly complex plot. It was never published in his lifetime, making it into print for the first time in 2013.
�On the Make� begins as the type of story one would expect from Hammett, with a totally broke Gene Richmond placing an advertisement for a secretary to assist in his new private detective agency. He has to pay five dollars to the man who painted the sign on his door with three single dollar bills and loose pocket change � and even tips him a quarter.
The young woman who applies for the job is nervous when she hands the reference letters he asks to see because, as he quickly ascertains, they are forgeries. She has spent the past five years in prison, assisting her boss to embezzle. She suspects Richmond is not entirely on the up-and-up but takes the job out of desperation in spite of her fear that she�ll wind up in jail again, once more being involved with someone on the wrong side of the law.
Her fears are well-founded as Richmond is not like Hammett�s other private detectives who may not always adhere to the law but have a code of honor.
Richmond takes on several cases with no intention of working on them, instead taking retainers and calling the police, figuring they�re better at recovering stolen antiques and finding missing teenagers than he is. After billing for hours, nonexistent assistants, and expenses, he returns a small portion of the advances when the mysteries are solved.
On what he believes will be his biggest score, he connives to extract a big payoff from a multimillionaire whose beautiful daughter has fallen in love with him. When he is found out, he realizes he has lost out on marrying into the ultrawealthy family.

THE FILM
Title: Mr. Dynamite, 1935
Studio: Universal Pictures
Director: Alan Crosland
Screenwriters: Doris Malloy, Harry Clork
Producer: E. M. Asher

THE CAST
��Edmund Lowe (T. N. Thompson/Mr. Dynamite)
��Jean Dixon (Lynn Marlo)
��Victor Varconi (Jarl Dvorjak)
��Esther Ralston (Charmian Dvorjak)

The promotion, advertising, and lobby posters gave extraordinary credit to Hammett, with his name on the posters the same size as the title, identifying the film as Dashiell Hammett�s Mr. Dynamite.
While it was unusual to see an author�s name displayed more prominently than the title and the star actor, this attention was remarkable on two counts. First, Hammett had written the scenario for Warner Brothers and they turned it down. Darryl Zanuck had commissioned the story as a follow-up to The Maltese Falcon (1931), also featuring Sam Spade. Zanuck claimed that �the finished story [had] none of the qualifications of The Maltese Falcon.� Hammett recovered the rights to his story, changed the detective�s name to Gene Richmond, and after some rewriting sold the treatment to Universal, with yet another name change. Although Hammett�s name apparently was the main attraction, he did not even write the screenplay.
Second, and even more extraordinary, the film has nothing to do with Hammett�s story.
Mr. Dynamite begins with concert pianist Jarl Dvorjak inviting an attractive young woman to his house to hear him play while his wife is away. He then goes to a casino owned by the young woman�s father, where he meets a young man who has won handsomely. They exchange heated words and when he is murdered just outside the casino, Dvorjak denies that he has ever met him.
When the police close down the casino, private detective T. N. Thompson (nicknamed Mr. Dynamite because of his initials) is hired to solve the murder, vowing to do it before the San Francisco Police Department can do it. There are more bodies, including Dvorjak, who is shot to death while playing the organ for the young woman.
While Hammett�s private eyes have many laudatory traits, they could not be considered warm and lovable, but Thompson can most generously be described as unpleasant. His animosity toward the police is evident in his sneering, insulting tone, and he even steals evidence at crime scenes to frustrate them or to enable him to solve the crimes before they do. He also has no compunctions about buying expensive jewelry and furs for his girlfriend and charging the cost to his clients as expenses.
Edmund Lowe made his debut in silent films but moved seamlessly into sound pictures, starring in more than a hundred films before becoming a supporting actor. He did a good job as T. N. Thompson in Mr. Dynamite but his sarcastic remarks were seldom as amusing as those made by Jean Dixon, who played his wisecracking secretary.
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Close-up of a railroad station newsstand. Gene Richmond, his back to the camera, is leaning over the counter talking to the girl in charge. His voice is blotted out by the combined sounds of hurrying feet, puffing locomotives, rattling trucks, clanging gates, distant cries of newsboys and taxi-drivers, and a loudspeaker announcing unintelligibly the names of cities for which a train is about to leave.
Widen shot to show two burly men standing on either side of Richmond a little behind him. They are typical police detectives. One looks at his watch, then taps Richmond�s shoulder. �Come on, Richmond,� he says, �your go-away�s leaving.�
Richmond straightens and turns putting a couple of packages of cigarettes in his pocket. He smiles mockingly at the police detectives and says: �Boys, this is breaking my heart.� He picks up his Gladstone bag.
One of them growls somewhat bitterly: �It�d�ve broke your heart a lot more if you hadn�t had dough enough to fix it so you could leave town this way instead of going up the river with cuffs on you.�
The other one says impatiently: �Come on. What are you trying to do? Miss the train so you can give the twist� � he jerks his head a little toward the girl behind the counter � �a play?�
Richmond chuckles. �That might be nice, too,� he says. He turns his head over his shoulder to say, �By-by, baby,� to the girl, then walks away from the newsstand between the two police detectives.
At the gate, Richmond produces his ticket, one of the detectives shows his badge, and they go through with him, the gateman looking curiously after them. They walk down the platform beside a train, past Pullman cars where porters are already swinging aboard. A few passengers are hurrying down past them. Train-hands are shouting, �All aboard.� Richmond seems in no hurry and undisturbed by his companion�s scowls.
Finally they reach the day coaches. One of the detectives jerks his thumb at the entrance to the first coach and growls: �And don�t forget � the orders are �out of town and stay out!� �
Richmond puts a foot on the bottom step as the train slowly starts to move and, holding on with one hand, his bag swinging in the other, smiles at the detective and replies: �I won�t forget. And any time you bums are fired off the force for getting brains, look me up. I�ll be running an agency somewhere � with ex-coppers working for me. Ta-ta! Give my love to the Chief.� He climbs aboard.
The two police detectives stare after the departing train. One of them sighs as if relieved and says: �That�s a good day�s work. One crooked private dick like him can make more trouble than a hundred out-and-out thugs.�
The other rubs a hand across his chin and shakes his head a little. �It�s plenty of bad news for some other city,� he says.
The first one shrugs. �That ain�t our grief,� he says.
They turn back toward the gates.
Close-up of a glazed office door on which a hand is lettering:
GENE RICHMOND
PRIVATE DETECTI
Enlarge to show painter starting to work on V, then inside to an unoccupied but furnished outer office (wooden railing fencing off space for visitors, three wooden chairs for them; one desk facing railing, another desk at other end of room, filing cabinet, wastebaskets, telephones, etc., all somewhat worn) and to a wooden door marked PRIVATE, and through this to a room where Gene Richmond is sitting at a desk, a cigarette in his mouth, looking narrow-eyed through smoke at a mannish looking woman of about thirty in mannish clothes who is seated in a chair beside the desk.
She is saying: �...and, as I wrote you when I answered your advertisement, I�ve had experience in bookkeeping and general office work as well as stenography.�
Richmond nods slowly, still looking narrow-eyed at her, and asks: �References?�
�Yes,� she says quickly and begins to fumble with nervously clumsy fingers at her handbag.
Richmond looks interestedly at her fumbling fingers.
She brings out two letters of recommendation of the typical to-whom-it-may-concern sort, one on the letterhead of Wheeler & Nicholson, Chemicals, the other The Tidewater Manufacturing Corp., and gives them to Richmond.
He does not read the letters, but leans forward to snap on his desk lamp, lays the letters on the desk so the signatures are close together, and bends over them to scrutinize the signatures closely. The signatures are John G. Hart and Lewis Melville.
The girl looks at him with frightened eyes.
After studying the signatures briefly Richmond turns to her, smiling sardonically, tapping the letters contemptuously with the back of one hand.
She tries to banish the fear from her face.
�A pair of phoneys,� he says. �You signed them yourself and made a bum job of it.�
�Why, Mr. Richmond,� she exclaims with all the indignation she can assume, �that��
He interrupts her carelessly. �Come here and I�ll show you, Miss Crane � so you can do it better next time.�
Divided between the indignation she thinks it policy to assume and curiosity as to how he discovered what she had done, she slowly rises and moves nearer.
Richmond picks up a pencil and bends over the letters again. His manner is that of an expert good-naturedly pointing out the mistakes of a novice. �First,� he says, touching the Hart signature with the point of his pencil, �this is written with a fine point, the letters slant forward, and the end letters� � he touches points A and B on the insert � �end with an upward stroke. This� � he indicates the Melville signature � �written with a heavy point, the letters slant backwards, and the final letters� � touching points C and D on the insert � �end bluntly. See what I mean? Everything just opposite. Another funny thing � none of the letters in the Hart signature appear in the Melville signature � the sort of thing you�d do if you weren�t sure you could make the same letter different enough in each.� He leans back in his chair and grins at her. �An amateur job � all those things too decidedly different.�
He returns his attention to the signatures, saying: �Now let me show you something else.� His pencil touches points E and F. �See those spaces. They�re exactly the same as this,� touching point G. �See the end of this W and the I� � touching point H � �and the end of the v and the i� � touching point I � �well, if you forget the dots they make r�s that are exactly like this one� � touching point J � �except they are written backhand instead of sloping forward.�
He drops his pencil on the letters and rocks back in his chair, turning his derisive grin on her again. �Now isn�t that funny? All the things an amateur would be likely to think about are different. All the others are alike.�
She stares at him as if trying to make up her mind what attitude to take. He watches her amusedly for a moment, then asks: �Well, shall I call up the Messrs. Hart and Melville and ask them about it?�
She bites her lip, then lowers her head, her shoulders droop a little, and she says in a defeated tone: �There isn�t any Hart, any Melville.�
�You surprise me,� he says with good-natured mockery. He regards her lowered face for a moment, then, indicating the letters, asks curtly: �Why these, sister? Too lousy a stenographer to get real ones?�
She raises her head indignantly, but immediately becomes spiritless again. �No,� she says in a dull, hopeless voice, but speaking very deliberately, �but the only real ones I could give for the last five years would be no good. I�ve been in prison.�
Richmond blows out cigarette smoke and nods slowly in the manner of one whose guess has been confirmed. �I thought I recognized the prison look,� he says. Then he chuckles. �What�d you do? Stick up the Mint singlehanded? Anybody in your fix with nerve enough to walk into a detective�s office��
She interrupts him fiercely: �Nerve? It wasn�t nerve, it was desperation. I�d try any��
Now he interrupts her, and his smile is a sneer: �I know! I know, sister! Trying to go straight � your record against you � hounded by the police � I�ve heard it all before.�
She, still fiercely: �Go straight? I�m reaching a point where I don�t care what I do so I do something, don�t care whether I go straight or�� Her voice is becoming shrill with hysteria.
He flutters fingers at her and interrupts her once more, in a half-serious soothing manner: �Sh-h-h! You�ll wake up the office boy next door.� Then his face and voice become altogether serious. �Sit down,� he says, �and let�s talk reasonably.�
She sits down slowly, face and manner lifeless again.
He rocks comfortably back in his chair and asks in a friendly tone: �What�d they send you over for?�
She replies: �I was working for the president of an investment trust named Queeble. He was using the trust funds for his own speculations. I was his secretary and knew what he was doing, helped him. Both of us thought he was smart enough to get away with it. Well, he wasn�t, and when he got fifteen years I got what I got. Maybe you remember it. My name was Helen Crewe then. It�s Helen Crane now.� She recites all this with no emotion at all except some weariness, and when she has finished she sits looking expressionlessly at Richmond, as if expecting nothing, fearing nothing.
Richmond lights a fresh cigarette, leans back in his chair, and smokes and stares thoughtfully at the ceiling for a considerable while. Then he faces the girl again and says casually: �You can take your hat and coat off and go to work.�
Her eyes widen. She stares at him in uncomprehending surprise.
He says: �I can use a secretary whose record shows she can do what she�s told and keep her mouth shut. You say you want a job. Want this one?�
She rises eagerly. �Yes, sir! I don�t know how to��
He cuts her thanks short by handing her the two letters of recommendation and saying: �Bury these and make yourself at home in the outer office.�
She takes the letters as if dazed and goes out.
Richmond watches her until she has shut the door, then makes a brief nod of satisfaction at the door, picks up a newspaper from his desk, squirms a little more comfortably into his chair, and begins to read. He looks up when Helen � without hat or coat now � opens the door.
�The man has finished lettering the door,� she says. �He says it�s five dollars.�
He says carelessly: �Tell him we�ll mail him a check.�
�Yes, sir,� she says and goes out, but returns almost immediately to say: �He says he wants it now, Mr. Richmond.�
Richmond starts to frown, clears his face, and replies: �Oh, all right, send him in.�
He puts his hand in his right-hand trouser pocket and brings out three crumpled paper bills and some silver, counting it surreptitiously in the shelter of the desk. When he has counted out five dollars there are only a few pieces of silver left. He shrugs philosophically and puts them back in his pocket.
The sign-painter comes in.
Richmond says cheerfully: �Five dollars? Here it is,� and hands the man the three bills and some silver. Then, as the man says, �Thank you, sir,� and turns away, Richmond says, �Wait � buy yourself a cigar,� and gives the man a coin from the scanty remainder in his pocket.
The man grins, says, �Thank you, sir,� again, touches his cap, and goes out, shutting the door behind him.
Richmond takes his few remaining coins from his pocket, looks ruefully at them, takes a deep breath, returns them to the pocket, and with a determined movement picks up the newspaper again. He turns briskly to the Personal column, runs his gaze down it, pausing momentarily at a couple of items having to do with missing persons, and then turns back to the news section of the paper. He skips all out-of-town items, reading only those having to do with local divorces, suits, crimes, scandals, etc. These he reads carefully, and spends a moment in thought after each before going on to the next.
He comes to one very small item tucked away in a lower corner of the page.
CHINESE SNUFF-BOTTLE STILL MISSING
The valuable Chinese snuff-bottle
stolen last week from the residence
of Sidney F. Bachman, wealthy collector,
3661 Rennert Avenue, has not yet
been recovered. The police are working
on the theory that it may have been
stolen by a former Chinese servant.

Richmond stares thoughtfully at this item, pursing his lips, then his face lights up, he rises from his chair, thrusts his hands in his pockets, and walks twice up and down the floor, swiftly, smiling to himself. Then he snaps his fingers as if the idea he wanted had come to him, sits down again, and reaches for the telephone book. He finds Bachman�s number and calls it.
�I should like to speak to Mr. Bachman,� he says into the phone after a little pause. �It is about the Chinese snuff-bottle... Thanks.� He drums cheerfully on the desk with his fingers while waiting for Bachman. Then: �Hello. Mr. Bachman?�
The other end of the wire. An extremely tall and bony old man with a tremendously bushy growth of white whiskers and no hair at all on his head. �Yes,� he says excitedly. What is it? What is it?�
Richmond, very suavely: �This is Gene Richmond speaking. You probably know my detective agency by reputation � possibly we�ve��
Bachman, impatiently: �Yes, yes! But what is it about the bottle? Have you found it?�
Richmond smiles at the preposterous. �Yes-yeses� and continues in the same tone as before: �Certain information that may lead to its recovery has come into my possession during the course of certain other investigations we are making, and I��
Bachman: �Yes, yes! Where is it?�
Richmond: �I�m sorry I can�t tell you that, Mr. Bachman, and even the information I have may be worthless, but if I can see you I�ll be only too glad to give it to you. I can�t very well tell you over the phone. Shall I come out to your house?�
Bachman: �Yes, by all means, but what�?�
Richmond: �I�ll be there in half an hour.� He hangs up, pushes the phone aside, and rises. He puts on his hat and goes into the outer office.
Helen is standing looking out a window. She turns toward him.
He takes off his hat and makes a courtly bow. �Our first client,� he says, �is a gentleman named Bachman, Sidney F., who�s lost a bottle of snuff. You may open an account for him whilst I�m out gathering the sordid details.� He bows again and goes out, leaving her staring after him.
He goes downstairs in an elevator and out to the street. A taxicab is standing a little distance from the office building entrance. He starts toward it briskly, puts a hand to the pocket his few coins are in, makes a rueful grimace, and runs for a passing street-car.

The front of a pretentious suburban home. Richmond goes up the steps and rings the doorbell. The door is opened by a stout manservant.
Richmond says: �Mr. Richmond. Mr. Bachman is expecting me.�
The servant bows and stands aside for him to enter.
A room in Bachman�s house. Richmond is seated. Bachman is standing in front of him, close, his bony shoulders high, his bearded face thrust down toward Richmond, his body bent into a question mark. He is demanding excitedly: �But what, exactly, is it you have learned?�
Richmond looks steadily into the tall man�s eyes for a moment, then gravely replies: �Mr. Bachman, before I speak I must have your promise that you will divulge nothing of what I tell you to the police until I give you permission.�
�But why?�
�I have my clients� interests to protect,� Richmond explains smoothly. �As I told you, this information came to me while working on another matter. To have the police rush in with their usual clumsiness might spoil this other matter for my client. I cannot risk that.�
Bachman becomes apoplectic with rage. �I am to suffer for your client!� he shouts. �I am to lose my most valued possession forever so some other man�s � what was it?�� interests are protected! What about my interests? I won�t do it. I don�t know your other man! I don�t care about him! I want my bottle! You�ll tell me or I�ll call the police now and have them with their usual clumsiness force you to tell.�
Richmond, who has been calmly looking at the angry man from under raised eyebrows, says coolly: �Go ahead � and then you and the police can try to guess whether what I tell is true or phoney.�
An alarmed look comes into Bachman�s face. �No, no,� he says hastily, �I didn�t mean that, Mr. Richmond. I was excited. I��
�That�s all right,� Richmond says carelessly. �Now how about that promise?�
�How long � how long will it be before I can tell the police?� the collector asks in a wheedling voice.
Richmond�s shoulders move in a little shrug. �I don�t know. It depends on�� He breaks off with an impatient gesture. �Here�s what happened, Mr. Bachman. I have an operative in � in an eastern city trying to locate some stolen property. It too is decidedly valuable. In the course of his investigation he had traced it to � a buyer of rarities, we�ll say, but it developed that what had been offered to this buyer was not our article. My man, of course, paid little attention to the other article then � all he learned was that it was small, old, and Chinese.�
�That is it!� Bachman cries. �That is certainly it! Who is this buyer?�
Richmond raises a protesting hand and shakes his head slowly. �As I told you, Mr. Bachman, I can�t jeopardize my own client�s interests by allowing the police or anyone else to come charging in, stirring things up, frightening��
Bachman: �But you said this man hadn�t bought your client�s property. What difference does it make then?�
Richmond: �I said the thing we traced to him wasn�t my client�s. Because a false trail led to him doesn�t necessarily mean that the true one won�t.�
Bachman, despairingly: �But, Mr. Richmond, you can�t make me wait and wait and risk�� He breaks off as a thought comes to him. He holds out his hands in a pleading gesture and begs: �Suppose I too become your client. Suppose I engage you to recover it. Then you can handle it in your own way without fear of spoiling your other client�s��
Richmond, staring levelly at the collector: �I didn�t come here to sell you my services. I came to give you what information I had.�
Bachman, wheedling: �But you will handle it for me, Mr. Richmond? I�ll pay you well. I�ll��
Richmond: �Besides, we�ve no assurance that the Chinese thing offered was your snuff-bottle; no assurance that we can find it anyhow. I don�t know whether this person I mentioned actually bought it or not.�
Bachman: �But you can find out. Will you, Mr. Richmond?�
Richmond, a bit reluctantly: �Well, if you wish.�
Bachman grasps one of Richmond�s hands and shakes it warmly: �Thank you, sir,� he says. �You won�t regret it.�
Richmond, politely: �Oh, that�s all right. Let�s see, you�d better give me a check for, say, two hundred and fifty dollars to cover initial expenses.�
Bachman eagerly: �Splendid! Come downstairs and I�ll make it out now.�
Richmond rises. They leave the room together, one of the collector�s long thin arms affectionately across the detective�s shoulders.
Richmond�s outer office. Helen Crane is sewing the seam of a glove. She puts it down as Richmond comes in from the corridor. He is all smiling cheerfulness.
�Did you open Mr. Bachman�s account?� he asks.
Looking curiously at him, she replies: �There are no books to open it in.�
�Tut, tut!� he says humorously. �We must get you huge stacks of books. Is there a piece of paper to jot things down on?�
�Yes, sir.� She finds a sheet of paper and a pencil.
�Credit him with two hundred and fifty dollars on account,� he dictates as she writes, �and charge him first with my taxi fare to his house and back, say a dollar thirty-five each way; then a telegram to New York, say three dollars and twenty cents � it should be a long one; and then a wire from New York, say a dollar thirty; and fifteen dollars a day from now on for the salary of an operative in New York. I�ll let you know from day to day what the operative�s expenses are.� He starts toward his private office.
She clears her throat and says: �There�s no typewriter, Mr. Richmond.�
He halts and turns. �Tut, tut!� he says again. �We must get you one for each hand. Rent one this afternoon and we�ll get what books you need and stationery and things.� He goes into his office and shuts the door.
She stares thoughtfully after him.
Richmond�s private office two months later. It is expensively furnished now, with thick carpet on the floor, pictures on the walls, etc. He, at an immense shiny mahogany desk, is writing a letter:
Dear Babe:
My first couple of months here have
Been prosperous enough to make me
Think I picked the right spot.
Maybe you�d better put your other
Pair of stockings in a bag and come
On down to get your share of the
Pickings. There are a couple of
Jobs I could use you on right now
And�

He stops and looks up as the door opens. It is Helen Crane with a newspaper in her hand. �Did you see this?� she asks, advancing to his desk.
He turns the letter to Babe face-down on his desk and looks at the portion of the paper she indicates with a finger. The headlines are:
STOLEN CHINESE SNUFF-BOTTLE RECOVERED POLICE ACCUSE BACHMAN BUTLER
Richmond smiles ruefully. �Too bad,� he says. �He was good for another five hundred or so anyhow.� He shrugs philosophically. �Oh, well, we didn�t do so badly, at that.� He runs a hand slowly over his hair. �Write him a letter of congratulations and enclose him a check for his unused balance of� � he pauses � �make it some odd amount like thirty-six dollars and forty cents.� He grins. �We can give him that much back to make things look right. Fix up a statement of his account to show how it happened.�
The girl is regarding him with worried eyes.
He pats one of her hands lightly. �This is a racket, my dear,� he says lightly, �but you can get out of it any time you want.�
She bites her lip, turns to leave his office.
He says: �I think I�ll run over to Palm Springs for a couple of days� rest. You understand all the jobs we�ve on hand well enough to take care of the reports, don�t you?�
�Yes,� she says, �I... I hope you have a good time.�
�Thanks.� He returns to his letter as she goes out.

The sound of heavy surf in utter darkness. The darkness pales enough to let the white lines of breakers and the wet sand of a beach become barely visible. A motor boat is dimly seen coming through the breakers. Shadowy figures of men go over the sides of the boat and run it up on the beach.
From the complete blackness of the higher beach, the long white beam of a flashlight suddenly comes, to settle on the prow of the boat, on its painted name, Carrie Nation. The shadowy figures of men sink swiftly into the lower shadows of the boat�s sides. From the side nearer the camera comes the report of a pistol and a small brief streak of light pointing at the flashlight.
The flashlight is tossed high in the air, spinning, its beam making slow eccentric patterns in the darkness. It falls to the ground and lies there, throwing a long thin triangle of light across the sand. Just beyond the light a man�s body lies face-down, motionless, on the sand. There is the sound of men�s feet running away.
Next day. A middle-aged stout man, indignation written on his perspiring face, hurrying down the corridor of an office building. He stops at a door labeled Gene Richmond, Private Detective, wipes his face with a handkerchief, takes a deep breath, opens the door, and goes in.
The outer office is arranged as before, but it also is now furnished expensively. Inside the railing at the desk facing it, an office-boy of fifteen � freckled, his hair somewhat rumpled � sits facing the door, but his elbows are on the desk, his head is between his hands, and he is immersed in a book that lies on the desk. His eyes are wide and he is chewing gum rapidly.
Helen Crane is at her desk using a typewriter, but looks around immediately at the stout man. Then she speaks to the boy: �Tommy!�
The boy looks up at the man without taking his head from between his hands and says: �Yes, sir.�
The stout man clears his throat. �I want to see Mr. Richmond.�
The boy, automatically, as if speaking from habit: �Have you an appointment?�
�No.� The man takes a card from his pocket and puts it on the boy�s desk. �Is he in?�
The boy looks at the card. It reads: �Milton Fields, President, Star Portland Cement Corp. The boy says: �I�ll see. Have a seat.� He turns his book face-down on the desk � its title is �The Backgammon Murder,� and goes into Richmond�s private office.
Richmond is smoking a cigarette and reading a newspaper. Tommy looks at him with obvious admiration. Richmond takes Fields�s card, glances at it, tosses it on his desk, and, returning his attention to the newspaper, says: �Bring him in, Tommy.� He puts the newspaper aside slowly when Fields is ushered in, smiles, says, �How do you do, Mr. Fields,� and nods at a chair.
Fields sits down as Tommy, going out, shuts the door.
Fields says: �Mr. Richmond, three times in succession in the last few months we have been underbid on large contracts by another company � the same company � the Dartmouth Portland Cement Company.�
Richmond nods attentively.
Fields continues, impressively: �I have reason to believe that one of my employees is supplying the Dartmouth Portland Cement Company with copies of our bids.�
Richmond nods again, saying: �You want us to find out which of your employees?�
Fields shakes his head. �I know. I want you to get me proof. It is a young fellow named Kennedy, a clerk. I pay him thirty-five dollars a week, and I am told it is common knowledge in the office that he spends his week-ends in Caliente, is out every night gambling, running around with fast women.�
Richmond begins: �Sounds likely, but maybe we�d better��
Fields interrupts him: �He�s the one all right. I want you to get me the proof.�
Richmond looks thoughtfully at Fields, then says: �O.K. We ought to put two men on it. One to shadow him, one to get acquainted with him and pump him.� He looks thoughtfully for another moment at Fields, who says nothing, and goes on: �They�ll cost you ten dollars apiece � and expenses.�
Fields says: �Very well, but I must have action � quick.�
Richmond nods carelessly and presses a button on his desk.
Helen Crane opens the door and comes in, stenographic notebook and pencil in her hands.
Richmond addresses her: �Miss Crane, Mr. Fields will give you the name, address, description, and so on of a man he wants investigated.� He rises slowly. His movements � like his words � are very deliberate, as if carefully thought out beforehand. He has the manner of a man too sure of himself to feel the need of trying to impress anybody. As he walks toward the outer office door he adds, casually, over his shoulder: �He�ll also give you a check for say two hundred and fifty dollars to start with.� He passes into the outer office, shutting the door behind him.
Tommy, looking around, tries to cram his book out of sight in a desk drawer.
Richmond smiles at the boy with good-natured mockery and asks: �Still keeping posted on how really good detectives work?�
The boy grins in embarrassment, then, in a burst of enthusiasm blurts out: �You�d make all these guys in the books look like a bunch of bums, Mr. Richmond.� He drops his eyes, they look searchingly up at Richmond, his voice and countenance become ingratiating, and he begs: �Aw, gee, Mr. Richmond, I wish you�d give me a chance to��
Richmond holds up a hand, palm out. �Stop it,� he orders wearily, as if answering a familiar plea. �Stick around till you�re grown and I�ll send you up against all the thugs you want. Till then � see if you can get the result of the third race.�
Tommy, crestfallen, reaches for the telephone.
Richmond goes over to Miss Crane�s desk, lights a cigarette, picks up a small stack of unopened mail, and glances idly through it.
Tommy: �Not in yet, sir.�
Richmond nods, drops the unopened mail on the desk again, and strolls back into his private office.
Tommy watches the door until it is shut, then draws his book out of the drawer, puts a fresh stick of gum into his mouth, and resumes his reading and chewing.
The inner office. Richmond is seated at his desk. Fields, standing, is handing a check to Miss Crane. She takes it, thanks him, and goes into the outer office. Fields picks up his hat from a chair. Richmond rises, holds out his hand to Fields, and, as they shake, says: �I�ll keep in touch with you.� He ushers him out through a door opening on the corridor, then returns to his chair and newspaper.
His telephone bell rings. Still reading the paper, he puts out a hand, picks up the phone, and says: �Gene Richmond speaking.�
The other end of the wire, a luxuriously furnished library. A very dapper elderly man � rather prim-faced, white hair carefully trimmed and brushed, wearing nose-glasses with a black ribbon draped from them � is seated at a table, holding a telephone to his ear.
Standing close to him, head bent a little, watching and listening with a strained, frightened expression on a face meant by nature to be genial, is a man of forty-five. He is a little plump, a well-fed, well-groomed man, with a normally rather good-looking frank countenance. The hand in which he holds a cigar within six inches of his mouth is trembling, and his breathing is audible.
The elderly man speaks into the telephone: �Mr. Richmond, this is Ward Kavanaugh, of the law firm of Kavanaugh, Baker, and Kavanaugh. Can you meet me in my office at ten o�clock this evening?�
Richmond, his eyes still on his newspaper: �I can come over right now if you wish, Mr. Kavanaugh.�
Kavanaugh: �No, I won�t be back in the city until ten o�clock.�
Richmond puts down his newspaper carefully. He purses his lips a little, but there is no other change in his face. He says: �Just a moment. I�ll see if I�m free then.� He puts down the telephone, goes to the outer office door, opens it, and says, in a quiet, matter-of-fact tone: �Have this call traced, Miss Crane.�
He shuts the door again, puts his hands in his trouser pockets, strolls idly about his private office for a little while, then returns to the telephone. �Yes, Mr. Kavanaugh,� he says, �I can make it.�
Kavanaugh: �Thank you. At ten, then.� He puts down the phone and turns his face toward the man standing beside him.
The man sighs, as if with relief, and puts his cigar between his teeth, but his face does not lose its strained, frightened look.
Richmond�s office. He is reading the newspaper again.
Miss Crane comes in, halting just inside the door. �The call came from Herbert Pomeroy�s residence at Green Lake,� she says.
Richmond nods thoughtfully. �That�s the stockbroker, isn�t it?� he asks in the manner of one already knowing the answer. �That would be his country house.�
Miss Crane: �Yes, sir.�
Richmond: �See what you can dig up on him.�
As she turns toward the door it opens and in comes a blonde girl of twenty-three pretty in a somewhat showy way, smartly dressed, carrying a small traveling bag. She has a breezy manner, an immense store of vitality.
Richmond rises, smiling delightedly, calling: �Hello, Babe.�
As Helen Crane goes out, shutting the door behind her, Babe drops her bag, runs across the office to Richmond, throws her arm around him, and they kiss. She wriggles ecstatically in his arms, rumples his hair, pulls his head back by his ears to look at his face. �Gee, it�s good to see you again, you no-good darling!� she says. She pulls his head down again, rubs her cheek against his and begins scolding him happily: �What was the idea of leaving me to roost up there alone for two months before sending for me? Some other gal, huh? You two-timing scoundrel, and you waited till you were tired of her.� She squeezes him tightly in her arms trying to shake him.
Richmond chuckles, frees himself, picks her up and sets her on his desk. �Don�t be such a rowdy,� he says. He sticks a cigarette in her smiling mouth, puts one in his own, smoothes his hair, straightens his tie while she holds a match to his cigarette and her own.
In the outer office Helen Crane is looking thoughtfully at the connecting door.
The inner office again. Babe crosses her legs, knocks ashes on the floor, and looks admiringly around the office. She is never still; a hand, a shoulder, a leg, her head � one is always in motion. �A nice flash you got here, Gene,� she says. �In the money again, huh?�
He looks complacently at the expensive furnishings. �Not bad.� He grins at her. �There�s a penny to be picked up here and there in this town.�
She laughs. �There always will be in any town for you,� she says, �and a gal.� She waves her cigarette at the connecting door. �But not that curio that went out as I came in?� she asks, and then, before he can speak, says: �No, I can�t see you going for that. That�s a novelty � you having a gal in the office that you wouldn�t want to take home with you.� She looks sharply at him and demands with mock severity: �You haven�t reformed, have you, Gene?�
He shakes his head good-naturedly. �Lay off Miss Crane,� he says. �She�s a find.� He touches Babe�s uppermost knee with a forefinger. �I�ve got a job for you tonight, honey.�
She pouts at him. �You mean you�re going to put me to work right away, we�re not even going to have this first evening together?�
�I�m sorry,� he says, coming closer to put his hands on her shoulders, �but I�ve got to toil too. You know how things break in this racket. I want you to pick up a kid named Kennedy whose boss thinks is selling him out � make him � see what you can work out of him. Miss Crane will give you the dope.�
Babe squirms petulantly under his hands, still pouting.
He pats her cheek lightly and reaches over to press the button on his desk.
Helen Crane, notebook in hand, enters.
Richmond addresses her: �Miss Crane, this is Miss Holliday, who will be working with us.�
The two women acknowledge the introduction politely while sharply sizing each other up.
Richmond continues: �Miss Holiday�s first assignment will be on the Fields job. Will you give her the particulars? She will...�

FADE OUT

That night. Richmond at the wheel of a Cord roadster. As he parks near the entrance of an office building he looks at the clock in the dashboard. It is 9:55. He leaves the automobile, goes into the office building, looks at the lobby directory until he sees Kavanaugh, Baker, & Kavanaugh, 730, rides in an elevator to the seventh floor, and walks down the dimly lighted corridor to the lawyer�s door. There is nothing in his manner to show he is on a serious errand.
He knocks on the door lightly, opens it without waiting for an answer, and goes into a reception room lighted only by one desk lamp. Ward Kavanaugh appears in a doorway across the room, saying precisely, �Ah, good evening, Mr. Richmond. It was good of you to come,� coming forward with quick short steps to shake hands.
They go into Kavanaugh�s office. Richmond takes off hat, overcoat, and gloves, and puts them on a chair, sitting in another large leather chair that Kavanaugh has pushed a little forward for him.
Kavanaugh sits at his desk, erect, adjusts his nose-glasses, then puts his fingertips together in front of his body, and, in his precise voice, says: �This matter upon which I wish to � ah � consult you, Mr. Richmond, is one of the � ah � greatest delicacy.� He takes off his glasses and, holding them in one hand, looks sharply at Richmond. He is obviously somewhat flustered.
Richmond says nothing.
Kavanaugh puts his glasses on again, clears his throat, goes on: �One of my clients has unfortunately � or, rather, injudiciously � allowed himself to become involved � legally if not morally � in a somewhat � a decidedly � serious affair� � he jerks his head a little sharply at Richmond and concludes his speech quickly � �a crime, in fact.�
Richmond is lighting a cigarette. His eyes are focused attentively on Kavanaugh�s. He says nothing.
Kavanaugh takes off his glasses again and taps the thumbnail of his left hand with them, nervously. He says: �He � my client � is a man of the highest standing, socially and in the business world.� He puts his glasses on his nose again. �Several days ago his bootlegger�s � ah � salesman came to him and said he was going into business for himself, but had not a great deal of capital. He suggested that my client advance him a thousand dollars, in exchange for which he would supply my client � out of the first shipment � with � ah � merchandise worth much more than that at current prices.� He takes his glasses off again. �My client is a man who lives well, entertains extensively. He had dealt with this man several years, satisfactorily. He agreed.� He takes out a handkerchief, polishes his glasses and returns them to his nose.
Richmond smokes in silence.
Kavanaugh continues: �Unfortunately, in landing the first shipment from the rum-running ship � there was a � a serious accident. The bootlegger is now a fugitive from justice and threatens � if my client does not assist him � to � ah � involve my client.� He takes off his glasses again.
Richmond asks casually: �How serious was the accident?�
Kavanaugh: �Very serious.�
Richmond, still casually: �Murder?�
Kavanaugh hesitates, makes a nervous gesture with his fingers, says reluctantly: �A man was � was killed.�
Richmond tilts his head back a little to look at a plume of smoke he is blowing at the ceiling. He says thoughtfully, unemotionally: �Your client is legally guilty, then, of first degree murder?�
Kavanaugh, startled, begins a protest: �No, that�s��
Richmond quietly interrupts him, speaking as before: �The thousand to help finance the bootlegger makes your man an associate of the bootlegger�s in the rum-running enterprise, maybe even makes him the principal and the bootlegger only his agent. Either way, rum-running�s a felony and any killing done while committing a felony is first degree murder and everybody involved in the felony � whether they have anything to do with the actual killing or not � is equally guilty. It�s a tough spot for your man.�
Kavanaugh puts his glasses on, and begins, unconvincingly: �It is, as I said, a very serious matter, but I think you � ah � exaggerate the��
Richmond shrugs carelessly, and in his quiet, deliberate voice says: �Take him into court then.�
Kavanaugh makes no reply to this. He puts his fingertips together again and looks at them with worried eyes. Then he raises his head, looks at Richmond, and asks: �Mr. Richmond, do you think that we � that you could extricate my client from this � ah � affair?�
Richmond, casually: �Why not? It�ll cost money, though. I wouldn�t touch it under twenty-five thousand down, and maybe it�ll cost you a couple of hundred thousand before you�re through.�
Kavanaugh protests: �But that�s exorbitant!�
Richmond makes a careless gesture with the hand holding his cigarette. �It�s not so much� � he smiles gently � �for Pomeroy.�
Kavanaugh�s body jerks stiffly erect in his chair, his mouth and eyes open, his glasses fall off his nose. �What? How?� he stammers.
�I detect things,� Richmond says drily. �I�m a detective. That�s what you want, isn�t it?� He puts his cigarette in a tray beside his chair and uncrosses his legs as if about to rise. �Well,� he asks quietly, �do I go to work for you or don�t I?�
Kavanaugh evades his gaze. �I�ll have to � ah � discuss your � ah � terms with Mr. Po � with my client,� he says in confusion.
Richmond rises, says politely: �Right. Let me know as soon as you can. The sooner we get going, the better.� He holds out his hand.
Kavanaugh rises to take it spluttering: �Of course you understand this is all in the strictest confidence.�
�Certainly,� Richmond says easily, �if Pomeroy hires me.�
Kavanaugh goggles at him in consternation, stammering: �You mean�?� He is unable to finish the sentence.
Richmond smiles coolly at the lawyer and tells him: �I�m a businessman. Like Pomeroy or any other businessman I use information that comes to me in my line for profit. I�d rather get my profit out of Pomeroy, and I can promise him good value for his money, but if he doesn�t want to play along with me�� He finishes with a shrug.
Kavanaugh draws himself stiffly erect. �That is blackmail, sir,� he says in a somewhat pompously accusing voice.
Richmond laughs. �You�ve been reading the dictionary,� he says with derisive mildness. His face and voice become hard and cold: �Pomeroy�s in a sweet jam. I can help him or I can hurt him. Make up your mind.� He turns and walks out.
That same night. The dashboard clock shows 11:30 as Richmond parks his car in a quiet street and gets out. He goes up the front steps of a large dark house set a little apart from its neighbors and rings the bell.
The door is opened by a plump youngish man in dinner clothes who says, �Good evening, Mr. Richmond,� politely, and steps aside to admit the detective.
Richmond passes down the hallway to a room where there is a bar. He halts in the doorway to look casually at the occupants of the room, nods to a couple of them who greet him, exchanges a �Hello� with one of the bartenders, and goes on to another room, where there is a crap-game. He speaks to a couple of the players, watches the game for a moment, and then goes upstairs, through rooms where various games are in progress, repeating the same performance. Then he returns to the bar, has a drink, and leaves the house.
The dashboard clock shows 2:10 as he parks the car again in a shabby street of small stores, cheap hotels, etc.
He enters a small cigar store, says, �Evening, Mack,� to the man in dirty shirtsleeves behind the counter, lifts a hinged section of the counter, and passes through an inner door set in one corner of the store behind the counter. He mounts a flight of stairs to another door, and goes through it into a large room where there is a bar, booths, tables, etc. Forty or fifty people are there, eating and drinking at tables and bar. They are a tougher lot than those in the other establishment.
He strolls casually almost the length of the room � speaking to an acquaintance or two � and sits down at a small table with a slack-jawed, sharp-faced man of thirty in cheap, showy clothes. �Hello, Barney,� he says without warmth. �Been looking for you.�
Barney�s eyes move from side to side uneasily. �This is a hell of a place to get chummy with me,� he mutters.
Richmond�s shoulders move in an indifferent shrug. �This is a swell place,� he says. �Nobody�ll think you�re a stool-pigeon with me meeting you in the open like this. Nobody can hear us. Make the right kind of faces while we talk and they�ll think I�m trying to get something out of you and you�re not giving me any.� He leans forward, making his face sterner than his voice: �Which of the rum-running boys is in trouble?�
Barney�s eyes move uneasily again. He mumbles: �I don�t know what you mean?�
Richmond: �Scowl at me, you sap. Shake your head no while you give me the answer. Who�s having to hide out?�
Barney obeys orders, while mumbling: �I don�t know � there�s three or four of �em.�
Richmond: �Which one that just went in business for himself?�
Barney, sneering contemptuously to carry out their play, though his eyes are still uneasy: �You mean Cheaters Neely?�
Richmond: �Who�s he?�
Barney, shaking his head again from side to side: �Used to be with Big Frank Barnes. He�� He breaks off as a waiter comes up, blusters: �I don�t know nothing, wouldn�t tell you nothing if I did.�
Richmond, to the waiter: �Scotch � some of that Dunbar�s Extra.�
Barney says: �Same.�
The waiter goes away.
Richmond, making an ostentatiously threatening gesture with a forefinger, asks softly: �What kind of jam is this Cheaters in?�
Barney raises his voice angrily: �Go to hell!� Then, keeping the same angry expression on his face, he leans forward and says in a low rapid voice: �I only know what I heard third-hand. He�s supposed to�ve had to blip a guy down the beach � undercover man for the narcotic squad, the way I hear it.�
Richmond makes his ostentatious threatening gesture again. �Was he running dope too?�
Barney, sneering: �Must�ve had some with him.�
Richmond scowls at Barney as if in disgust. One of his hands has brought a crumpled piece of paper money out of his pocket. He passes it to Barney under the table, then leaning forward as if uttering a final threat, says: �See what else you can dig up on it. Break away now.�
Barney pushes his chair back and rises, swaggering. �Go jump in the ocean, you small-time dick,� he says truculently in a fairly loud voice. �And don�t come fooling around me until you got something on me. Nuts to you!� He puts on his hat and swaggers out.
Richmond, his face a mask, picks up the drink the waiter sets in front of him. Men at tables around him grin covertly.

The following morning. Babe Holliday is sitting in Richmond�s chair, smoking and playing solitaire on his desk, when he arrives.
�Morning, beautiful,� she says cheerfully.
He hangs up his coat and hat and turns toward her asking: �How�d you make out?�
She pushes the cards up together and laughs. �What a guy!� she says. �He took me to a movie and bought me a soda afterwards. Anybody thinks that kid ever saw any Caliente or any fast life is screwy.�
Richmond looks quizzically at her. �You wouldn�t let him fool you, would you?�
She laughs again. �You ought to spend an evening with him � for your sins.�
Richmond sits on the side of his desk and takes out a cigarette. �What�s the answer then?� he says.
She rocks back in the chair, and says: �Easy. He�s been bragging down at the office, trying to make out he�s a devil with the women and an all around man of the world. All kids do it some.�
Richmond looks up from his cigarette. �Sure?�
Babe: �Yep. He did it to me in a mild way, but a couple of minutes of talking was enough to let me know he�d never been down to Caliente, or much of any place else. And it�s a cinch he�s got no dough. It�s a bust, Gene.�
Richmond nods. �Sounds like it. We�d better play safe by looking him up a little. Don�t put in more than three or four hours on it.�
�Oke,� Babe says, rising. �My expenses last night were two and half for dinner and three dollars and eighty cents� worth of taxicabs.�
Richmond smiles at her. �This isn�t that kind of a job,� he says. �Your expenses were two bucks for dinner and twenty cent street-car fare. Get it from Miss Crane as you go out.�
�You cheap so-and-so,� she says without ill-feeling, kisses him and goes out.
He sits down to his morning mail.
Presently Miss Crane comes in. �The Andrews divorce comes up this morning, Mr. Richmond,� she says.
Richmond looks up from his mail. �She pay us the rest of the money she owes us?� he asks.
�Not yet. She still says she thinks the expenses ran too high, but she�ll pay it as soon as she gets a settlement from her husband.�
Richmond returns his attention to his mail. �She�ll have to try to get her divorce without my testimony, then,� he says with quiet finality. �I�m not in this racket for fun.�
Miss Crane says, �All right,� and turns toward the door.
Richmond looks up from his mail again. �We�re supposed to have two men working on that Kennedy kid job for Fields. We�ll fake up their reports after I�m through with the mail. Better keep their expenses down around � say � eight or ten dollars a day a piece � at first.�
Miss Crane nods and goes out.
Richmond�s telephone bell rings. �Gene Richmond speaking,� he says into the instrument.
The other end of the wire. Barney in a telephone booth. He says: �This is Barney, Gene. Happy Jones and Dis-and-Dat Kid were with Cheaters that night, and a mugg I don�t know anything about called Buck. I don�t know if that was all of �em.�
Richmond: �Where are they now?�
Barney: �I don�t know where they�re hiding out.�
Richmond: �Find out. How about the guy who was killed?�
Barney: �I guess he was an undercover man for the narcotic people, all right, Gene, but I don�t know nothing about him. The newspapers just said an unidentified man. They left their booze there, but if they had any dope they took it with them when they scrammed.�
Richmond: �Right. Let me know as soon as you pick up anything else.� He puts aside the phone.

Two men are walking in sunlight across a broad, carefully trimmed lawn. One is Ward Kavanaugh, in a business suit. The other, in tennis clothes, is the man who stood beside Kavanaugh during his phone conversation with Richmond � Herbert Pomeroy. Behind them a large house � a mansion � is seen, with a broad driveway leading up to it, and beyond the house part of a lake is visible, with a couple of sailboats and a motorboat cutting across it.
The two men cross the lawn slowly, both looking down with worried eyes at the grass.
�But how did he find out I was your client?� Pomeroy asks.
The lawyer shakes his head. �I don�t know, Herbert, but I dare say they have ways of keeping in touch with much that happens.�
Pomeroy frowns and works his lips together. �If it weren�t for Ann,� he mutters. Then: �You still think I shouldn�t give myself up and stand trial?�
Kavanaugh, gently: �That�s for you to decide, Herbert. I still am afraid that a prison sentence is the best you could hope for.�
They walk a little further in silence. Then Pomeroy: �And there�s no other way out except to engage this Richmond?�
Kavanaugh: �I�m afraid not.�
Pomeroy: �But if I do, will he get me out of the mess, or will he simply bleed me?�
Before Kavanaugh can reply a Packard Sedan squeals to an abrupt halt halfway up the drive behind them. Both men turn around quickly.
A man gets out of the sedan, waves his hand cheerfully at Pomeroy and Kavanaugh, and starts across the lawn toward them.
�Oh, Lord!� Pomeroy gasps. �It�s Neely!�
Cheaters Neely is a full-fleshed man of medium height, about thirty-seven, carelessly dressed in moderately priced clothes topped by a Derby hat. He wears horn-rimmed spectacles, has a jovial hail-fellow manner, and might be mistaken for a third-rate salesman. Three more men get out of the sedan and follow him. The first is Happy Jones, a lanky man of forty with a mournfully lined thin face and dark clothes that seem mournful because, needing pressing, they sag close to his thin frame. The second is Buck, a big beetle-browed, hard-jawed man of thirty with deep-set smoldering eyes. He wears a grey suit not quite large enough for him and a grey cap. The third is the Dis-and-Dat Kid, a hatchet-faced boy of twenty-two in markedly collegiate clothes. A cigarette hangs from a corner of his mouth. He has no eyebrows. His eyes and his fingers are in constant fidgeting motion.
Neely, having reached the two men who stand waiting for him grasps Pomeroy�s hand and shakes it warmly, as if sure of his welcome. �How are you, Pomeroy?� he asks heartily.
Pomeroy, dazed, allows his hand to be shaken, but says nothing.
Holding Pomeroy�s hand, Neely turns to make with his other hand a wide gesture at his three followers. �I want you to meet my friends.� He indicates each with a motion of his hand. �Mr. Black, Mr. White, and Mr. Brown. Boys, this is Mr. Pomeroy.� He drops the stockbroker�s hand and looks at Kavanaugh. �This your father?� he asks.
Pomeroy says stiffly: �This is Mr. Kavanaugh, my attorney.�
Neely grabs the lawyer�s hand and shakes it. �Pleased to meet you, sir,� he says heartily. He turns to his followers. �Boys, this is Mr. Kavanaugh.�
The boys look at Mr. Kavanaugh with blank eyes and say nothing.
Neely claps Pomeroy lightly on the shoulder, �Well, now that everybody knows everybody, what�s new?�
Pomeroy winces, clears his throat, asks weakly: �Why did you come up here?�
Neely raises his eyebrows a little and his face takes on an affably questioning look. He jerks his head slightly toward Kavanaugh.
Pomeroy says: �Mr. Kavanaugh knows about it.�
Neely beams on Pomeroy and on Kavanaugh. �That�s fine,� he says. He turns his head to beam on his followers. �Ain�t that fine, boys?� he asks. �Mr. Kavanaugh knows all about it.�
The boys do not say anything.
Neely returns his attention to Pomeroy.
Pomeroy repeats his question: �Why did you come up here?�
Neely pushes his Derby a little back on his head, hooks thumbs in the arm-holes of his vest, and says amiably: �Well, I�ll tell you, Pommy. You know we were in a little trouble. Well, it got worse, and I said to the boys: �Boys, Mr. Pomeroy is our friend and he�s a respectable millionaire, and respectable millionaires don�t ever get into any trouble except over women, so we�ll go up and visit with him and get him to show us how he keeps out of it.� �
Pomeroy wets his lips with his tongue. �I... I can�t help you,� he says.
Neely claps him on the shoulder again. �Sure you can,� he says jovially. �Don�t worry. There�s no hurry about it. We�ll stay here and visit with you two or three days while you figure something out. The boys like your place.� He turns his head over his shoulder to ask: �Don�t you boys?�
The boys do not say anything.
Pomeroy looks despairingly at Kavanaugh. The dapper elderly attorney is rigid with anger and seems on the point of bursting into speech, but when he sees the three �boys� regarding him with coldly curious eyes, he coughs a little and subsides.
�Well,� Neely says with good-natured decisiveness. �That�s settled. How about putting on the feed-bag? We ain�t had lunch yet.� He puts an arm across Pomeroy�s back and starts him toward the house, �A shot of steam wouldn�t do us any harm, either.�
Pomeroy allows himself to be guided back to the house. Kavanaugh hesitates, looks at the three �boys� who are looking at him, and trots along behind Neely and Pomeroy. The three bring up the rear.
At the house, Pomeroy opens the door and steps aside to let the others enter. Kavanaugh halts beside him. Neely and his three followers go in. Pomeroy puts his mouth to Kavanaugh�s ear. �Get Richmond,� he says.
Kavanaugh nods. He and Pomeroy go indoors.

Richmond�s office. He is seated at his desk. Babe Holliday is rocking vigorously back and forth in another chair.
�There�s nothing to it, Gene,� she is saying. �The kid hasn�t been away over a weekend for six months, and then only to his cousin�s in San Francisco. And you can count the nights he�s been out after midnight on the toes of your left foot. He goes to the movies and he reads, and that lets him out. I talked to��
The telephone bell interrupts her.
Richmond speaks into the phone: �Gene Richmond speaking.�
The other end of the wire. Kavanaugh crouched somewhat furtively over the telephone. His eyes dart toward the closed door. He speaks into the instrument in a low voice: �This is Ward Kavanaugh, Mr. Richmond. You may consider your terms accepted.�
Richmond, quietly business-like: �Thanks. Where�s Pomeroy? How soon can I see him?�
Kavanaugh: �He�s here at Green Lake, but��
Richmond: �I�ll be up this evening.�
Kavanaugh, looking fearfully at the door again, splutters: �But they are here too, Mr. Richmond!�
Richmond: �Swell! We can all gather around the fireplace and pop corn and tell ghost stories. I�m leaving right away.�
Kavanaugh: �Are you sure you ought to��
Richmond, reassuringly: �Just leave it to me.� He puts down the telephone, stares thoughtfully at it for a moment, lips pursed, eyes dreamy and narrow; then his face clears again and he turns in his swivel chair to face Babe Holliday.

A formal garden beside Pomeroy�s house at Green Lake. Cheaters Neely, Buck, the Dis-and-Dat Kid, and Happy Jones are walking in pairs down a path, looking around with manifest approval.
A girl of twenty-one comes up the path toward them. She is dressed in white and carries a tennis racket. She is lithe, beautiful, somewhat haughty. As she approaches the four men she holds her head high and regards them with disapproving eyes.
They halt, blocking the path. The Dis-and-Dat Kid�s fidgety eyes look her up and down, ogle her, and he runs the tip of his tongue over his lips. Buck stares somberly at her. Happy Jones turns his back to her and pretends interest in the shrubbery. Neely grins amiably at her.
As they make no move to clear the path for her, she halts in front of them, regarding them haughtily.
Neely points a finger at the tennis racket and says, familiarly: �Hello, sister. How�s the racket?� Then he laughs merrily at his joke.
The girl starts to speak, then bites her lip angrily, puts her chin higher in the air, steps out of the path, walks around them, and goes on toward the house.
The four men turn in unison to watch her.
�That�s a pain in the neck,� Buck growls.
The Dis-and-Dat Kid leers at the girl�s back. �I�ll take it,� he says.
Happy Jones whines: �I like a woman with some meat on her.�
Buck looks at Happy�s thin frame. �You got a lot to give her,� he says.
They retrace their steps to the house, going leisurely around to the back and entering through the kitchen, where the cook, a buxom middle-aged woman in white, is directing the activities of two assistants. She looks around indignantly as they come in.
They stroll through the kitchen in single file, looking around curiously. The Dis-and-Dat Kid spies a chicken on a platter. He picks up a knife, slashes off a drumstick and bites into it.
The cook, hands on hips, advances angrily, �Here! What are you up to? Clear out of here!�
Buck scowls at her. �Aw, go poach your kidneys,� he growls. He leans over, tears the other drumstick from the chicken and stuffs half of it into his mouth.
They leave the kitchen through a doorway opposite the one by which they entered. Happy Jones pauses in the doorway to look back, amorously, at the angry cook.
The Dis-and-Dat Kid nudges Buck, points his drumstick at the sad-faced man in the doorway, sniggers, and says: �Ain�t dat somepin�?�
They go through the pantry and dining room into a hallway, strolling idly, the Kid and Buck gnawing their drumsticks. In the hallway they see the girl in white again. Her eyes darken with anger when she sees them. She goes haughtily up the stairs. They stand and watch her mount the stairs. They keep their hats on.
She goes into a room on the second floor. Pomeroy and Kavanaugh are seated there. The room is furnished with elaborately carved, stamped, and brass-studded Spanish office furniture. There is a stock-ticker in one corner. Through an open door part of Pomeroy�s bedroom can be seen.
Kavanaugh rises and bows as the girl enters. Pomeroy says: �Hello, Ann. How�d the game go?�
Both men have put their best attempts at smiling unconcern on their faces for her.
She is still angry. �Father, who are those horrible men?� she asks.
He glances apprehensively at Kavanaugh, then smiles as carelessly as he can at his daughter and asks: �You mean those�� He finishes the sentence with aimless motion of his hands.
�Those four horrible, horrible men!� she says.
He smiles paternally at her. �They won�t bother you, honey,� he says. �And they�ll only be here a couple of days at most. It�s necessary that��
She takes a step toward him. �A couple of days!� she exclaims. �They can�t stay here, Father! We�ve people coming down tomorrow for the weekend � the Robinsons and the Laurens and � you can�t have them here. They�re horrible!�
Pomeroy puts out a hand to pat one of hers. �There, there!� he says smoothingly. �Papa�ll see what he can do. Perhaps it�ll only be necessary to keep them here overnight.� He looks at Kavanaugh for support, asking: �Perhaps, hm-m-m?�
�But why do you have to keep them here overnight?� Ann demands. �Why are they here at all?�
Pomeroy shakes a playful finger at her. �No prying into Papa�s affairs, young lady,� he says.
She screws her eyes up at him, wrinkles her forehead, asks, �Are they detectives or guards or something? Are you in some kind of danger?� She seems suddenly frightened.
�Sh-h-h,� he says. �There�s not a thing for you to worry about � word of honor.�
She bends down to kiss him on the forehead. �And you will get rid of them?� she asks as she straightens up.
�Cross my heart,� he promises.
She flashes a smile at Kavanaugh and goes out.
Kavanaugh sinks down in his chair again. The light goes out of Pomeroy�s face. They stare at each other hopelessly.
A bedroom in Pomeroy�s house. Happy Jones is lying on his back on the bed, hands clasped at the nape of his neck, staring mournfully at the ceiling. The Dis-and-Dat Kid is sitting on a window sill, looking boredly out at the grounds. Smoke drifts up from a cigarette in a corner of his mouth. Buck is straddling a chair, holding a glass of whiskey in one hand. Neely is tilted back in another chair with his feet on the bed. He is wearing his Derby; the others are bareheaded.
Neely is saying: �...and then I look at him again and I�m a son-of-a-gun if it ain�t my brother.�
Buck puts his head back and laughs heartily.
The Dis-and-Dat Kid turns his face from the window to grin crookedly. Then he leaves the sill, drops his cigarette on the floor, puts his foot on it and asks: �What are we waiting for, Cheaters? For Happy to get bed sores?�
Neely pulls a watch from his pocket, looks at it, and sticks it back in. �I�m comfortable,� he says amiably, �but if you guys are itching, all right.�
Buck hurls his drink into his mouth without touching his lips with the glass, smacks his lips, and rises, saying: �I�m ready.�
Happy gets up slowly from the bed, finds his hat on the floor, and puts it on. Buck puts on his cap, the Dis-and-Dat Kid his hat. They leave the room and go downstairs to the second floor in single file, Neely first, then Buck, the Kid, and Happy.
As Neely reaches the second floor landing, he meets one of the maids. She looks at him and the others nervously and keeps as close to the far wall as she can on her way to another part of the floor.
Neely raises a hand. �Where�s the boss?� he asks.
She pauses long enough to say hurriedly, �Mr. Pomeroy is in his office,� and hurries away.
Happy looks sadly after her and shakes his head. �She ain�t got the meat on her,� he whines.
They go down to the room where Pomeroy and Kavanaugh are, Neely opens the door without knocking, and the others file in after him.
Pomeroy has been standing at a window, Kavanaugh is seated. Both try to conceal their alarm as they look around at the four men entering.
Neely, all smiles, says, �Howdy, gents,� while Happy, the last one in, is shutting the door and leaning his back against it.
Buck strolls deliberately across the room and out of sight through the open bedroom door. The Dis-and-Dat Kid, fingers and eyes fidgeting, moves around the other side of the room, keeping himself turned slightly sidewise toward the stockbroker and his attorney.
Pomeroy and Kavanaugh exchange nervous glances. Pomeroy clears his throat and says: �Kavanaugh and I are still unable to see how we can be of any assistance to you � in��
Neely stops him with an up-raised palm. �Don�t you and Kavvy worry about that,� he says amiably, smiling as if at a couple of younger brothers. �Us boys figured it all out. Didn�t we, boys?�
The boys do not say anything. Kavanaugh and Pomeroy glance apprehensively at each other. Kavanaugh takes off his glasses and begins to polish them.
Neely says: �Stake us to get-away dough and we�ll amscray.�
Kavanaugh and Pomeroy stare uncomprehendingly at him.
Neely laughs. �Money,� he explains, �and we�ll go to read and write � powder out � blow � leave the country.�
Pomeroy glances at Kavanaugh again, then asks hesitantly: �Ah � how much money would be necessary?�
Neely puts his thumbs in his vest armholes and rocks back on his heels, screwing his eyes up at the ceiling in good-natured calculation. �Well,� he begins, �we�d have to...�
Gene Richmond in his Cord roadster burning the road along the edge of Green Lake. Across the water the sun is going down. He turns off the road into Pomeroy�s driveway, stops in front of the house, and gets out.
A man servant opens the door for him. �Mr. Pomeroy is expecting me,� he says, �Mr. Richmond.�
The servant takes his hat and coat, bows him into a reception room off the hall, and goes upstairs.
Richmond waits placidly until the servant has disappeared at the top of the stairs, then goes briskly up after him, reaching the top in time to see the servant entering Pomeroy�s office. Then he moderates his pace and walks down the second-story hallway, arriving at the door just as the servant comes out. He says: �Thanks,� politely to the man and goes in. The servant goggles at him.
The six men in the room � Buck is standing in the bedroom doorway now � stare at him.
He bows to Kavanaugh � �Good evening� � and then to the stockbroker, saying suavely: �Mr. Pomeroy, I suppose?�
Pomeroy returns the bow uncomfortably. He is sitting at the Spanish desk, the fingers of one hand on an open checkbook, the other hand holding a pen.
Richmond surveys the others meditatively, one by one, speaking as if to himself. �Cheaters Neely, of course,� making a circle around one of his own eyes to indicate the spectacles; �and Happy Jones � that�s easy,� looking at the mournful man; �and Buck and I are old friends � remember the time I pulled you out of the sewer pipe up north? So you must be the Dis-and-Dat Kid.�
Neely smiles pleasantly at Richmond and says: �You seem to know more people than know you, brother.�
By then Happy has slipped behind Richmond to stand with his back against the hall door again. His right hand is in his coat pocket. Buck glowers at Richmond. The Kid�s eyes fidget from Richmond to Neely.
Kavanaugh, speaking hastily, as if to forestall further conversation between Neely and the detective, says: �Ah � Mr. Richmond, we have just reached an � ah � amicable settlement.� He adjusts his glasses to his nose with an air of relief.
Richmond looks with mild amusement from Kavanaugh to Pomeroy. The broker abruptly leans over and begins to sign the check.
Richmond takes two deliberate steps to the desk and bends to look at the check, and then, just as deliberately, puts out a forefinger and rubs it slowly across Pomeroy�s incompleted signature, making an undecipherable dark smear of it.
Pomeroy rocks back in his chair in surprise.
The Dis-and-Dat Kid puts a hand to his right hip and takes a step toward Richmond�s back. Neely catches the Kid�s eye, smiles, and shakes his head. The Kid halts indecisively.
Richmond addresses Pomeroy carelessly: �That�s a sucker play. Giving him money is what got you into this. You�ll never get out that way.�
Pomeroy starts to speak, but is interrupted by the Dis-and-Dat Kid snarling: �Who is dis mugg?�
Richmond slowly turns to face the Kid, smiles mockingly at him, and says: �Dis mugg is the only one that�s going to be paid off on this job. The name�s Gene Richmond, employed by Mr. Kavanaugh and Mr. Pomeroy� � with the semblance of a bow vaguely directed toward them � �to shake you boys loose.�
From the bedroom doorway Buck addresses Neely earnestly: �That�s the truth he�s telling, Cheaters. I knew him up north. There ain�t no chance of anybody else turning a honest dollar with him around. Let�s knock him off right now.�
Richmond chuckles and turns to face Buck while Neely is replying good-naturedly: �We can always knock him off. Let�s watch him do his stuff a while first.�
Richmond turns to Neely: �Why don�t you boys go out and pick some flowers and give us a chance to talk this over?�
�Sure,� Neely says agreeably. �Talk your heads off, and maybe when you�re through, Pommy�ll write another check and maybe he�ll make it bigger than that one.� He turns toward the door. �Coming, boys?�
The boys follow him out, glowering at Richmond.
Neely puts his head into the room again. �We won�t be far off if you want us,� he says, �or if you don�t.� He shuts the door again.
Richmond lights a cigarette and addresses Kavanaugh gravely, deliberately: �Mr. Kavanaugh, you called me a blackmailer last night. Perhaps there was some justification for it. My,� � he smiles faintly � �sales methods are somewhat high-pressure at times, but believe me when I tell you that I know I can straighten this thing out, and that I will if you and Mr. Pomeroy will simply let me handle it in my own way. It may not be a nice way, but this isn�t a nice situation. But it isn�t the first time a thing of this sort has ever happened. I�ve handled them before. It�s chiefly a matter of deciding which of several possible methods happens to fit this particular case.�
A large portion of their distrust has gone out of the two older men�s faces while Richmond has been talking, and Pomeroy�s face has become almost hopeful. But now he frowns hopelessly again and complains: �But I�ve got to get rid of them at once. There are people � guests � coming tomorrow. I can�t have these men here.�
Richmond laughs. �You�d rather go to San Quentin than spoil a weekend party?�
Pomeroy winces.
Richmond puts his hands in his trouser pockets and walks to the window and back to a chair and sits down. His manner is curt, businesslike. �First,� he says, �I�d like you to go over the whole thing from beginning to end, with every...�

FADE OUT

Richmond, leaving Pomeroy�s room, shuts the door, grins cynically at it, and starts down the hall. Buck steps out of another door and says: �Howdy, tin-star. Make out all right with the plutocrats?�
Richmond, with mock disgust: �They�re a couple of sissies! I had a terrible time persuading them to let me have you boys killed resisting arrest. Where�s Cheaters?�
Buck points a forefinger at the ceiling. They walk side-by-side to the stairs and go up to the bedroom where Happy is lying as before on the bed and Neely and the Kid are arguing hotly. All three turn toward the door � Happy rolling over on an elbow � when Buck, saying, �We got distinguished company,� ushers Richmond in and shuts the door.
Richmond comes to the point at once, in an unruffled, matter-of-fact voice, addressing Neely: �What do you boys want to do? Do you want to crowd Pomeroy to the point where he lets me have you knocked off? Or where he goes into court with a lot of perjury and matches his reputation against yours � calling that thousand-dollar check a forgery?�
Neely chuckles. �You�re full of cute tricks, ain�t you? No, Richy, all we want is a get-away stake. That�s little enough, ain�t it?� he goes on persuasively. �Pomeroy�ll never miss the dough, we�ll get out of the country, and everything�ll be all hotsy-totsy.�
Richmond moves his shoulders a little and asks: �But what�s in that for me?�
Neely stares at Richmond in surprise. The Kid says: �Well��
�I�ll be�� Buck growls fiercely: �See! What�d I tell you? Let this mugg hang around and we�ll be lucky to get away from here without owing money!�
Neely recovers his voice. �What do you want?� he asks sarcastically. �A commission?�
Richmond discusses that suggestion with a wave of his hand. �We can talk about that later,� he says airily. �What I want just now is for you boys to stick around here, keeping out of people�s way, not making any trouble for anybody, not riding Pomeroy, and I�ll promise to take care of you.�
They stare at each other in surprise.
Richmond steps back to the door. �And no matter what happens,� he says, �don�t let it frighten you into bolting.�
He steps through the doorway and shuts the door. They all begin talking at once.
Night. Richmond is leaning on the back of a drawing-room chair, holding a partly filled cocktail glass in his hand. Pomeroy is seated beside a table on which there are glasses and a cocktail shaker. Kavanaugh is helping himself to an hors d�oeuvre from a tray a man servant is holding. There is no conversation; Pomeroy and Kavanaugh seem ill at ease.
Ann Pomeroy comes in, smiles at Kavanaugh, leans over to kiss her father�s head, asking: �Am I terribly late again?�
Pomeroy rises to say: �Ann, this is Mr. Richmond. Mr. Richmond, my spoiled daughter.�
Ann, smiling, goes to meet Richmond with her hand outstretched. He bows over it. She says, �I suppose they�ve been pretending they�re starved waiting for me,� takes Richmond�s arm, and guides him toward the dining-room.
He smiles politely, but says nothing. His eyes gravely study her profile when she is not looking at him. Kavanaugh and Pomeroy follow them.
After dinner. Richmond and Ann come out of the house. He is bare-headed, smoking a cigarette. She has a shawl over her dinner dress. As they step down into a path leading to the formal garden, she takes his arm again and says gaily: �I know you. You�re Gene Richmond. You�re a detective. You found out who murdered Laura Gordon�s Aunt Minnie in Portland. She told me about you.�
He chuckles. �I remember,� he says. �It was a janitor.�
Ann: �That was years and years ago. I was in school.�
Richmond: �That�s right, I�m a doddering old man.�
She laughs up at him.
Neely and his cohorts in the bedroom. They are playing stud poker on a card table. Neely, who is dealing, has most of the chips in front of him. Two cards have been dealt. Neely, looking at the cards he has dealt, says, �The king bets.� Happy, who has the king showing, pushes out a chip. The Kid and Neely each push out a chip. Buck, the last man, says, �Folding a trey,� turns his three of diamonds face-down on his hole card.
He rises, yawns, stretches, and goes to the window. A tiny point of light shows through shrubbery down on the grounds, and then Richmond and Ann, walking slowly arm in arm become visible as they pass through an open space. Richmond�s cigarette glows again.
Buck turns his head over his shoulder to tell his companions: �Sherlock�s got the dame out in the bushes.�
Neely pushes four chips into the center of the table: �Up a couple.�
Happy pushes out four: �And a couple more.�
The Kid turns his cards face-down. �Ain�t worth it,� he says. He stands up, takes his coat from the back of his chair, puts it on. �Deal me out awhile,� he says. He gets his hat and leaves the room, moving silently, unhurriedly. When the door shuts behind him, Buck grins at it. The others do not look up from their cards.
The garden. Richmond and Ann are seated on a bench some distance away. The Dis-and-Dat Kid moves silently toward them, going swiftly from shadow of tree to bush to hedge until he is close behind their bench. As he crouches there, ready to hear what they are saying, they rise and move on slowly. He follows, stalking them from shadow to shadow.
Ann is saying: �But what are you doing here if Father is not in danger?� She raises her voice a little, tensely. �He is. I know it. I can feel it. It�s those four horrible men. I�ve felt it ever since they�ve been here.�
Richmond smiles at her earnestness. �I can understand your not liking them,� he says.
�Liking them?� she repeats, and shudders. Then, both hands on his arm, peering up at his face, she asks: �You are here on their account, aren�t you?�
�Part of my business here is with them,� he admits, �but your father is not in danger, there is nothing for you to be afraid of. Believe me.�
The Kid, moving into the shadow of a tree, startles a cat, which goes hastily up the tree, its claws rasping against the bark.
Ann clings to Richmond, her terrified face twisted around toward the noise, gasping: �What is that?�
Richmond, his arms around her, looking down at her, paying no attention to the noise: �Nothing to be afraid of. You�re trembling.� He strokes her upper arm with a soothing hand.
The Kid is flat against the tree, out of their sight. His eyes shift from side to side. He is breathing silently through his mouth.
The girl slowly extricates herself from Richmond�s arms, though she continues to hold one of them. She looks around uneasily, �Let�s go back to the house,� she says.
Richmond nods. They go back, arm in arm, the girl now and then glancing apprehensively around. The Kid follows them back � from shadow to shadow.
In the library they find Pomeroy, alone; Ann kisses him, says, �Good night, Father,� then holds out her hand to Richmond. �Good night, Mr. Richmond.�
He bows and says, �Good night,� as she leaves the room. Pomeroy, impressed by his daughter�s ready acceptance of Richmond, smiles at him more cordially than heretofore and says: �Smoke a cigar with me.� He opens a box on the table beside him.
Richmond says: �Thanks. Where�s Kavanaugh?�
Pomeroy: �Gone to bed. He wants to catch the early train back to the city.�
Richmond: �Swell.� He goes over and shuts the door, then takes a seat facing Pomeroy. �It�s just as well to keep him out of it as much as we can.�
Pomeroy draws his brows together a little. �I don�t understand you,� he says a bit coldly. �Mr. Kavanaugh was my father�s best friend, has been almost a second father to me. He is, in my opinion, the best lawyer in��
�I know,� Richmond agrees evenly, �but like a lot of top-notch lawyers he�s probably never been in a criminal court in his life. All he knows about civil and corporation and this and that kind of law�s not going to help you here, Pomeroy � not even criminal law. We don�t need law, we need tricks. And maybe we�ll be doing Kavanaugh a favor by sparing his conscience knowledge of some of the tricks we�ll have to use. If we need legal advice, I�ve got the man for you � he hasn�t looked into a law book for twenty years, but juries don�t hang his clients.�
Pomeroy winces at the word �hang,� then nods doubtfully, partly convinced.
Richmond rises. �I think I�ll get some sleep.� He looks down at Pomeroy. �Kavanaugh told you I wanted twenty-five thousand dollars down, of course. Will you phone your office in the morning and have them send the check over to my office?�
Pomeroy nods again.
Richmond says, �Thanks. Good night,� and goes out.
A corridor. The Dis-and-Dat Kid steps swiftly through a doorway and shuts the door. Richmond comes into sight, passes the door behind which the Kid is standing, opens another door farther down, and goes into his bedroom.
The Kid comes out, looks up and down the corridor, and goes quietly to another door, putting the side of his face to it, listening while his eyes and fingers fidget.
Inside the room, Ann Pomeroy, in night clothes, is brushing her hair, humming, smiling as if pleased with her thoughts.
The Kid listens for a while, then takes a deep breath, exhales it, grins crookedly, licks his lips, and goes away.
Richmond, beginning to undress in his bedroom, takes a typewritten piece of paper from his pocket and looks thoughtfully at it, pursing his lips.
It reads:
Herbert Pomeroy.
Age 45.
Widower.
One daughter: Ann, 21.
Residence: Pasadena & Green Lake.
Major Partner Pomeroy & Co. Stocks and Bonds.
Large timber holdings Northern California.
Director K.C. & W.R.R.: Shepherds� National Bank; Pan-American Inv. Co.
Bank Accounts; Shepherds�: Sou. Trust Co.: Fourth Nat�l Bank.
Large real estate holdings vicinity Los Angeles.
Reputed worth $10,000,000 to $12,000,000.

Richmond�s finger, traveling down this list, hesitates longest at the fourth item and the last.
He returns the list to his pocket and continues undressing.
The next morning. Richmond�s roadster is standing in front of the house. He comes out of the house just as Ann rounds the corner.
She looks at the car and at him and asks, somewhat dismayed: �You�re not going away?�
�Just to the city for a few hours,� he assures her. �I�ll be back this evening.�
Her face brightens. She gives him her hand, saying: �Be sure you are.�
�It�s a promise,� he says as he gets into the car.
She waves at him from the steps as he rides swiftly away.

An unclean, shabbily furnished housekeeping room. The bed is not made. There are dirty dishes, an empty gin bottle, glasses, cigarette butts on an unclothed deal table. In one end of the room a bedraggled youngish woman in a shabby soiled kimono is frying eggs on a small gas stove on the drain-board beside a sink. Barney, in pants, undershirt, and stocking feet, is sitting on the side of the bed.
�Aw, stop bellyaching,� he says irritably. �I told you I got a trick up my sleeve that�ll have us sweating against silk when I pull it off, but I need two-three days more to get set. I��
The woman turns around, snarls at him: �I heard that before. You ain�t got anything up your sleeve but a dirty arm. I�m sick and tired of having to bring in all the dough while you lay around and��
There is a knock at the door.
They look at one another. Barney rises from the side of the bed, glances swiftly around the room as if to see that nothing is visible that should not be, and goes to the door. �Who is it?�
�Richmond.�
�All right.� Barney opens the door.
Richmond comes in saying: �Hello, Barney. Hello, May.�
The woman nods without saying anything and turns around to her eggs.
Barney shuts and locks the door, saying: �Set down.�
Richmond remains standing. He has not taken off his hat. �What�s new?� he asks.
Barney�s eyes move sidewise to focus sullenly on May�s back. Then he steps closer to Richmond and mutters: �They had the junk all right � ten pounds of C. They delivered it to Rags Davis.� He puts a hand to the lapel of Richmond�s coat, �Keep me covered on this, Gene,� he begs. �I wouldn�t last an hour if��
With a gloved hand, Richmond removes Barney�s hand from his lapel.
�I�ll keep you covered, Barney,� he promises. �Where�s Rags�s hang out now?�
�Sutherland Hotel � five eleven.�
Richmond nods, asks: �Got anything else? Find out who the guy they killed was?�
Barney shakes his head, then says: �But he was a narcotic undercover man, all right.�
Richmond: �State, city, or federal?�
Barney: �I don�t know.�
Richmond says: �Stick around. I may want to get in touch with you today or tomorrow.� He turns toward the door.
Barney touches his elbow. �Slip me a piece of change, Gene? I�m kind of on the nut right now.�
Richmond takes two bills from his pocket, gives them to Barney, says, �Don�t forget to earn it,� drily, and goes out.
The woman at the stove turns around, looks contemptuously at Barney, spits noisily on the floor between them and says: �That�s all you�re good for � ratting!�
Barney has finished locking the door. He takes a step toward her, snarls viciously: �Shut up! I�ll pop a tooth out of your face!�
The woman, frightened, begins to scoop the eggs out on plates.
Richmond goes to his office. Tommy jumps up from his book to open the gate for him, saying: �Good afternoon, Mr. Richmond.�
Richmond says, �Hello, Tommy,� leans over to look at Tommy�s book, says humorously, �The Murder in the Telephone Booth � good Lord, what next?� rumples the boy�s hair, nods to Miss Crane, saying, �Will you come in for a moment,� and passes into his private office.
He hangs up his hat and coat and sits down at his desk.
Miss Crane comes in with some papers in her hand, also her notebook and pencil. She seems nervous, her face strained.
He is looking through his mail. �Anything new?� he asks without looking up.
�No,� she says. Her voice is a trifle hoarse. �Here are the reports of the two men we�re supposed to have working on the Fields job.�
He takes the papers from her, runs his gaze over them rapidly. �Swell,� he says as he hands them back to her, �but if you make the one that�s supposed to be shadowing Kennedy � what do you call him? Harper?�� watch his house until after the street cars stop running we can add taxi fare to his expenses.�
She says, �All right,� and goes out with the reports.
He picks up the telephone, says: �Get me Joe King, Narcotic Agents� Office in the Federal Building.�
He reads his mail until the telephone rings. Then, into the instrument, still looking through his mail: �Hello, Joe, this is Gene Richmond.�
The other end of the wire � a grey-haired man with a strong-featured, keen-eyed, clean-cut face. �Yes, Gene?�
Richmond: �I want to swap some information with you.�
King: �Yes?�
Richmond: �Was the fellow they killed down the beach the other night one of your men?�
King�s eyes narrow. He says: �I thought you wanted to swap. I didn�t know you just wanted to get information.�
Richmond: �Well, if he wasn�t, say so, because then nothing I can say will be any good to you.�
King, after a moment of thinking, replies: �All right � suppose we talk as if he were.�
Richmond pushes his mail aside and gives all his attention to the telephone: �Fair enough. Know who killed him?�
King, softly: �Yes.�
Richmond draws his brows together a little in disappointment. Before he speaks King is saying: �I�m hoping what you can tell me is where they are now.�
Richmond�s face clears. A faint smile lifts the corners of his mouth. �I�ll be able to, Joe,� he says, �inside of three days.�
Joe King says: �That�ll be��
Richmond: �Have you got enough on them to swing them for the job?�
King: �I�ve got enough to hold them on while I get the rest.�
Richmond: �Would it help to know the dealer they delivered the junk to, and what they delivered?�
King, keeping his interest from showing in his voice, but not in his face: �It wouldn�t hurt any.�
Richmond: �Ten pounds of cocaine to Rags Davis. He�s living at the Sutherland Hotel, room five eleven.�
King: �Thanks, Gene.�
Richmond: �Have I held up my side of the swap?�
King: �You have.�
Richmond: �Good. Now I want to ask a favor.�
King, cautiously: �What is it?�
Richmond: �If you pinch Davis, just tell the papers he�s being held as a dealer � keep the killing angle out of it until we�ve got the others.�
King: �That�s no favor � we�re playing it that way ourselves. We haven�t gone in for any publicity on the murder.� He pauses, looking sharply at the �phone, then asks casually: �How do you get in on this, Gene?�
Richmond, easily: �Oh, it�s just an off-shoot of another job I�ve been working on. Let me know how you make out with Rags, will you?�
King: �Yes. You�re sure of him, are you?�
Richmond: �Absolutely.�
King: �Right. Thanks.�
Richmond: �O.K.�
They hang up.
King scowls thoughtfully at his telephone as he pushes it back, then picks up another phone and says: �Come in will you, Pete.�
A hard-mouthed man of forty in quiet clothes comes in.
King addresses him: �Gene Richmond�s got a finger in this Neely business somewhere.�
Pete makes a mouth, rubs his chin with a thumb, says: �That�s un-nice.�
King: �He just �phoned, promised to turn Neely and his mob up inside of three days, said they had ten pounds of coke that night and delivered it to Rags Davis.�
Pete scowls, says: �There�s a lot of things I�d rather have than Richmond messing around. What do you suppose his angle is?�
King shakes his head. �Too hard for me. Might be anything that�s got money in it. Better send somebody out to try to keep tabs on him. You and I�ll go up against Rags.�
�Try is right,� Pete says glumly as he moves toward the door.
Gene Richmond�s private office. He is standing shaking hands with a small middle-aged man dressed in neat, conservative clothes, and is saying: �We�ll find him. Don�t worry about it. Things seldom happen to youngsters of that age.�
The man says, �Thank you, Mr. Richmond, thank you, sir,� as if very much relieved. Richmond smiles and ushers him out through the corridor door.
Richmond returns to his desk and pushes the button. Helen Crane comes in.
�This man who was just in � Wood � wants us to find his fifteen-year-old kid � ran away yesterday. There�s no occasion for secrecy. The police can do more than we can. Get in touch with them; they�ll do their usual routine broadcasting, telegraphing, and so on.� He picks up a piece of paper. �Here�s the kid�s description and the rest of the dope.� He picks up a check. �I took fifty dollars from him. Charge him with one man�s time till the police find the boy or he comes home.�
Helen Crane takes the paper and check with a trembling hand. He glances curiously at her, but goes on in the same business-like tone: �This Pomeroy job is getting a little ticklish. I could wind it up now, but I think I can swing a big-money angle by holding off a day or two. But I�d better tell you that Neely and his crew are up there � at Green Lake � so in case � Let�s see. I�ll either phone you or be here twice a day. If I don�t � you�d better turn in the alarm � to Joe King and the sheriff�s office up there. It�s best to��
Her agitation has increased to such an extent that he cannot ignore it. �What�s the matter, Helen?� he asks.
Her lips are quivering. �I don�t want to go to prison again,� she wails.
He rises, puts an arm around her, attempts to soothe her. �Sh-h-h. Nobody�s going to prison. I know what I�m doing and��
�That�s what Mr. Queeble used to say,� she moans, clinging to his lapels, �and both of us went to prison.� Tears are running down her cheeks now.
The door opens and Babe Holliday halts in the doorway, her eyes large. Neither of them see her.
Richmond is stroking Helen Crane�s shoulder and back, speaking softly to her: �There�s nothing to be afraid of, but if you�re that frightened, why don�t you quit. You�re all right and��
Babe, who has recovered from her astonishment by now, advances swiftly into the room, saying angrily to Richmond: �Let her alone! She�s not your kind!� She puts her arms around Helen, leading her toward the door, murmuring: �There, there, don�t cry. He�s not worth it.�
Helen moans: �It�s not his f-fault. I�m just a silly fool.�
Richmond stares at them. Bewilderment and amusement are mixed in his face.
Babe, having deposited the weeping girl in the outer office returns and shuts the door.
�Aren�t you a pip!� she says angrily. �Can�t you let anything in dresses alone?� Suddenly her face and voice change, and she goes into peals of laughter that is merry and without rancor. �Good old On-the-make Gene,� she laughs. �He takes his fun where he finds it, no matter how queer they are.� She affectionately takes his face between her hands and kisses him on the mouth.
The telephone rings. Richmond, grinning half-shamefacedly at Babe, wipes his face with a handkerchief, goes to the �phone, and says: �Gene Richmond speaking.�
The other end of the wire. King in a hotel lobby phone booth. He says: �This is King, Gene. You sure Rags is our baby?�
Richmond: �I was there at the birth.�
King: �Well, we�ve been pushing him around for an hour and a half and haven�t been able to crack him.�
Richmond: �Search his place?�
King: �Frisked it from floor to ceiling, found nothing.�
Richmond�s eyes narrow. He purses his lips, then says: �Bring him over here. I�ll take him apart for you.�
King, somewhat skeptically: �Thank you, kind sir. I�ll bring him.�
They hang up.
Richmond addresses Babe: �You�ll have to scram, sister; company�s coming.�
�Oke,� she says. �What are you doing tonight?�
Richmond: �I�ve got to go back to Green Lake.�
Babe nods: �Pomeroy�s got a daughter � two to one.�
Richmond: �So has old man Holliday.�
Babe nods again: �But old man Pomeroy�s is newer to you.�
Richmond chuckles, rises, kisses her, and says: �We�ll go to dinner tomorrow night. How are you making out with the ancient Johnston? Got nearly enough on him for his wife�s divorce yet?�
She dangles the end of a string of beads at him, saying gaily: �I�ve got this.�
He scowls at her half-seriously. �That�s not what you�re being paid for. What good�s Mrs. Johnston�s divorce going to be to her if you leave him nothing to pay alimony with?�
�I couldn�t guess,� she replies, kisses him again, says, �dinner tomorrow,� and goes out.
He puts his hands in his trouser pants, rattles change, walks slowly to the outer-office door, opens it, puts his head through, and addresses Tommy: �Get Barney on the �phone � tell him to come over right away. Show him in as soon as he comes.�
Tommy says, �Yes, sir.�
Richmond withdraws his head and shuts the door, looks doubtfully at the floor for a moment, shrugs a little, says in an undertone, �That�s his hard luck,� and goes back to his desk.
Joe King rides in an elevator to the fifth floor of a better class hotel, goes to room 511, takes a key from his pocket, unlocks the door, and enters.
Pete is sitting tilted back against the wall in a chair close to the door. A dandified slim man of medium height, perhaps thirty years old, is sprawled, cross legs straight out, in an arm-chair smoking a cigarette. The room shows signs of the narcotic agents� intensive searching. Both men look at King with calmly inquisitive eyes.
King speaks to the dandified man with the cigarette: �Come on, Rags, we�re going visiting.�
Rags smiles mockingly, says, �Don�t care if I do,� gets up, takes his hat from the bed.
Pete brings his chair down on all fours and gets up. He leaves the room first, then Rags, then King. They walk toward the elevator with Rags between the two narcotic agents. Neither of them touches him.
Richmond�s private office. He is seated at his desk. Rags sits as before in a wooden arm-chair. King is half sitting on, half leaning against Richmond�s desk, facing Rags. Pete is lounging against the wall beside the outer-office door.
Rags, gesturing lazily with a cigarette, is saying: �I�ve been nice to you boys, but you can�t expect me to sit around like this forever. What are we waiting for; what are we going to do?�
King says: �You�re more comfortable here than in a cell, aren�t you?�
Rags: �Uh-huh � only my lawyer and a bond-broker can get me out of a cell before I begin to get tired of it. If that�s where we�re going, let�s go.�
King looks at Richmond. Richmond looks at his watch, opens his mouth to speak, but stops when Tommy opens the outer-office door for Barney.
Barney takes a step inside the office, sees Rags, blanches, and starts to turn back. Pete puts his left hand on Barney�s left forearm, steps behind him, and pushes him a little farther into the room. Tommy, wide-eyed, shuts the door slowly, staring through the narrowing opening.
Barney turns his terror-stricken face from Rags to Richmond and begins to babble despairingly: �You promised you�d keep me covered, Gene! You told me you�d��
Rags laughs mockingly. �Ever know a copper that�d give his stool-pigeons anything but the worst of it?� he asks Barney. His voice, like his face, is calm, but when he glances down at his hands he sees they are tightly gripping the arms of his chair, and the backs of his hands are dotted with sweat. Casually, to avoid the attention of the others, he forces his hands to relax and moves them slowly to his thighs, turning them backs-down so his trousers mop up the moisture.
Richmond, coldly: �Sorry, Barney. You�ll have to talk. We�ll protect you.�
Barney: �But you promised you�d��
Richmond: �I know, but it can�t be helped. Tell these gentlemen how you know Neely took the stuff to Rags.�
Barney puts both hands out pleadingly to Richmond and seems about to fall on his knees. �I don�t know nothing, Gene,� he cries. �Honest to God, I don�t! I was just guessing!� His voice rises in a wail: �He�ll kill me! He�ll kill me, Gene! You can�t make me��
Rags smiles evilly and says: �It doesn�t look like you�re going to live forever, and that�s a fact.�
Barney cringes.
King addresses Rags curtly: �Shut up!� He leaves the desk, takes Barney by the lapels, pulls him close, and growls: �Come through. He�s not going to be anywhere where he can hurt you � if you talk enough to let us put him and keep him out of your way.�
Richmond: �You�ve got to go through with it now, Barney. He knows you�ve squealed. Make a clean job of it and we�ll give you all the protection you need. If you don�t � we�ll have to turn Rags loose. You know what kind of a spot you�ll be in then.�
Barney stares past King at Richmond for a long moment, then at King, at Pete. The last trace of hopefulness goes out of his face, leaving it dumbly defeated. His body becomes limp. �All right,� he says lifelessly, �he�s got another room on the same floor of his hotel under another name where he keeps the stuff � in sample trunks. He�s...�
Pete has moved around behind Rags�s chair, watching the dealer sharply. Richmond and King listen attentively to Barney.
Half an hour later. Barney, standing in the center of the floor, has just finished answering the last question. Rags, sitting as before, is staring thoughtfully at his feet. Pete is leaning on the back of Rags�s chair. King is half sitting on, half leaning against the desk again. Richmond is smoking a cigarette.
King and Richmond look at each other. The narcotic agent says: �That does it, doesn�t it?� His voice is faintly tinged with satisfaction.
Richmond nods gravely.
King, jerking a thumb at Barney, addresses Pete: �Take him down and book him as a witness.�
Pete leaves the back of the chair, taps Barney on the arm, and says: �Come on.�
Barney looks pleadingly at King and Richmond, begins: �You�ll take care of me? You won�t let��
King nods curtly. �We�ll take care of you. Go ahead.�
Pete takes Barney out.
King turns to Rags, asking quietly: �How do you like it now?�
Rags raises his gaze from his feet, smiles bitterly, replies in a voice just as quiet, though rueful: �It�s not so hot.� He stops smiling. �Well, you�ve got it all. What are you waiting for?�
King: �Got any suggestions?�
Rags looks thoughtfully at King, at his feet, then up at King again, and asks evenly: �You don�t think I had anything to do with bumping off that guy at the beach, do you?�
King leans forward a little and says persuasively: �Maybe we won�t think so if you don�t fight us too much.�
Rags grins ruefully: �I�m pleading guilty to the rest of it,� he says. �You got me cold.�
�That�s sensible,� King says, rising. �Let�s go.�
King and Rags go out.
Downstairs, in the office building lobby, an inconspicuous looking man is loitering. He and King exchange significant glances as King and his prisoner pass.
The inconspicuous looking man is still in the lobby when Richmond leaves the building a few minutes later, and follows Richmond out.
Richmond gets into his roadster. The man following him gets into a black coupe farther down the street, and follows the roadster.
Richmond turns two corners, runs through a parking lot from one street to another, tilting the car�s mirror to watch the coupe following him, drives half a dozen blocks and then down into the rear entrance of a garage under a large apartment house, out the front, through an alley, and away swiftly up a broad boulevard.
The man in the coupe waits awhile in the rear of the apartment building, then goes into the garage, looks around, questions one of the attendants, makes a gesture of chagrin, and goes away.
The dining room in the house at Green Lake. The Pomeroys and their guests are rising from the table. There are seven guests besides Kavanaugh � three men and four women � all young and gay and fashionably dressed. As they leave the dining-room, laughing and talking, the sound of an automobile comes from out of doors. It is dark outdoors.
Ann Pomeroy makes vague, somewhat incoherent excuses and goes to the front door. Richmond is getting out of his roadster. She runs down the steps to him. �Oh, I�m glad you�re back!� she says impulsively.
He looks curiously at her, asks: �Why? Has anything happened?�
She is suddenly embarrassed. �N-no,� she stammers. Then she puts a hand on his arms, says earnestly: �I am glad you�re back. Father � I made Father tell me the � everything. You can help him, can�t you?�
He pats her hand. �Certainly,� he says. �There�s nothing to worry about. Nothing�s happened today?�
Ann: �No � except the youngest one of those four horrible men � wherever I go I either see him or have the feeling that he�s watching me.� She shivers, moves close to Richmond. �I�m not � I don�t think I�m very brave. I�m afraid, Gene!�
Richmond puts an arm around her. �Sh-h-h,� he says soothingly, �it�s coming out all right. I wish your father hadn�t told you.�
�I made him,� she says. �Are you sure it�s going to come out all right?�
�Absolutely,� he replies as they ascend the stairs.
The Kid steps out from behind a bush and scowls sullenly at their backs.
The bedroom where Neely and the others were seen before. Happy is lying in his usual position on the bed. Neely is sitting on the foot of the bed, wearing his hat. Buck is at the table, pouring himself a drink.
The Kid comes in, shuts the door, and says: �Richmond�s back.�
Buck suddenly slams his full glass into a corner of the room and wheels on Neely. Happy swings his legs over the side of the bed and sits bending tensely forward, a hand behind him: his face remains as usual. The Kid crouches with his back to the door, his right hand swinging near his hip.
Buck is speaking in a hoarse, strained voice: �Listen, Cheaters, I got enough of this hanging around waiting for somebody to pull the ground from under our feet. What I say is let�s go down and put a rod against this Pomeroy�s belly and either collect or leave him looking at the ceiling. And I say let�s do it right now.�
Richmond opens the door, but does not enter the room. He looks mockingly from one to another of them. They maintain their positions, turning only their heads toward him. While selecting a cigarette from a package in his hand, he tells them casually: �There�ll be news for you in the morning paper. Don�t let it excite you too much. Just sit tight and Uncle Gene will pull you through.�
He shuts the door and goes down to the room where the Pomeroys and their guests are. All except Ann and a slim dark-haired boy in dinner clothes are playing bridge at two tables. The boy and Ann are sitting on a sofa by the fireplace. When she sees Richmond she makes a place for him beside her, patting it and smiling at him. He goes over to her and sits down. The dark-haired boy�s smile is polite rather than cordial. The three of them laugh and talk, though nothing they say can be heard above the chatter at the tables. Gradually, as they talk, Ann turns on the sofa to face Richmond more directly, until her back is almost squarely turned on the dark-haired boy, and by then he has almost been excluded from the conversation, neither Ann nor Richmond seeming to remember he is there. He pouts, then gets up somewhat angrily, and moves off to watch one of the bridge games. They do not seem to notice his going. Several of the card-players look at them with politely moderated curiosity.
A closer shot of them as she stops laughing, glances around to see they cannot be overheard, and says very seriously: �You weren�t just trying to keep me from worrying when you said everything would come out all right?�
Richmond: �I honestly wasn�t, Miss Pomeroy. I�� He stops, looking questioningly at her, as she frowns. �I called you Gene out there,� she says severely.
He smiles apologetically, says: �I wasn�t just trying to keep you from worrying, Ann.�
She laughs.
He continues, seriously now: �A lot happened in town today � in our favor. It��
�What happened?� she asks.
He smiles and shakes his head. �Nothing I can tell you. This is nasty business. I�m having to do things I don�t like to talk about � especially not to you.�
She puts a hand on one of his, says softly, earnestly: �You�re doing them for me � for Father and me. I ought to be forced to hear what you�re having to do.�
He says drily: �I�m getting paid for it. I�m a hired man doing his job.�
She puts both hands on his and corrects him tenderly: �You are a friend � savior.�
He looks around in embarrassment, sees that the bridge games have broken up and some of the players are coming toward them. He rises with evident relief.

Later that night. The guests are saying goodnight and going up to their rooms. Pomeroy and Ann are left alone in the room. He sits on the sofa facing the fireplace and stares at the fire while finishing his cigar. Ann goes over to him and sits on the arm of the sofa beside him, putting an arm around him, leaning her cheek on his head.
Presently she asks: �Do you like Gene Richmond, Father?�
Pomeroy takes the cigar from his mouth, frowning a little, and says slowly: �I don�t know, honey. I don�t think I do.�
Ann: �Why?�
Pomeroy, still speaking thoughtfully: �I�ve a feeling that he�s not too scrupulous, that perhaps some of the things he does in his work are��
Ann, quickly: �But he�s doing them for us, Father!�
Pomeroy turns his head and looks at her. �Yes, that�s so,� he says slowly.
As he continues to look at her, her face flushes and she averts her eyes.
He asks: �Do you like Gene Richmond, Ann?�
She looks at him and says: �Yes.�

Outside. Richmond, smoking a cigarette, is strolling along a dark path toward the house. On the grass beside the path, twenty feet behind, the Kid is following him silently. The Kid�s right hand is in his bulging jacket pocket. As they approach a part of the path made especially dark by sheltering bushes, the Kid quickens his pace, closing in, and when Richmond reaches the dark spot, the Kid jumps him. Nothing can be seen but two indistinguishable moving figures in the light of Richmond�s cigarette. There is a distinct sound of a fist hitting flesh, once � then footsteps running away. Richmond�s face can be seen as his cigarette burns brighter with an inhalation, and he resumes his stroll toward the house. He opens the front door, light flooding him, turns to look at the dark grounds, snaps the butt of his cigarette into the darkness in a long arc, glances at the knuckles of his right hand with a faint smile, and goes indoors, shutting the door.
The Dis-and-Dat Kid leaves a sheltering tree, scowling toward the door, putting a hand tenderly to a side of his jaw. Then he looks around. A lighted kitchen window catches his eye. He goes down and looks in. Happy is seated at a table eating a piece of pie, drinking milk. Across the table, the buxom cook is seated, her face broad and smiling, talking coquettishly, though the Kid cannot hear what she is saying.
He starts to grin crookedly, stops grinning and puts his hand to his face again, and leaves the window, vanishing in the darkness.

A cheaply furnished, but very clean and orderly, bedroom. Helen Crane is sitting at a dressing-table mirror brushing her hair. Her eyes are wide, moist, and frightened. Her lips are moving. She is saying: �I don�t want to go to prison again,� over and over to her reflection in the glass as she brushes her hair.

Pomeroy�s house. Richmond is standing with his back to the fire talking to Pomeroy and Ann, who sits as before. He is addressing Pomeroy: �It�s better for you not to know what I�m doing. As I told Miss Pomeroy��
�Ann,� Ann says.
Richmond chuckles. �As I told Ann,� he goes on, �a lot I�ve had to do hasn�t been nice, wouldn�t be nice to listen to. You can take my word for it that things are shaping up much better than I expected. A few more should see you in the clear. But it�s enough for me to have the dirty details on my conscience � that�s my job � without having you worried with them.�
Pomeroy: �You really feel you�re making satisfactory progress?�
Richmond: �Oh, yes.�
Pomeroy looks at his daughter. She snuggles closer to him and says impulsively: �I�m sure Gene�s right � about our leaving everything to him � trusting him.� She looks up somewhat proudly at the detective, then asks: �You don�t have to go to the city again tomorrow, do you?�
He nods. �Yes � it all centers there.�
She makes a face at him.
He speaks to Pomeroy: �I�ll need some money, cash, five thousand. A man who gave us some valuable information will have to be shipped abroad. His life isn�t worth a cigarette if he stays here, and his killing might drag the whole story out in the open. Will you have your office send the money over to mine in the morning?�
Pomeroy says: �Yes. Is there anything else?�
Richmond says: �No.�
Pomeroy rises, says, �Well, I�m off to bed, then� � kisses his daughter, says � �Good night, Richmond,� and goes out, leaving Richmond and Ann together.
The corridor outside the girl�s bedroom door. The Kid stands with his ear against the door, listening. A clock somewhere in the house strikes four faintly. The Kid opens the door, goes in, shuts the door, crosses to the bed, looks down at the sleeping girl, moves cautiously around the room, looking into bathroom and dressing room, then goes out.
Next morning. Richmond alone at table eating breakfast. He rises hastily as Ann comes in. They exchange good-mornings, sit down, and she asks earnestly: �Must you go to the city today?�
He smiles, says: �Must.�
She does not smile. She leans toward him and says in a low, strained voice: �I�m afraid, Gene. I�m afraid � awfully. Don�t go.�
He tries to soothe her: �I don�t think there�s anything you really need to be afraid of here.�It��
She: �I�m not afraid when you�re here, but when you�re gone it�s awful. Even if there are a lot of people here � if you�re not here I�m afraid.�
�Go with me,� he suggests.
�I can�t � not with these people here.�
�Swim, play tennis, keep on the jump,� he advises her. �Don�t let yourself stop and think. You�ll be all right.�
�I�m afraid,� she repeats.
�There�s nothing to be afraid of,� he assures her, smiling cheerfully. �Your father shouldn�t�ve told you anything.� He continues jestingly, trying to laugh her out of her fears: �And I�ll bring you a bag of gumdrops and a doll and a new ribbon when I come back this��
She is not to be turned from her point. She comes quickly around the table, puts her hands on his shoulders and whispers desperately: �Don�t go. Don�t leave me � dear.�
He rises, upsetting his chair, takes her in his arms and kisses her, but when she looks questioningly at him afterward, he shakes his head and says earnestly: �I�ve got to.� His eyes brighten as he thinks of an unanswerable reason. �You were there when I told you about the man we�d have to get out of the country or at least as far away as we can.�
Ann: �Yes.�
Richmond: �Well, it may be a matter of life or death for him � my going to the city today.�
Ann, impulsively: �It was selfish of me. You must go, of course.�
She comes into his arms again.

Richmond in his roadster riding toward the city, whistling happily.

Neely holding a spread newspaper in his hands. His cohorts hanging over his shoulders as they read a news item headed:
DRUG DEALER HELD
JOHN (�RAGS�) DAVIS ARRESTED
IN DOWNTOWN HOTEL
They breathe heavily, and when they have finished they look at one another in consternation.
Richmond enters his outer office, acknowledges Tommy�s and Miss Crane�s meetings, and asks: �Did Pomeroy�s office send anything over for me?�
Miss Crane says: �Yes, sir,� and hands him a thick envelope. She is obviously holding herself tightly in hand.
He tears it open, takes out a sheaf of hundred-dollar bills and asks: �Anything else turn up?�
Miss Crane: �Barney�s been phoning every hour or two since late yesterday. He seems very excited.�
Richmond nods. �Get him on the phone for me.� He goes into his private office, hangs up hat and coat, sits down at his desk, counts off ten of the hundred-dollar bills, folds them, and puts them in a vest pocket. The balance of the bills he stuffs into his wallet.
The telephone rings. He picks it up, says: �Gene Richmond speaking.�
The other end of the wire. Barney at a wall phone in the hall of his rooming house, his eyes looking fearfully around as he speaks in a harsh whisper over the wire: �For God�s sake, Gene, do something for me � get me away from here before they croak me! They�re after me, Gene! I got to blow! They�ll croak me sure! Give me some dough � enough to get away with � Gene! You got to! You got me into this! You got to get me out! You got to, Gene! Please! Please! For God�s sake!�
Richmond: �If you�ll turn off the monologue long enough to listen, I�ll tell you I�ve got a thousand bucks for you.�
Barney, hysterically relieved: �Have you, Gene? Will you��
Richmond: �Where are you?�
Barney: �Home.�
Richmond: �All right. I�m on my way over with it.� He hangs up the receiver in the midst of Barney�s profuse hysterical thanks.
Richmond puts on his hat and coat, says, �I�ll be back in a little while,� as he goes through the outer office, rides down in an elevator and leaves the office building, going afoot. He walks along without any especial signs of haste, stopping once or twice to look in a shop-window, enters Barney�s rooming-house and goes up to his room. When he knocks on the door it swings open. Barney is lying on the floor, face up. There is a dark spot on his coat over his heart. He is dead.
Richmond, scowling thoughtfully, touches his chin with fingers and thumb, then kneels beside the dead man, feels his hand and wrist, rises, looks around the room, goes out to the telephone in the hall, drops in a coin, and says: �The police. This is an emergency call.� Then: �A man is dead in room two sixteen at thirteen hundred and nine South Whitfield Street. Yes � murdered.�
He goes back to the dead man�s room, goes in, and shuts the door. Standing there, looking at the dead man, waiting for the police, he slowly takes the ten hundred-dollar bills from his vest pocket, straightens them out, and stuffs them into his wallet with the others.

Joe King�s office in the Federal Building. He, Pete, and Richmond are there. They silently wait until two men bring in Rags Davis.
Rags smiles at them, saying: �Afternoon, gents.�
King nods at a comfortable chair. �Sit down, Rags,� he says.
Rags sits down.
King asks: �Got cigarettes?�
Rags, amused: �Yes, thanks.� He takes out a package of cigarettes and puts one in his mouth, feeling in his pockets for matches. One of the men who brought him in holds a light to the cigarette. Rags blows smoke out, says: �Thanks.�
King smiles at Rags, says in a friendly voice: �Tell us who killed Barney, Rags.�
Rags laughs. �Somebody finally cut that rat down? That�s just swell!�
King, in the same friendly voice: �Who did it, Rags?�
Rags: �I wish I knew, King. I�d like to send him a little present.�
Pete takes a slow step toward Rags, says good-naturedly: �Aw, stop kidding. Who did it?�
Richmond hunches his chair a little nearer Rags...
The clock on the wall moves from four o�clock to nine o�clock.
Rags is now sitting under a strong electric light. His collar is loosened, his necktie askew, and there is perspiration on his face. His faint grin has more weariness than mockery in it. He shakes his head wearily from side to side.
�That�s a lie!� King says hoarsely. He wipes his neck and cheeks with a damp handkerchief. �There�s a dozen ways you could get word out.�
Pete, in shirt sleeves, puts out a hand and raises Rags�s face roughly. �You got word to Slim and he turned the trick.� His voice is as hoarse as King�s.
Rags: �No.�
All the men in the room except Richmond are disheveled, but he seems as tired as the others. One of the other men begins firing questions at Rags.
King looks questioningly at Richmond, who looks significantly at the clock and makes a hopeless gesture with his hands.
King interrupts the questioning. �Take him away,� he orders.
Two men take Rags out. The others clump wearily in their chairs. Nobody speaks.

Richmond in his bathroom, shaving while carrying on a conversation with Babe Holliday, who is sitting crosswise in an easy chair in his living room, leaning against one arm, legs dangling over the other. She is asking: �And is this Ann Pomeroy really as beautiful as she looks in her pictures?�
He goes to the bathroom door, razor in hand, and looks at Babe under wrinkled forehead. �You been looking her up?� he asks incredulously.
She swings her legs and laughs. �Yep � back-number newspaper society pages. I�m a gal that does things about her curiosity. Is she that good-looking?�
He shrugs and goes back to his shaving. �She�s not bad to look at,� he says after he has removed most of the lather from his chin. He scrapes the other side of his face and then goes to the door again. �Can you keep a secret?� he asks, and then without waiting for her to answer, �I think she�s the big one.�
Babe laughs. �It�s probably her old man�s dough that�s the big one.�
He grins good-naturedly, says: �Maybe � but I find myself forgetting that sometimes.�
She pretends amazement. �Then it is serious!� She looks at her watch. �Are we going to dinner or breakfast? It�s after ten o�clock.�
As she starts back toward the bathroom the telephone bell rings. He answers it: �Gene Richmond speaking.�
The other end of the wire. Kavanaugh, disheveled, frantic, crying: �They�ve taken Ann with them! We didn�t know she was gone till we found the note! They left an hour ago, but we didn�t know they had her. We thought��
Richmond drops his razor: �Shut up and answer questions! Did they go in their car?�
Kavanaugh: �Yes!�
Richmond: �What did the note say?�
Kavanaugh: �That since Pomeroy wouldn�t give them money� They had made a final demand just��
Richmond: �Shut up! Took her as a hostage?�
Kavanaugh: �Yes, they��
Richmond: �Which way did they go?�
Kavanaugh: �Toward the city. We��
Richmond: �Did you phone sheriffs along the way?�
Kavanaugh: �Yes, and Pomeroy and the others have gone after them. They may��
Richmond: �They got away about an hour ago?�
Kavanaugh: �Around nine o�clock, I�d say. We saw��
Richmond: �Anything else I ought to know?�
Kavanaugh: �No, except maybe��
Richmond slams the receiver on the hook, whirls into his bedroom and begins getting into the rest of his clothes while shouting, �Come here,� to Babe.
She is already there.
�Get pencil and paper,� he snaps.
She gets them. While putting on his clothes he dictates a description of the three men and the girl, and a description and the license number of the Packard car. �Phone King of the Federal narcotic department, the police � they abducted her � left Green Lake around nine o�clock � headed this way,� and he dashes out, leaving the door open behind him.
He goes downstairs half a flight to a leap to the basement garage, gets into his car, heedlessly bangs fenders of other cars getting out of the garage, and roars up the street with pedestrians and other cars hurriedly getting out of his way.
Various shots of him leaving the city, dashing madly along country roads.
Then he rounds a bend and comes upon half a dozen cars standing in the road, blocking it, with men moving among their lights. He slams on his brakes barely in time to keep from running into the nearest car, and is out of his roadster before it has quite come to a halt.
In the light of one of the cars Ann is standing with her father. She leaves him immediately to run to Richmond, panting: �Oh, it was horrible! I thought you�d never come.� She clings to him, weeping softly.
Richmond soothes her with his hands while looking around.
Neely, the Kid, Buck, and Happy are standing in a row, guarded by half a dozen hard-faced deputy sheriffs.
King and Peters are standing together, looking speculatively at Richmond, but before he can express his surprise at finding them there ahead of him, Pomeroy comes up and says: �I�m going to make a clean breast of it, Richmond, and take the consequences. When I think of the danger my cowardice put Ann in� � he swallows, puts his lips hard together, then says � �I�d rather be tried for a dozen murders.�
�Sh-h-h,� Richmond says pleasantly. �You�re in the clear on that now.�
King and Pete quietly move nearer, listening to Richmond.
Richmond is explaining to Pomeroy: �The man they killed was a narcotic agent. They were running dope. You hadn�t anything to do with dope � no jury could be convinced you had and the killing is tied up with that end � not with the liquor end. You�re all right.�
Ann raises a suddenly happy face to him, crying: �Oh, Gene,� kissing him and then going to kiss her father.
King nudges Pete and they approach Richmond. He says: �Hello! How�d you boys get here ahead of me?�
King, drily: �We were on our way to Green Lake and happened to run into this party. A crazy dame that says she works for you came in right after you left tonight and told us the boys were up at Pomeroy�s. She told us a lot of interesting things in between telling us she didn�t want to go to prison again. That got to be kind of tiresome, but the rest of it was all right � about you knowing all along Pomeroy was in the clear and just stringing him along getting all the money you could. She said some things about some of your other jobs, too, and as soon as the doctors get her mind cleared a little we�re going to have��
Ann, her eyes cold, her head high and imperious, steps between King and Richmond, facing Richmond. He looks levelly at her.
�You did that?� she demands in a pitifully strained voice. �You left us at the mercy of those men for days; you kept Father in fear of disgrace, prison, the gallows; you let this� � shuddering � �happen to me � all so you could get more money out of him?�
Richmond�s eyes fall. �I wasn�t sure enough,� he begins to mumble. Then he raises his head again and his voice becomes coldly composed. �I�m in business for money,� he says evenly, �just as your father is and��
She turns and walks away from him. He looks at Pomeroy, who stares back at him with bleak contemptuous eyes. He looks at King.
King shakes his head with an assumption of regret. �Always on the make, aren�t you, Gene?�
Richmond has recovered all his composure. He grins cynically and replies: �Maybe you boys like working for your lousy little salaries. I�m in the game for money. Sure, I�m always on the make.�
King shrugs. �Lousy little salaries is what we get, but we can sleep at night.�
Richmond chuckles. �I lie awake a lot with my conscience,� he says mockingly. He looks around. �Well, there doesn�t seem to be anything for me to do here. Night.� He turns toward his roadster.
King touches his shoulder, says, �Uh-uh, Gene. We�ve got to take you in and book you. You know � there are formalities to go through with.�
Richmond, unruffled, nods. �You�ll let me stop at a phone on the way in and get hold of my lawyer, so he�ll have bail arranged by the time we get there?�
King: �Sure � we�re not being rough with you.� He looks around. �Let�s go. Pete and I�ll ride with you.� He raises his voice to call to one of the men over by the prisoners: �Harry, we�re going in with Richmond.�
A voice answers: �Right.�
They crowd into the roadster, Richmond turns it around, and they ride toward town until they come to a cross-roads drug-store. They go into the store together. Richmond enters a glass telephone booth, while the two narcotic agents loiter in sight, but some distance away, at the cigar counter.
Richmond calls a number, asks for Mr. Schwartz, and when he gets him says: �Schwartz, this is Gene Richmond... Yes... I�m in a jam and I want bail arranged... I don�t know exactly, better arrange for plenty... Right, in about an hour... Thanks.�
He calls another number and asks for Mr. Keough. The other end of the wire � a newspaper office. Richmond says to Keough: �Hello, Keough � this is Gene Richmond. I�ve got a story for you. We�ve just picked up four men on charges of rum-running, dope-smuggling, murder, and abduction of Ann Pomeroy. Is that news?... Right... No, I didn�t make the arrests myself, but they were made by narcotic agents and local deputies on information supplied by my office, so give me a good break on it... Right... Now here are the details...�

FADE OUT

The next morning. In Richmond�s outer office Tommy, alone, is wide-eyed over the front page of a newspaper wherein Richmond�s feat is described in glowing terms. Tommy looks admiringly up at Richmond as he comes in and says, �Good morning.�
Richmond glances at the headlines in passing with a faint smile.
�Gee, you�re smart, Mr. Richmond,� Tommy blurts out.
Richmond rumples the boy�s hair and goes into his private office. He shuts the door behind him and leans back against it wearily. His smile is gone. He pushes his hat back and mutters: �Gee, I�m smart! I got thirty thousand dollars and will probably have to go to jail or at least blow town, where I could have had ten million and the one woman that�s ever really meant anything to me � maybe.� He touches his forehead with the back of his hand and repeats, �Gee, I�m smart!�
The telephone-bell rings. He goes to it. �Gene Richmond speaking,� he says with mechanical suavity. �Oh, good morning, Mr. Fields. No, nothing yet...� He looks thoughtfully at the phone, then: �It might be wise to place another man in the Dartmouth Cement Company�s offices and see what we can get from the inside... Yes, I�d advise it... All right, I�ll do that.�
He hangs up and presses the button on his desk. Tommy opens the door, says, �Miss Crane hasn�t showed up yet.�
Richmond blinks, then laughs. �That�s right,� he says. �That�ll be all.�
Tommy shuts the door.

The Road to Carmichael�s
RICHARD WORMSER

THE STORY
Original publication:The Saturday Evening Post, September 19, 1942

Very early in his career, soon after graduating from Princeton, Richard Edward Wormser (1908�1977) took a job at the giant pulp magazine publishing company Street & Smith with the assignment of attempting to create a news magazine, which was not in the strike zone of the house and quickly failed. He then began to submit stories to its hugely successful pulp publication, The Shadow. Although Wormser wasn�t writing the full-length Shadow novels (all written in those days by Walter B. Gibson), the magazine filled out its page count with additional short stories.
The publisher liked his stories so much that he was given the opportunity to write the lead novels in its new pulp title, Nick Carter Magazine, producing nearly twenty of them between 1933 and 1936. It did not turn out to be the hit that Street & Smith had envisioned, and Wormser moved on quickly to continue writing with fewer restrictions. His first two books, The Man with the Wax Face (1934) and The Communist�s Corpse (1935), illustrated his style as a pulp writer, with short, crisp dialogue, lots of action, some purple prose, and chapters frequently ending with a cliff-hanger.
A prolific writing career � he estimated that he wrote about three hundred short stories, two hundred novelettes, more than two dozen novels, and a large number of screenplays � saw his talents somewhat refined as he wrote more and more, sometimes using the pen names Ed Friend and Conrad Gerson. He won an Edgar for best paperback original for The Invader (1972).
As early as 1937, he began to have screenplays produced, beginning with 1937�s Let Them Live! with Bruce Manning and Lionel Houser, followed by Start Cheering (1938), written with Eugene Solow and Philip Rapp, and Fugitives for a Night (1938) with Dalton Trumbo. Although he also wrote other types of film, he specialized in writing westerns, including Plainsman and the Lady (1946), Powder River Rustlers (1949), The Half-Breed (1952), and The Outcast (1954).
Wormser also wrote teleplays for such shows as Lassie, Zane Grey Theater, 77 Sunset Strip, and Cheyenne.
In �The Road to Carmichael�s,� an official in the US Treasury Department has been accused of a theft and heads across the border into Mexico to chase the real culprit, frequently just missing him but staying close on his tail. He attempts to get help from a Mexican colonel but quickly faces numerous challenges.

THE FILM
Title: The Big Steal, 1949
Studio: RKO Pictures
Director: Don Siegel
Screenwriters: Gerald Drayson Adams, Daniel Mainwaring
Producer: Jack J. Gross, Sid Rogell

THE CAST
��Robert Mitchum (Lt. Duke Halliday)
��Jane Greer (Joan Graham)
��William Bendix (Captain Vincent Blake)
��Patric Knowles (Jim Fiske)
��Ramon Navarro (Inspector General Ortega)

The birth of the film saw numerous changes and some unusual problems. Columbia Pictures had originally bought rights to �The Road to Carmichael�s� for George Raft but, when RKO bought the rights from Columbia in 1947, he was replaced by Robert Mitchum.
Mitchum had recently been arrested for possession of marijuana and was sentenced to sixty days in jail. The studio asked the judge for a postponement until after filming of The Big Steal was completed but the judge forced Mitchum to serve his sentence, though he later reduced the sentence and the actor was released ten days early for good behavior.
RKO had negotiated with Hal Wallis to use Lizabeth Scott, who was under contract to Wallis, to play Joan Graham. Scott withdrew from the film, claiming illness, but it was later revealed that she didn�t want to be in the film because of Mitchum�s criminal record, fearing that it would hurt her reputation and career. Jane Greer took the role while she was in the early stages of pregnancy.
In an amusing side note, Greer was taking medication to lessen the effects of morning sickness. William Bendix saw her taking the pills and asked what they were for. She told him it was to combat �Montezuma�s Revenge� and he asked for some. He later thanked her because he had not contracted any of the debilitating sickness.
Production delays because of Mitchum�s incarceration created havoc with the final film. Exterior filming was spotty because the seasons had changed, Greer was becoming more obviously pregnant, and Mitchum lost weight in jail and looked more gaunt than when he went away.
In spite of production delays, some reshooting and attendant costs, the film grossed $1.6 million, double its production cost.

THE ROAD TO CARMICHAEL�S
Richard Wormser

Jim Howard introduced himself to the Mexican officials at Ensenada as a United States detective named Johnson. He had Johnson�s shield to back it up. He figured it would take Johnson a day or two to explain himself when he got to Ensenada. He�d probably have to wire Washington and get a reply before he persuaded these people that he was the real Johnson. Jim knew his only chance was to keep ahead of Johnson.
The Mexican officials were polite. They said they recognized the extradition treaty, of course. Plainly, this Howard, whom Se�or Johnson sought, was a criminal. They would be glad to turn him over to the United States authorities, if they found him. But in a matter of so great importance, did not Se�or Johnson wish to see the chief?
Jim said he would be delighted.
Colonel Ortega was dark, handsome, and sad. Jim sat opposite him and reminded himself again how a tough cop named Johnson would talk.
�It�s like this, chief,� Jim said: �This guy Howard holds an important job in the department. We think he double-crossed us in a little matter of counterfeit ten-dollar bills. He picked them up � a hundred thousand dollars� worth � as evidence. And then� � Jim paused for effect � �he lost them.�
Colonel Ortega�s dark eyes regarded Jim with interest.
�Could happen,� Jim said. �But then he seems to have used one of those lost ten-dollar bills in a caf�.�
�Ah!� Colonel Ortega said. �I understand.�
�I was ordered to bring him in. He got away from me. He is the only man who ever did get away from me. So I must find him.�
Colonel Ortega nodded. �A matter of honor.�
�It�s my job to find him. Actually I can�t apply for extradition until there�s an indictment. So far, you see, we�ve kept it inside the department.�
�I quite understand,� Colonel Ortega said. �It�s a matter of discretion. I am in sympathy. We officials should stick together.�
Jim sat back. The real issue was whether he could go south or not. Colonel Ortega knew it, but so far he had made no offer. He was sympathetic, but he was not helpful. Jim switched to Spanish.
�We know that Howard crossed the border and took the road this way. He must have come through here; there is no other way to go.�
�It is conceivable,� Colonel Ortega said. �We take much pains, but we are not infallible.�
�You understand why it is necessary for me to go south?�
�You speak good Spanish, Se�or Johnson. To a Mexican ear there is a slight Castilian lisp. But it is excellent.�
�I took Spanish for three years in prep school,� Jim said. �Since then I have spent a lot of time in Latin America.�
�I also went to prep school in your country. To a place in Connecticut called Harkness. You perhaps have heard of it?�
�Heard of it? That�s where I went.�
Jim studied the chief a little anxiously. There had been a number of Latin Americans at school, though he wouldn�t remember any of them now.
This Ortega was older than he � old enough to have graduated before Jim entered.
Colonel Ortega was smiling a friendly smile. �As one Harkness man to another, Se�or Johnson, I will lend you two of my men. I will lend you a squad if you like. Next June � or maybe even in May.�
�But this is September.�
Colonel Ortega nodded. �I know. The country to the south will be impassable till spring.�
�It is not impassable now.�
Colonel Ortega leaned forward. �Man, I am going to talk truth to you. In the meantime, have a beer. We Mexicans are proud of our beer.�
�Sure, chief.�
The colonel pressed a button. An Indian boy in a clean white suit stuck his head in.
�Two beers,� the colonel said, and turned to Jim. �Listen to me,� he said in English. �I am not kidding now. This Howard is a bad man � a menace to good government. As you say, he will head south. They will tell him the road is no good, but he will pay no attention. It is impossible for a citizen of the United States to believe roads could be as bad as they are south of here. He will get to Carmichael�s ranch. But, my friend, once south of there, he will do well to make twenty miles a day. A horse is faster than a car and a man may be faster than either. I don�t know. I�m from Sonora myself. This country is new to me.�
The Indian boy came back with the beer. The colonel poured the beer carefully and handed Jim his glass. �Here�s to Harkness,� he said. �Here�s to old Baldy Putnam.�
�He isn�t headmaster any more. He retired.�
�I know,� Colonel Ortega said.
Jim started all over again. �Colonel, I appreciate your kindness.�
Colonel Ortega smiled. �We are both cops, both Harkness men. I was going to have a little fun with you. After all, you gringos amuse me, coming down here in such a hurry, wanting to make us hurry. Your affairs are always so important, so very pressing. But you are a Harkness man. I�ll forget my fun. You want to find Howard. What do you think is going to happen to him?�
Jim waited for the chief to go on.
�Within a month he�ll be a skeleton in the brush. The buzzards will have picked him clean. In the spring you come back. We�ll take a couple of shotguns and a plane. We�ll fly south until we find that skeleton. Then we�ll fly back to Carmichael�s for a little shooting. Nature will have done your work for you.�
�Colonel Ortega,� Jim said, �are you forbidding me to go south?�
The chief shook his head, with a gesture of displeasure. �Do you have to be official?�
�What does that mean?�
Colonel Ortega frowned. �If you insist, I will tell you. My government wishes to remain friendly with the United States. I would not forbid an American Federal officer access to the south, or authority to carry his gun and shield.�
�I may go?�
�I am asking you to be reasonable. Surely you have heard what the country to the south is like.�
�I have heard that the country to the south is not altogether the desert it is supposed to be.�
�True,� Colonel Ortega said. �There is gold and silver and copper and tungsten and mercury and antimony. There are virgin forests of pine and incense cedar and fir. There may be much more � who knows? Half of it has never been truly mapped.�
�How about La Paz? It�s down there, isn�t it? A big city?�
�Not a big city. An old city. One of the oldest cities of white men on this continent. But what of it? La Paz is more than eight hundred miles from here, and even if there were a road all the way, there are no gas stations.�
�When I run out of gas I will buy a horse.�
Colonel Ortega�s sad eyes grew sadder. �It is true that a horse does not require gasoline. But he requires to eat. And the same is true of you, my friend. There are no hot-dog stands between here and La Paz.�
�The Mexicans are always kind to strangers.�
�You may travel for days in that country without seeing a Mexican.� Colonel Ortega leaned forward. �Why not go over to Al Masoni�s bar and fill yourself with good liquor and blow your brains out? It is a more agreeable way to die.�
�But you will give me permission to go south?�
Colonel Ortega shrugged wearily. �I am not refusing. You will have to sign a paper saying you recognize the risk; that I have warned you.�
Jim nodded. �Draw up your paper.�
The chief rang for a stenographer and began dictating. �Don�t bother about a pistol,� he said, interrupting himself. �Take a shotgun � to eat by.�
Jim Howard took the paper and shook hands with Colonel Ortega, concealing his satisfaction.
�Go with God,� the chief said.
�Thank you,� Jim said, and hurried out.
But he paused in the anteroom in spite of himself. The blonde girl who sat there waiting looked cool in a beige cotton sports dress with a narrow leather belt. And the stare she gave him as she glanced up from under her rather wide-brimmed straw hat was cool also � as if she did not see him.
He turned to look back when he got to the outer door. She was walking into Colonel Ortega�s office and he noticed, without reason, that the seams of her stockings were straight as a movie star�s. He found himself picturing her and remembering her eyes and the pale gold tan of her skin and wondering why she was there � as if he hadn�t important things to think about.
He had to find Fitz Jordan. He had no idea where to look. He had only his belief that an American traveling south would leave a trail. Every Mexican who saw Fitz would remember him. The real problem was to keep ahead of Solid Man Johnson. If Johnson caught up with him he would never have a chance to catch up with Fitz.

The Fiore di Alpini is a dingy restaurant, Italian, except for an American jukebox. But genius goes into the food. To eat lobster at the Fiore di Alpini is to eat the Pacific-coast crayfish at its best; and the wine, from Santo Tom�s, is good.
Jim Howard ordered dinner there. He told the anxious little waiter to have it ready in fifteen minutes, and went into the bar.
He saw five men, all but one dressed in the breeches and high-laced boots of engineers. Four of them were Mexicans. The fifth, the one in uniform, was a bright blond man who didn�t look Latin at first glance, but was. They were celebrating something. Jim ordered a Martini and leaned on the bar, knowing for the first time how tired he was. It was wearing to be trailed by Johnson. Almost as broad as he was tall and completely without the glamour they liked over at the Justice Department, Johnson was just a secret-service man with a shield, a gun, a pair of handcuffs and two flat feet � just a guy who put those two flat feet ahead of each other until he found the man he was after. It was less than two days since Jim had got away from Johnson. Since then he had driven a hundred miles up into the mountains and exchanged his big car for a four-cylinder roadster of the kind Johnson always used, explaining that he had to go into the tough country south of the border, where a light car was so much better. He had driven then from somewhere north and east of Los Angeles to San Diego and on to Ensenada, seventy miles into Baja California. He hadn�t had much sleep.
The Martini came and he drank it quickly and shoved the glass back at the barman for another. The drink exploded gently within him and the warmth spread to his head.
The blond man said in Spanish, �Another round, Lazaro. To our return!�
One of the other Mexicans said loudly, �To our return to Mexico!�
The barman set Jim�s second drink in front of him and said, �They do not annoy, se�or? They are celebrating.�
�It�s all right,� Jim said.
But the Mexican next him had overheard. �You will have a drink with us, se�or? Tomorrow we go home to Mexico and we are celebrating.�
�And where are you now?� Jim asked.
�Ah,� the blond one said, �we have been in the Sahara, in Mongolia, in Tibet. This Baja!� He spat. �They tell me you gringos want to buy it. I, El Tigre, I give it to you.�
Jim could feel his smile getting a little thin. The man who called himself The Tiger was not trying to be pleasant. He looked tough, too, with his thick neck and his heavy shoulders.
�We thank you, se�or,� Jim said.
�It is perfect for gringos, this Baja,� El Tigre said. �It is hell. I give it to you.�
�My Tiger, you are perhaps a little drunk,� the Mexican next to Jim said.
�There�s the waiter. Now we shall eat.�
The polite little waiter had come in. He said to Jim, �The dinner awaits you, se�or.�
The man who called himself The Tiger turned. �But the gringo is still sober. We must make him drunk.�
�S�, se�or.� If nothing else had warned him, the waiter�s manner was enough to tell Jim that this Tiger was a known bully.
�I thank you, se�or, for your kindness,� Jim said, �but I must eat.�
�Liquor for men,� El Tigre said, �food for women � and gringos.�
Jim felt himself tense, like a dog about to fight, and tried to relax. He wasn�t here to fight in barrooms. He managed a smile and turned toward the dining room. El Tigre put out his hand and caught Jim�s shoulder. Without turning, Jim threw the hand off and walked on, his spine as stiff as a wire drawn down his back and pulled taut. Then it came.
El Tigre�s hand fell harshly on his shoulder, biting through the cloth, insistent, challenging. El Tigre spoke one of the few real insults known to the good-natured Mexican tongue.
Jim turned and let him have it, a straight left to the jaw and a right to the belly.
To his astonishment, the blond Mexican ducked the left, took the right on his hip, and came boring in. His left was like a whip. Jim ducked enough to catch it on top of his head and knew it did El Tigre�s hand no good. He crossed with his right as El Tigre swung, and caught him on the point of the jaw as he came in, with the luckiest punch he had even thrown in his life � perfectly timed, in exactly the right place. The Tiger went down as if he�d been hit with a baseball bat and lay there, glassy-eyed.
Jim straightened up. He took three quick steps to the partition between the bar and the dining room and got his back against it. Then he looked from El Tigre to the four men at the bar. Two of them stared at their drinks; one of them looked at Jim and shook his head; the fourth raised his glass and nodded, as though toasting Jim. Jim Howard grinned and went into the dining room.
The little waiter was solicitous. He insisted on dipping his napkin in a glass of ice water and bathing Jim�s right hand. Bending over the swelling knuckles, he said under his breath, �You should not have done that, se�or. El Tigre is a dangerous man.�
�Is he?�
�He is no good. But he is very strong, very quick. It is not without reason that he calls himself El Tigre. He has been a fighter for prizes.�
�I see,� Jim said. He had been ever luckier than he knew with that right to the jaw.
�There, se�or, your hand will get better. I will bring your crab-meat cocktail. I have fixed it myself very delicate. The thing is, se�or, this being a fighter for prizes is not so fortunate for El Tigre. He goes to New York, announcing he will kill every fighter of his weight in the United States. But it appears they do not fear tigers in New York. Some yanqui fighter is too good for him. He knocks out El Tigre.�
�So El Tigre doesn�t like gringos.�
�But naturally,� the waiter said. �I get the crab meat. You will enjoy it.�
Jim saw a little khaki-clad soldier lounging on his rifle in the doorway to the street. If El Tigre wanted more trouble, the police would take care of him. The thing for Jim Howard to do was to eat his dinner in peace. Then he could start south and find Fitz Jordan. Fitz had been too clever for him once. He would never be too clever again.
The waiter was bringing the lobster when the soldier in the doorway moved aside to let someone in. Jim half rose out of his chair. If El Tigre was coming back, he preferred to be on his feet. But it was not El Tigre. It was the girl he had seen half an hour before in the anteroom of Colonel Ortega�s office.
She came straight down the room to Jim�s table, smiling as she came. Jim stood up.
�Hello,� she said, as if he were an old friend with whom she had a date. Under her breath she added, �Act as if you knew me.�
�Darling,� he said, �I was so hungry I ordered my dinner. You really are late, you know.�
�I�m sorry,� she said, as she sat down in the chair he held for her. �I couldn�t help it. I�m hungry too.�
She laid her purse, a large envelope of soft brown leather, on the table and with the gesture of a woman who knows the man opposite her well enough to feel quite at home, she took off her hat and put it on a chair. Jim saw that she had a head of blonde curls, much too good to be the work of a hairdresser. Her eyes were a deep blue against the golden tan of her face.
She leaned toward him and said in a low voice, �My name is Hope Graham. You�re Mr. Johnson, of the Treasury Department, aren�t you?�
He nodded.
�Please don�t mind putting on this act with me,� she said. �I don�t want anybody to know that we�re strangers.�
He saw that she wasn�t as much at home as she was pretending to be. She was trembling.
�Take it easy,� he said.
He ordered a cocktail for her and told the waiter to serve the lobster for two and to have another one broiled. The girl picked up her purse, glanced at the chair that held her hat, decided against it. Then she sat on the purse. Jim guessed it held something she was afraid of losing.
�How did you come out with the chief?� she asked.
�All right.�
�You are going south?�
Jim nodded.
The girl took a deep breath. �I have a great favor to ask of you,� she said.
�Doing favors for pretty girls is my specialty.�
She made a little gesture of distaste. Her eyes looked coldly into his. �Don�t think because I�m putting on this act I mean it,� she said.
�Drink your cocktail,� Jim said. �You need it. And don�t forget your act. You�re being stared at.�
The girl raised her glass and smiled at him over the rim. When she smiled she was ever so charming and desirable. But he knew the smile was for the benefit of the other people in the caf� and not for him.
�Colonel Ortega refused me permission. He said it was absolutely impossible for a woman to go south alone.�
Jim smiled. She was an American girl, without fear, who had been brought up to believe she could go anywhere and do anything. Colonel Ortega must have thought her mad.
�I can imagine,� Jim said.
�He told me that he had given you permission to go, against his better judgment, because you insisted. He said he had no right to refuse an American official. So I told him that you were an old friend of mine; that we went to high school in Los Angeles together.�
�That was not so good,� Jim said. �I told him that I went to Harkness, which is a school in Connecticut, three thousand miles from Los Angeles.�
�Ouch!� she said.
�Eat your lobster. You will feel better when you have eaten.�
She began obediently to eat. But presently she paused and looked up at him.
�You�ll take me with you?� she said.
Jim told himself that he could not take this girl with him. He was tempted. If he didn�t take her with him he might never see her again. Under other circumstances he would thank his stars at finding her. But he could not handicap himself with a girl, no matter how much he liked her. He�d have to kid her out of it. If he made a couple of passes she�d be afraid to go with him.
�It would be a pleasure to take you anywhere,� he said.
She gave again that gesture of impatience and distaste.
�You�re an American. Please act like one. Colonel Ortega wouldn�t understand my asking to go with you, but you do. You know I�m not asking you because I like your eyes � or anything else about you. I am asking you because I have to go south and you are my only chance. It is business and nothing else.�
�You know how men are.�
Her eyes looked straight into his and they were colder than before. �Couldn�t you skip it? I have a job to do. Otherwise I shouldn�t have spoken to you. I have to go to a place between Carmichael�s ranch and Rosario. You can drop me off there and forget about me. I will pay half the expenses and a hundred dollars.�
The waiter brought the second lobster and proceeded to serve it. She was plainly as hungry as Jim was. For a few minutes they ate in silence. Then she looked up at him.
�You�re going to take a chance,� she said.
�An officer of the Treasury Department can�t take a girl with him when he�s hunting a criminal.�
�No,� she said, �not ordinarily. But this is different. We are not in the United States. We are south of the border. You can trust me. I shan�t interfere with you in any way. And your superior will never hear that you did a favor for a stranger.�
�How do I know that your errand is legitimate; that I wouldn�t be getting mixed up in something?�
�Oh,� she said, �you needn�t worry. It�s perfectly all right. My boss came down here last week about a mine up in the Sierra. He wrote me from San Diego to bring him some papers.�
�He asked you to come down into this country alone?�
�Why not? He knows I can take care of myself. I�ve been as far as Ensenada before. He has often driven two or three hundred miles farther south. He says it isn�t too bad. You have to be satisfied with averaging ten miles an hour. You have to know how to handle a car in bad going. But then, I do. I began driving around my father�s ranch when I was twelve.�
�You can�t drive a car into the Sierra.�
�No,� she said. �I may have to get a horse for the last twenty or thirty miles. There�s nothing but a pack trail to the mine.�
�How do you expect to find your way?�
�I have a map.�
�Let�s see your map.�
She smiles. �Would you mind if I don�t? After all, it�s a mine no one else knows about. I�m not supposed to tell anyone where it is.�
�I see,� Jim said, though he didn�t. Under the new Mexican laws, a mine was little good to the man who discovered it, especially if he was not a Mexican citizen.
�All you have to do is drop me off when we get to Carmichael�s. I�ll do the rest.�
�What if you have to camp out overnight?�
�I�ve brought a tarp and a blanket. I know how to build a fire. I�ve camped out before.�
�Alone?�
�No. But what is there to be afraid of?�
She made it seem reasonable. He�d been in California long enough to know that many Western girls thought little of doing things that would terrify most city women. And yet he couldn�t believe that a businessman would ask his private secretary to take such a trip as this girl planned unless he was desperate.
�Who is your boss?� he asked.
�His name is Fitz Jordan.�
Jim held himself rigid, trying not to show his excitement. He knew he�d succeeded in concealing his feelings from her, when she went right on. She didn�t suspect how much the information she had given him meant to him.
�If you know Los Angeles you�ve probably heard of him. He�s a well-known mining man.�
�I�ve heard the name,� Jim said.
�He�s a grand guy � the kind of man everybody likes.�
Jim knew that this was true. Fitz Jordan was a big man, and fine looking, with the kind of smile that made you like him. Jim had liked him. He�d liked Fitz Jordan so much that he�d been slow to suspect him.
The door into the bar opened. El Tigre lounged in and put a nickel in the juke box. He stood beside the machine, snapping his fingers in time to the tango the machine poured out. After a moment, he came toward Jim�s table. Jim now saw the marks of the prize fighter on him. His nose had been broken and he had old scars over both eyes.
El Tigre bowed to Hope Graham. �Will you dance?� he asked.
The girl looked at him in surprise.
Jim got up. All the hate he felt for Fitz Jordan was in him. It would be a pleasure to punch somebody�s face, and El Tigre had asked for it.
�You were going somewhere, were you not?� Jim said.
�You want to hear something?� El Tigre asked.
�The dying man�s last words?�
The Tiger leaned forward and his voice was soft. �I have a good memory, gringo.�
Something was happening at the street door. The little soldier was no longer slouching over his rifle. He stood at attention, his rifle rigid in front of him.
Colonel Ortega came in. He had changed from his uniform to crisp white linens, with a coco-straw hat from Cuba. His sad, intelligent face was turned toward Jim�s table. His eyes focused on El Tigre, and he made a slow slight gesture with his head. El Tigre went back into the bar.
Ortega sat down at a table. The waiter went running. Ortega smiled at Jim and then his chin lifted, an unmistakable command to join him. Jim got up and went across the room and sat down opposite him as a poker player sits down at a cutthroat game � without taking his eyes off those of the dealer.
Ortega ordered a vermouth for each of them.
�You have a way with you, se�or,� he said, when the waiter had gone. �You have the manner of an honest man and the manners of a gentleman.�
�Thank you, colonel. But you did not come here tonight to discuss either my manner or my manners.�
�But I did. I fancied this afternoon that I found in you something that belongs to Harkness, something I learned to admire when I was there. I am incurably sentimental. It is a failing in a chief of police, perhaps. But I suffer from it.�
�So?�
�I was not always happy at school in the States. I was a foreigner and it was often lonesome for me. But I see it now as the happy time of my life. I do not forget Harkness.�
Jim nodded.
�After you had gone this afternoon, my feeling overcame me. I had to look again at the Alumni Register. I found no mention of any Johnson in the service of the United States Treasury.�
�No? Well, I, se�or, have been careless. I have neglected to keep the alumni secretary informed of my activities.�
Colonel Ortega smiled, but his eyes were sad. �I knew you would have an answer, se�or. I am sorry to tell you it is not satisfying to me. You see, there is a James Howard listed in the Alumni Register as a member of the Treasury Department.�
�Yes, of course,� Jim said. �I�ve heard of him.�
�I�m sure you have, se�or,� Colonel Ortega said. �I have been examining his photograph in an old yearbook. Se�or, do your old schoolmates call you Jim or Jimmy?�
�To my friends I am Jim.�
�Then, for the time being, at least, Jim.�
�And you, colonel?�
�Guillermo.� He gave it the full Mexican accent so it sounded like �Geel-yermo.� He smiled. �At Harkness, however, that was too difficult for the Yankees. They called me Bill.�
�Then Bill � for the time being, at least.�
�Let it be so,� Colonel Ortega said. �I am, as I have said, a sentimental man � or should I say a sensitive man? The two words have a different meaning, have they not?�
�You are both,� Jim said. �You are a man of feeling, who will never forget what he has loved. You are, moreover, a man of pride.�
�I am also a politico, and that is a word which does not translate well into English. A politico, is not the same as a politician.�
�No,� Jim said. �It is not the same.�
�Very well, Jim. As a policeman and as a politico I must know why you � an important person in your Treasury Department � present me with the credentials of an underling � a mere detective.�
Jim tried to think of something that would sound all right.
�To travel � it is a pleasure. Mexico is a beautiful land.�
�Mexico! This is not Mexico. This is Baja, a desert in the summer and worse in the winter. I stay here only because, if I am a good chief, I will go back to Mexico.� He sipped his vermouth. �Why don�t you tell me what you want, why you came here, Jim? I might be able to help you.�
Jim thought hard. He did not dare tell Colonel Ortega that he had come to find Fitz Jordan. Fitz was the kind of man who made himself agreeable wherever he went. He had a gift for making people like him. He had spent so much time in Baja that he would have many Mexican friends. The chances were that Colonel Ortega knew of him as a man of standing and would not believe he was a crook.
�I can�t do it, Bill,� Jim said. �I can�t tell you what my orders are.�
Colonel Ortega shrugged his shoulders. He took another sip of vermouth and looked at the ceiling.
�You have noticed this blond one who calls himself El Tigre.�
�I have observed him,� Jim said.
�He is a maker of trouble, but he is also a distant cousin of mine. His father has influence. It is not in order that I throw him out. His father wishes him to remain here. I was on my way to tell him that he does not return to Mexico.�
�He has been celebrating his return.�
�I have been informed,� Colonel Ortega said. He looked sadly at Jim. �I hear he does not like you.�
�I have a hunch he doesn�t,� Jim said.
�He is a headache. So are you. You are traveling as someone you are not. I do not intend to report it. I prefer to do nothing official. But if you do not use your head, I may have to send El Tigre after you. Unofficially, of course. Thus one of my headaches will take care of the other.�
�You have a logical mind, colonel.�
�I am a policeman,� Colonel Ortega said. �It is the rule of my profession never to do anything directly that may be done indirectly. It is my responsibility to know everything and to seem to know nothing.� He paused and looked Jim in the eye. �What about the charming young woman with whom you are dining?�
�An old acquaintance � a chance meeting.�
�She is annoyed with me,� Colonel Ortega said. �She wishes to go south. She has papers for one of your compatriots � Fitz Jordan. She feels she must deliver them. Fitz Jordan has friends in Mexico. I do not wish to anger him. I told the lady that I would have two of my men deliver her papers for her. But she refused. What can I do? Fitz Jordan should know better than to ask a girl to bring him messages in the south country. It is not country for a woman to travel alone.�
�I quite agree with you,� Jim Howard said.
Colonel Ortega finished his vermouth and paid the little waiter. �Then we understand each other,� he said.
�It is so.�
�Tomorrow is another day.�
�It is true.�
�Adi�s, Jim,� Colonel Ortega said.
Jim Howard went back to his table and sat down opposite Hope Graham.
�Well?� she said.
�The chief is a wiser man than you know. He has given me something to think about.�
�Really?�
�Why did you refuse his offer to send two of his men with your papers into the Sierra and deliver them to your boss?�
�Because the boss wants me to deliver them in person.�
�They are that kind of papers?�
�I imagine,� she said.
They drank their coffee in silence. He stole glances at her. He wondered how much she knew about Fitz Jordan. He couldn�t believe that Fitz Jordan had asked her to make the trip unless he was desperate. She was bringing him something that he had to have and that he did not dare try to get in any other way. She must know this. She must know a great deal more than she was telling. And yet he felt she was all right. He was going to take her with him because she knew where to find Jordan. He wondered what he would be doing if he hadn�t that excuse.
She finished her coffee. �When do we start?� she asked.
�Can you be ready in ten minutes?�
�I�m ready now.�
�In those clothes?�
�I have slacks in my car. I�ll change on the way.�
�Where is your car?�
�Half a block down the street, right behind your car.�
�Give me the key.�
She got the key out of her purse and Jim called the waiter and gave it to him and asked him to take care of the se�orita�s car.
�S�, se�or,� the little waiter said, pocketing the bill Jim gave him. �It will be done.�
Jim Howard walked down the street with Hope Graham, and held the door of his car for her. He got her bags and the tarp and the blanket. He had some difficulty finding room for her things in the luggage compartment. He had a lot of stuff in there � two five-gallon cans of gas and the things he�d figured he�d need if he had to camp out. It took him five minutes to rearrange it. He got in behind the wheel and started the motor.
�You don�t know what you�re in for,� he said.
�No,� she said. �But I think you�re a decent guy. And if not, I have a gun.�
The streets and the plaza were deserted; luck was with him. A gas station, its familiar American trademark looking strange with the name of the company in Spanish over it, stood beside a grocery store. But both were dark.
They rolled on through the town, toward the hotel that had been the scene of big gambling until C�rdenas stopped it. The road seemed to go straight to the hotel, looming dark and abandoned in the fog. But at the gate to the wide gardens, a track cut off to the right. A California Automobile Club sign said: SANTO TOM�S, 30 MILES, CARMICHAEL�S RANCH, 110 MILES. Some vandal had peppered the sign with bird shot; rust, starting from the holes, was eating the sign away.
Jim swung down the hard-packed dirt road. The fog was breaking into mist. It would be clear for a moment, then a cloud would form and blow softly in front of them. Suddenly the air cleared, the stars came out, and a dew began to fall, so heavy that he had to use the windshield wiper. Water streamed down the windshield as their bodies warmed the inside of the car and condensed the moisture out of the overburdened air. But through the open window the moon was brilliant on Todos Santos Bay.
�If you�ll stop here,� Hope Graham said, �I�ll change.�
He got the bag she asked for out of the luggage compartment and went back to his place at the wheel. She stood behind the car. In two minutes she asked him to put the bag back. She had changed to a slack suit, but she still held the wide-brimmed straw hat she�d been wearing.
�I can�t pack it without ruining it,� she said. �Will it go on the shelf behind the seat?�
It did.
Jim drove on. The road turned sharply. He was going twenty miles an hour when he hit a patch of clay that had been corduroyed by the wind. They both bounced so hard their heads hit the canvas top of the roadster. In trying to control the car, he stalled it.
Before he could start again, four soldiers appeared out of the dimness, their bayonets fixed on their rifles. They stared at him impassively, brown faces under big brown hats. The moonlight picked up spots of brass and silver on their uniforms.
The corporal said in Spanish, �It is not permitted to go south, se�or.�
�What?� Jim said, trying to bluff. �What did you say? I don�t speak Spanish.�
The corporal was not to be bluffed.
�You are Se�or �Ovard,� he said in Spanish. �The chief said you might pretend not to understand Spanish. But you speak excellent Spanish, se�or. If you do not turn your car and go back north, I have orders to put a bullet in your gas tank.�
�I don�t get it, mister,� Jim said in English. �You want to see my papers? My name is Johnson.�
�It was foretold,� the corporal said, �that you might claim to speak no Spanish and that you carried the papers of Johnson.�
Jim waited.
�Meestair �Ovard,� the corporal said in what he tried to make English, �you go al norte, please. Viva los Estados Unidos.�
�You win,� Jim said. �May I be permitted to congratulate you, corporal, on your tact and your devotion to duty?� He reached in his pocket as though for cigarettes and took out his wallet. He displayed a five-dollar bill casually and smiled, and found his cigarettes. Each soldier accepted a cigarette, with grave thanks.
�Se�or,� the corporal said, as he motioned his soldiers back, �I am sorry. I am a patriot. Also I do not defy Chief Ortega, my colonel. You will proceed back to Ensenada?�
Jim saw that the privates were too far away to hear. �Ten dollars?�
�Ten dollars buys for you two bullets in the gas tank, se�or.�
Jim gave up. He started the car and turned it around under the bright beady gaze of the soldiers and headed slowly back toward town. Once around the curve, he was in sight of the sea. The breakers were oily and long in the moonlight. If he knew weather, it was going to be a clear hot day tomorrow.
He turned abruptly into the hotel grounds. There might be a trail through. He found an old service road that went south. But he hadn�t gone far when he came to a high woven-wire fence. He got out to look at it in the light of the head lamps. It was an American fence, on heavy pipe posts set in concrete, and no doubt guaranteed for twenty years. He got back into the car and considered charging the fence in the hope of knocking it down.
�What are you going to do now, Meestair �Ovard?� Hope Graham asked.
�I am thinking,� he said.
�Why don�t you think up your real name?�
�What difference does it make to you?�
�It would be so nice to know what to call you.�
�Call me Jim.�
�Okay, Jim. If you will let me drive, I think I can find a way out of this. I told you I had been to Ensenada before.�
Jim got out of the car and walked around it. She slid over behind the wheel and he took her place. She backed the car around and started toward the hotel. At the corner of the building she cut across what had been a lawn, dropped into first gear as she went through a neglected flower bed. She swung again at the next corner of the building, and there was Todos Santos Bay, shining in the moonlight, with the long oily seas rolling in all the way from Japan. They bounced over a terrace and struck the hard sand of the beach. She swung the car south, turned off the headlights and drove close to the water. Every fourth or fifth wave came higher than the rest, the creamy crest of it running in on the beach, until the wheels of the car were inches deep in sea water. But the speedometer said twenty miles an hour. They were making time.
�The bay curves in,� she said. �We ought to find the road south two or three miles below where those soldiers stopped us.�
Jim had scarcely slept for two nights. He couldn�t hold his eyes open any longer. He shut them for a moment and was awakened by the violent skidding of the car and the sound of something brushing against it.
�What�s the matter?� he asked.
Hope Graham turned the headlights on. The car stood in a patch of tule, higher than the top.
�The brakes are wet,� she said. �I couldn�t stop.�
�Can you back out?�
She tried, feeding the gas slowly, letting the clutch in delicately. On the third try, the rear wheels caught. She made it back to the hard sand of the beach. Jim got his flashlight from the dash compartment and walked ahead.
The ground where the tules grew was wet. Clouds of mosquitoes descended on him. He pushed on until he saw open water ten yards wide with more tule on the other side.
He went back to the car. �It�s no soap. There�s a creek ahead. Maybe when the tide goes out we can cross it.�
�I�ll turn around and go back,� she said. �We might find a place where we can get up the bank.�
Jim walked along the upper edge of the beach, looking with his flash for some way to higher ground. But the bank was too steep.
�We�ll have to wait for daylight,� he said. �We might as well get some sleep.�
He got the tarps and blankets and spread them beside the car. Then he drew the short-barreled, heavy-caliber belly gun he carried in a holster inside the waistband of his trousers. It was the kind of revolver he preferred to any automatic pistol. The front sight had been rounded and the hammer spur ground off, so neither would catch on the holster in the act of drawing quickly. The front of the trigger guard had been cut away, so it could not interfere with the trigger finger. He cocked the gun now by pulling on the trigger until the hammer rose high enough to be caught by his thumb. He lowered the hammer gently and swung the cylinder out, in order to make sure that every chamber was loaded. He looked up to see that Hope Graham was watching him.
�Tough guy,� she said, and made it sound ironical.
�It�s just something you do before you go to bed and again when you wake up in the morning,� he said.
He put the gun down near the top of his blanket and took off his jacket and folded it for a pillow and put it on top of the gun.
Hope Graham opened the envelope purse she carried and took out a flat automatic pistol. She pulled the slide back far enough to make sure there was a cartridge in the chamber. Then she put the pistol down on her blanket and took off her jacket and folded it for a pillow and put it on top of the gun.
Jim had to smile at this performance, so close an imitation of his own.
�Good night, Meestair �Ovard,� she said, when she had rolled up in her blanket.
�Good night,� he said.
He wished, lying there and listening to the hiss of the waves running up the beach, that he knew what she was taking to Fitz Jordan and whether she was his accomplice as well as his private secretary. He felt sure she had never heard anything about Jim Howard from Fitz. But she couldn�t be so innocent as she pretended to be...
He was waked up by a pull on his blanket, and for a second he thought he was in a sleeping car and the porter was routing him out. He sat up quickly and saw the girl. He gave himself a minute to come fully awake. She had built a little fire of driftwood. It was still night. The moon, pale now, was way out over the ocean. The girl had got the folding wire grid and the two-quart aluminum pail from his camp stuff. He smelled coffee.
�It�s time to get up,� she said. �It�s near daylight.�
�Where did you get water for coffee?�
�From the creek. The tide�s running out, so it isn�t salty. And it�s been boiled. You needn�t worry.�
She went over to the fire and took the pail off. He thought, as he watched her, that she was one of the few girls he�d ever known who could afford to wear slacks. And that head of blonde curls was as perfect as ever. She didn�t have to do much about it. Perhaps she had run her hands through it when she woke up.
She came back with a tin cup of coffee in each hand. She gave him one and sat down cross-legged on her blanket with the other. For five minutes they sat silent, sipping hot coffee.
�I�ve been thinking,� she said. �Last night at dinner you were Mr. Johnson, of the United States Secret Service, a man Colonel Ortega could not refuse permission to go south. An hour later you became Meestair �Ovard and a person Colonel Ortega�s soldiers had orders to send back to Ensenada.�
�I�ve been thinking too,� Jim said. �Last night at dinner you came up to my table and asked me to pretend that we were old friends. You were private secretary to a respectable Los Angeles businessman. You were taking mysteriously important papers to him in the remote Sierra of Baja for which you had a secret map. What are you this morning?�
�So you didn�t believe me.�
�I did last night. I�d had a couple of drinks and the dinner was good and you were a hell of a pretty girl. Now that I see you in this light, without your make-up, wearing clothes you�ve slept in, with your hair uncombed, I have more sales resistance.�
�You should see yourself,� she said. �At least I�ve washed my face. You need a shave. You look like a tramp.�
She put down her coffee cup and reached for her purse. He smiled to himself when she took out a mirror and a lipstick and a comb.
�You know what you can do if you don�t like the idea of spending another couple of days with me,� he said.
�You know what I told you last night was true,� she said. �You know I wouldn�t be here if I had any choice.�
�Neither would I,� he said.
He picked up his gun and checked it as he had the night before, and put it back in its holster. He got a canvas bucket out of the car and walked up the beach to the creek. It was light enough now so he didn�t need the flash. When he got back to the car, Hope Graham had folded up the blankets and put the two tin cups in the little aluminum pail. She kicked the grid off the fire so it would cool.
�It�s light enough to start,� she said. �Let�s go.�
He didn�t say anything. Instead, he rummaged in the luggage compartment for his suitcase. He found it and took out a small rectangular box of leather.
�What are you doing?� she asked.
�Getting ready to shave,� he said.
�Don�t be a fool. We haven�t time. Ortega will be sending his soldiers after us.�
�I cannot go unshaven after what you have said.�
�Oh,� she said, �forget it.�
�I am not accustomed to being high-hatted by the girls I camp out with,� he said.
He put a small mirror on the running board of the car and sat on his heels in front of it and shaved while she watched him. When he had washed the lather off his face, he combed his hair and tied his necktie carefully.
�Now,� he said, �I�ll have a look for the best way to get out of here.�
He climbed the bank. But as far as he could see, it was too steep for a car to climb. He went back to the tules. It was only a little after dawn, but the morning mist had given way to the hot bright sun of the desert. Sweat ran down his face. He took off his tie and unbuttoned the collar of his shirt. As he reached to part the reeds, a pair of long-legged birds flew up. He stood for a moment staring up at them. They wheeled overhead, their blue bodies catching the sun, their long legs straight out behind them.
He waded into the tules. The mosquitoes sang around his head and the deer flies struck happily at the back of his neck. He walked on in, testing the ground. The reeds closed over him. From some place above him the birds cried angrily. He went on, his heels leaving little puddles. He thought the ground was fairly solid. He could make it by pushing the tules down and using them as a mat. But there was no way of crossing the stream. He went to work on the tules along the bank. In a few minutes his shirt was wet with sweat. Hope Graham joined him, working as fast and hard as he did.
�We�ve got a chance,� he said after an hour.
He put the car in low, went into the tules and turned left along the course he had laid out. The motor labored, the wheels spun, but the car went ahead. They came to a little marsh where the stream had once been wide and had silted itself in. The car bumped over it a little faster. But at the uphill edge he had to stop. The smooth reedy delta of the stream was behind them. Ahead were rocks and bare gravel and uprooted trees, litter of a winter flood.
Jim got out and walked ahead to pick a path for the car. He used the broken branch of a tree to pry up rocks and fill two or three of the worst holes. He cut his hand enough so he had to wrap his handkerchief around it to stop the bleeding. He made a path for twenty yards and went back to the car.
He drove in, made the twenty yards and kept on. The limbs of fallen trees scraped the sides of the car, threatened to take the top off. But he went on, making quick decisions as to whether he�d straddle a rock or put it under a wheel, and presently they were in a brush country of greasewood and sage that the car broke off with ease. He shifted into second and was making ten miles an hour when they saw the single wire of the telephone line and knew that they had reached the road south. It was eight o�clock and he guessed that they were six or seven miles south of Ensenada.
The two ruts in the brush turned abruptly into a new highway, two cars wide, with iron pegs carrying bits of red cloth to mark the sides. He guessed this was the road the rubio and his friends had been working on.
They hit the town of Santo Tom�s toward eleven o�clock. Here the road branched. One trail struck back toward the sea, the other turned inland.
�There�s a grocery store,� Jim said. �Let�s eat.�
A fat Indian woman sat behind the counter. She smiled when she saw them. �How do you do?� she said. �Iss nice day, no?�
�A lovely day on which to go south,� Jim said in Spanish. �Which road?�
�The left,� she said.
�And can one here purchase food?�
The Indian woman replied in what she must have thought was English.
�For surely, so, yes. Of the beans, are good.�
�We will have of the beans,� Jim said.
The Indian woman waddled through a bead curtain to the back of the store and came back with two bowls of beans. She set the crockery down in front of them and leaned comfortably on her side of the counter, resting her weight on her glistening arms, to watch the gringos eat her frijoles.
The beans were so hot with chile that Jim�s mouth felt as if it were on fire. He saw that Hope wasn�t any happier than he was.
�I bring you two good damn beers,� the Indian woman said.
She fished the bottles out of an olla hanging in the doorway, sweat beading their sides, and ripped off the soft Mexican caps. Jim took a quick drink, to put out the fire in his mouth.
�The mister has had trouble from out the car, no?� the Indian woman said. She pointed at Jim�s gashed hand and his muddy clothes.
�Flat tire,� Jim said.
�So. You want to buy this?� She produced a kit for mending tubes from under the counter.
�Sure,� Jim said.
�Se�ora,� Hope said, �have you a first-aid kit for men?�
�That I do not comprehend.�
�The Red Cross,� Jim said.
�S�, s�, se�or.�
She brought out a tin first-aid kit with the familiar red cross. Jim looked at Hope. They both smiled.
Jim finished his beer and his beans, and took out his wallet. He pretended to hunt for small bills, and put a twenty on the counter.
�Can you change that, se�ora?�
�S�, s�.�
The Indian woman took a chamois pouch from the bodice of her black dress. She emptied the pouch on the counter, spilling Mexican and United States coins. She poked among them until she had set aside the right change from a dollar. Then she probed in the pouch and brought out a roll of worn United States one-dollar bills of the old, large size. �I make the change Americano very good,� she said, putting three ones beside the silver, and then a worn old five-dollar bill.
She reached into the pouch again and brought out a crisp new ten-dollar bill and laid it on top of the pile. �So iss hokay,� she said. �You count. You find all right.�
Jim took the change. He had hopes of that new ten. But there was no way to be sure with the naked eye. He looked at it as if doubtful.
�Iss hokay?� the woman asked.
�Sure,� Jim said. �But where did you get one so new?�
�Since four days,� the woman said.
�From a gringo?�
�S�, s�,� the woman said.
Hope turned to the Indian woman and asked for water and pointed to Jim�s hand.
�S�, s�, se�ora,� the woman said and disappeared through the bead curtain.
She came back with a bowl of water. Hope washed the dried blood off Jim�s hand and got a bandage with a backing of adhesive tape out of the first-aid tin she�d asked for, and put it over the cut.
�There,� she said.
They got into the car and went south, passing the winery on their left. A quarter of a mile out of town Jim stopped the car. He took a magnifying glass out of his pocket and went over the ten-dollar bill the Indian woman had given him. The counterfeit was so good that bank tellers would take it without question. But it had a flaw. The two branches of a conventionalized olive tree met in the original Treasury engraving. There was a gap, too small to be seen with the naked eye, in the counterfeit. He found the telltale gap. Fitz Jordan had passed that way and he had been so hard up that he�d run the risk of using one of his counterfeit tens.
�What are you doing?� Hope asked.
�Proving to myself that I�m on the right trail,� he said. He put the bill back in his wallet.
�You mean that�s a counterfeit.�
He nodded, and started the car again.
�Are you trying to make me think you really are somebody official?�
�No,� he said. �Just playing games.�
He saw that she wasn�t worried about his discovery of the counterfeit. That probably meant she didn�t know the real reason behind what Fitz Jordan was doing here. He hoped she didn�t. They drove downhill, following the ruts toward a clump of trees that looked like live oaks.
�You don�t suppose that sound behind us could be a plane, do you?� Hope asked.
�Look,� he said, and stepped on the gas to make the shelter of the trees.
Hope Graham turned and looked back. �It is,� she said.
He pulled up under a tree and they got out of the car. The plane was coming very low. As it got nearer, Jim saw that it was a Mexican army ship. He guessed it wasn�t more than a thousand feet up. The foliage was so thick that they couldn�t see the plane when it passed, chuttering, overhead.
�They didn�t see us,� Hope said.
�I don�t believe they could have,� Jim said. �But if they�re looking for us, they�ll be back. We�d better wait and see...�
They�d been sitting in the shade for five minutes when they heard a car coming from the south. There was no way to hide from a car. Jim stood up and looked down the road. He could see only a hundred yards, to the top of a small rise.
A truck came over the hill with two men in the front seat. As it came nearer, he saw that the man beside the driver was a Chinaman.
The driver blew his horn as he caught sight of Jim and waved his sombrero in greeting. He pulled up his truck in the shade and hopped out, a plump, middle-aged, smiling man who looked as if he might be an American.
�You want some beer?� he asked.
�Sure. We could use some,� Jim said.
The truck driver called to his Chinese helper, �Hola, chino! Three beers...! I am the peddler,� he said to Jim. �This is my last trip of the year. I sold my flour, my cloth and my shoes at San Quintin. At Carmichael�s I sold my oil and my gasoline. I am sold out. I start for home. And then I find this dumb Chinese has three bottles of beer he forgot. Now everything is fine. You buy two bottles. I drink the third. My stock is all gone.�
The Chinaman, in blue denim levis and a cowboy hat, waddled over with the three bottles of beer. The peddler uncapped a bottle, keeping an expert thumb over the mouth to prevent the warm beer from foaming out, and handed it to Hope. He did the same thing for Jim, and finally for himself.
�I would treat you,� he said, �but I am a businessman. That will be forty cents American.�
�Fair enough,� Jim said, and gave him the money.
�Here�s to your good health,� the peddler said.
The Chinaman had gone back to the truck. He must have cached a bottle for himself. At any rate, he had one.
�You talk like an American,� Hope said.
The peddler grinned. �A businessman must talk everything in this country. I talk Swedish with the old man at Johnson�s. I talk English with the Americans who stay at Carmichael�s. I talk Mexican, Indian, and a little Chinese.�
Jim wanted to keep him talking, so his questions would seem casual.
�Are you Mexican?�
�My mother was French and my father was Armenian. I was born in Port Said, grew up in Fall River and came to Baja to look for gold when finders was keepers. What does that make me?� He laughed at his own humor and finished his beer. �You folks going to Carmichael�s for the hunting?�
�Yes,� Jim said.
�Take my advice and don�t stay too long. You won�t be driving your car back after it starts to rain. This dobe soil makes a mud you can hardly get through with a horse. And the planes no longer go to Carmichael�s.�
�We saw a plane go over a little while ago,� Jim said.
�That was a Mexican army plane on patrol,� the peddler said. �The army doesn�t take passengers.�
The peddler picked up the three empty beer bottles. �I gotta shove off,� he said. �I want to make Ensenada tonight, and you know what the road is like.�
�Wait a minute,� Jim said. �Can you change a twenty-dollar bill?�
The peddler looked at him shrewdly. �I can if it�s good.�
Jim took a twenty out of his wallet and handed it over. The peddler studied the bill and took a leather bag with a drawstring out of his back pocket. He untied the string and brought out a roll of bills with a rubber band around them. He counted out ten ones and two fives. They were all worn old bills.
�You haven�t got a brand-new ten-dollar bill, have you?� Jim asked.
�Yes,� the peddler said, �just one.�
He riffled through the roll and drew out a crisp ten. �That�s the first one I�ve seen in a long time. I got that from the boss at Carmichael�s when I sold my gas this morning.�
Jim took the two old fives and the new ten and put them in his wallet. The peddler got aboard his truck, tooted his horn and waved his hand as he drove off. Jim got out his magnifying glass and the new ten. He found the telltale gap where one olive branch failed to join the other.
�Well?� Hope Graham said.
�The trail is hot,� Jim said.
�Are you really looking for a man who has been passing bad ten-dollar bills?�
�Yes,� he said. �That�s why I�m here.�
�The Indian woman at Santo Tom�s remembered the man she got her ten-dollar bill from. She could have told you what he looked like. But you didn�t ask her.�
�Why should I?�
�So you�d know what he looks like.�
�I know what he looks like,� Jim said.
�Oh,� she said, �one of your own gang.�
�Let�s get going. I want to get to Carmichael�s before midnight.�
He wondered, as he drove on, how far behind him Johnson was. Knowing Johnson, he was afraid it wasn�t more than a day or two. It might be less. Johnson never traveled fast. But then, he never stopped.

It got hotter, minute by minute, and Jim could not drive fast enough to make a breeze. His hands were sweaty on the jerking wheel, his eyes were nearly shut against the glare of the sun, and he could think of nothing but water � water to drink, water to swim in � cool, wet water.
He struck a stretch of badlands, the alkali crunching under the wheels and rising in clouds to dry their lips and sting their eyes. He stole a glance at Hope. She was using one hand to shield her eyes from the sun; the other hand held the corner of the purse that lay in her lap. She was powdered with alkali dust.
He ran out of the alkali into soft sand. He had to drop into first, in order to pull through it at five miles an hour. The sand seemed endless. He had driven through a mile of it when a rear tire blew with a sound like a pistol shot.
He got wearily out. He had used the jack at dawn that morning after they�d got out of the tules, so it was on top of everything else in the luggage compartment. But he couldn�t find the lug wrench. He began throwing everything out of the compartment. He had tossed all the stuff out on the sand except the two cans of gas when he found the wrench.
�Can I help?� Hope asked.
�No!�
He realized, as he hunted for a stone to put under the jack, that he had yelled the word at her in anger, as if it were her fault that the tire had blown. His shoes were full of sand when he found a proper stone and went back to the car.
He jacked up the offending rear wheel. He got it high enough and the foot of the jack slipped off the stone into the soft sand. He centered the jack on the stone and tried again. The car stayed up until he tried to get the spare wheel off. The spare was stuck. He put his foot against the car and yanked. The car fell off the jack. He was too hot and tired to swear.
He got the spare on finally and knelt in the sand to tighten the nuts on the studs. He had to rest before he�d finished. He sat down and wiped his sweating forehead with a sand-encrusted arm.
Hope came around the car with an open can of tomatoes and a tin cup.
�Try this,� she said.
She poured the cup full and gave it to him.
He drank the liquid and ate the tomatoes and remembered that it was an old desert trick to carry tinned tomatoes where there was no water. He�d been stupid not to have thought of the tomatoes sooner. He had bought them and the other tinned stuff in San Diego on his way to Baja. He got up on his knees again and tightened the nuts methodically and put the hub cap back on with a blow from the heel of his hand.
Hope climbed into the compartment and he handed her the things he had thrown out and she fitted them neatly into place. She put the aluminum pail in which she�d made coffee that morning into the larger pail, with the cups nestled inside. She took the canned stuff out of the wooden box it was in and arranged it on the floor. She gave him the box.
�It�s good for kindling,� she said. �If you break it up it�ll pack better.�
He jumped on the empty box and smashed it and pulled it apart and gave the pieces back to her. Then he passed up the blankets rolled in the tarps.
�How about letting me drive awhile?� she asked when she had finished.
�If you like,� he said. She got in behind the wheel and tucked her purse under her. He found dry matches in the pocket of the jacket he�d laid back of the seat and lit a cigarette as she drove. He saw that she knew how to drive in that country. She wasn�t taking it as hard as he had. But she didn�t have Solid Man Johnson on her mind. She didn�t know that Johnson was somewhere back yonder, plugging along.
Toward sundown they came to a watercourse that wasn�t quite dry.
Hope stopped the car. �Can we take time to eat?� she asked.
�If we hurry it up,� he said.
She ran the car off the road under a tree. Without another word, they went down to the nearest pool and washed their faces and hands and arms.
�If you�ll open tins,� she said, �I�ll make coffee.�
They ate canned salmon and biscuits and tomatoes. The coffee was too hot to drink quickly.
�Come on,� Jim said.
�Why are you in such a hurry?� Hope asked, taking a sip of coffee.
�I�m trying to catch up with a guy,� he said.
�You�re sure it isn�t the other way around?� she said, and got in another sip of coffee.
�Have it your own way,� he said.
�I thought you were pretty thick with Colonel Ortega, even if he did tell his men to stop you.�
�The colonel is friendly. We went to the same prep school. He may have felt he had to go through the motions of stopping me. But he must have known there was a back way. He knows who I am.�
�That�s more than I know, Meestair �Ovard.�
�My name is Jim Howard, and �Ovard is just a Mexican mispronunciation.�
Hope finished her coffee and stood up. �Just the same,� she said, �men run faster when there�s somebody after them.�
They threw stuff into the car and started on again.
�So you think I�m a fugitive from justice,� Jim said.
�I think you probably are. You act like it. It doesn�t matter, does it? You drop me off when I ask you to and I�ll pay you the hundred dollars I promised you. It�s not my affair what you are.�
�It�s not my affair what you are either,� Jim said. �But just the same, I�d like to know.�
�I told you.�
�But your story wasn�t good enough. No American who knows anything about Mexico would bother with a mine in Baja. No matter how good a prospect it is, he can�t make money out of it under the present laws. So I don�t believe your boss has gone into the Sierra San Pedro M�rtir about a mine.�
�Did I say anything about the San Pedro M�rtir?�
�I don�t remember that you did. But that�s the name of the range that�s thirty or forty miles inland from here.�
�I wouldn�t know,� she said. �The name isn�t on my map.�
Jim watched her face when he spoke again. He could only see it in profile.
�I don�t believe you�ve got papers for Fitz Jordan in that purse you�re so careful of.�
�What do you think I�ve got?� she asked, without turning her head.
�Money,� Jim said. �Probably stolen money.�
Her face didn�t change. �You�re a romantic guy, aren�t you, Jim?� she said.
The sun went down. The dark came on so fast that it was as if someone had put a lid over the earth.
Neither of them spoke for two hours and then Hope leaned over and looked at the speedometer.
�We�ve come a hundred and ten miles,� she said. �We should be there.�
Jim drove on for another two miles and came suddenly to an open space. On the right was a graveled drive. He turned into it and they saw a long low adobe building without a light showing. The drive led to an open gate in a wall. Jim went on through the gate and they were in a big patio. He could smell the sea, and when he stopped the motor he heard the sound of surf on a beach beyond the building ahead of him.
Hope got out of the car. �I see lights,� she said, and pointed.
�I�ll get your bags out,� he said.
He found her bags and his own suitcase and set them down.
�I�ll carry them in as soon as I�ve found a place to put the car,� he said. �I think that�s a shed over there.�
He started the car again and turned toward the open shed. As he drove closer he saw a car parked in one corner, gray with alkali dust. He drove in behind it and put his ignition keys in his pocket, but left the lights on. He got out to look at that car and make sure. It was the long low black coup� that Fitz Jordan drove. It had his initials in small gold letters on the door. Jim put his car in gear and turned out the lights and locked the doors.
Fitz Jordan couldn�t get his car out of there � not unless he broke a hole in the adobe wall of the shed big enough to drive through.
Hope was a dim figure in the moonlight, standing beside their luggage. He walked toward her, and as he did so he made sure the belly gun was easy in its holster. If Fitz Jordan was in this place, he�d come across or die.
Jim picked up Hope�s bags and his own and they walked toward the lighted windows. She opened the door for him and they went into a large low ceiled room, lighted with oil lamps. A plump young Mexican in a white jacket sat behind a counter in an alcove near the door, intent on the colored comic section of an American Sunday newspaper.
�I�m Miss Graham,� Hope said.
�S�, se�orita,� the young Mexican said. �We expect you. Your room is waiting for you.�
�Is Mr. Jordan here?�
�No, se�orita. Se�or Jordan rode into the Sierra this afternoon. But he left a letter for you.�
He reached under the counter and found the letter. Hope tore it open, read it in one long look, and crumpled it in her hand. Jim heard someone coming down the corridor and his hand moved closer to the belly gun, as he turned. He faced Colonel Ortega. A sergeant with a .45 automatic pistol on his hip was right behind the colonel.
�Se�or Howard,� Colonel Ortega said, �you have let me down. You have presumed on my friendship and abused my confidence. Consider yourself under arrest.� He turned to Hope Graham. �And you also, se�orita. You both go back to Ensenada with me on my plane tomorrow.�
�But, Colonel Ortega,� Jim said, �let me tell you��
Colonel Ortega turned to his sergeant and spoke in Spanish. �Take this man�s gun and the key to his car.�
Jim could only hand over the belly gun and the key.
�Colonel Ortega,� Jim said, �can�t we sit down and talk about this?�
�What good will it do?� Colonel Ortega asked. �You are under arrest.�
�I don�t mind being arrested. I will gladly go back to Ensenada with you if only you will let me do something else first. Can�t I talk to you alone?�
�No,� Colonel Ortega said. �Not alone. Bring the se�orita.�
He led the way to a table near a big fireplace and held a chair for Hope Graham. As she sat down, she tossed the crumpled letter she had in her hand on a red ember in the fireplace. It flared up quickly and turned into a pale blue-gray wisp and floated up the chimney.
�Se�orita,� Colonel Ortega said, �you are making trouble for yourself.�
�I�m sorry,� she said. �It was nothing.�
Jim took a chair facing the door, so he could see anyone who came in. The sergeant had taken his place near the door. The Mexican in the white jacket came quickly.
�Juan,� Colonel Ortega said, �bring us some of the Kentucky whisky we make in Ju�rez. I think we all need it.�
�I�m sorry you feel this way, colonel,� Jim said when Juan had gone.
�How else could I feel? First you told me that you were a United States detective named Johnson, looking for a counterfeiter named Howard. You wanted to go south to hunt for him. I warned you of the difficulties. But you still wanted to go. I liked you. I discovered that you were an old Harkness boy. That was enough for me. I gave you permission. Then I learned that you were not Johnson, but Howard. You didn�t deny it. I let it pass. You were still an old Harkness boy. I told you I would see you in the morning.�
�I didn�t understand that,� Jim said.
�I said, �Tomorrow is another day.� What else could I mean? You and the se�orita were occupied with each other. Who am I to stand between an old Harkness boy and a pretty girl?�
�Really, Colonel Ortega,� Hope said, �you assume a great deal.�
�I assumed that Se�or Howard and I understood each other. Naturally, I told my men not to let him go south. But I didn�t think he would try it. I thought he was more interested in you than in going south. I expected him to call on me in the morning.�
�I didn�t get it,� Jim said.
Colonel Ortega turned to Hope.
�Se�orita, you yourself told me that you had known Mr. Johnson for years; that you went to high school with him.�
�You didn�t believe it,� Hope said.
�I knew it wasn�t true.� He shrugged his shoulders. �But the nature of your acquaintance did not concern me. It seemed to be progressing when I saw you at the Fiore di Alpini. And why not? I am a policeman and not a censor of morals.�
Juan came back to their table with the whisky and a siphon.
Colonel Ortega raised his glass to Hope and then to Jim. �If I take the trouble to explain to you, se�or, it is only because you are an old Harkness boy. I hope I shall never have to arrest another from my alma mater.�
�Here�s to Harkness,� Jim said.
Colonel Ortega shook his head. �I think our alma mater would prefer to forget you.�
�I�m sorry if I�ve annoyed you,� Jim said. �I thought we were friends.�
�What did you think when my men told you to go back to Ensenada?�
�I thought that was your official act. But if I could get around it � well, we were friends.�
�That is what I thought � that we were friends. I began to learn this morning. The real Johnson arrived in Ensenada. He is not an amiable man, this Johnson. He told me that you were a fugitive from justice, escaping with large sums of counterfeit money. I stuck my neck out, as we used to say at Harkness. I told him you were an old Harkness boy, who did not look like a criminal to me. He laughed at me. He said you had made a sucker of me. I do not like being made a sucker.
�Se�or Johnson insisted on searching Ensenada for you, se�or. I told him that if any searching was necessary, my men would do it. He could go along if he wished to identify you. Even so, this Johnson made trouble. When he found a bad ten-dollar bill at the Fiore di Alpini, he demanded it. I had again to remind him that he was not in the United States, but in Mexico. If he wanted the bad bill he could give a good one in return.
�Of course, se�or, we did not find you in this searching. I knew we would not. My men had already reported to me that you had got away along the beach behind the hotel and through the tules. Se�or Johnson demanded the privilege of going south to arrest you. I explained to him that he could remain in Ensenada until you were brought there to await extradition.�
Colonel Ortega finished his whisky and nodded to the sergeant at the door. The sergeant came to the table with his pistol in his hand.
�Sergeant Gomez,� Colonel Ortega said, �go look through the se�or�s car and report to me.�
The sergeant marched off.
�Colonel Ortega,� Jim said, �would you listen to my story?�
�Why not? I have listened to several of your stories. Perhaps the newest one will be interesting.�
�All right,� Jim said, �I�ll tell you the whole story. I am an official of the Treasury Department. I live in a small flat in Los Angeles. Late one night Johnson came to see me. He and several other detectives had raided a counterfeiter�s hideaway. Johnson made his report to me and left with me a package a foot square of counterfeit bills � a hundred thousand dollars � that he had picked up in the raid. When I woke up the next morning the package was gone. I reported that to the department. I thought some member of the gang who hadn�t been caught in the raid had followed Johnson to my place and robbed me. The department agreed with me and reprimanded me and Johnson for not taking the package to a safer place. That night I had dinner with a friend of mine in a Hollywood restaurant. I paid the check with a ten-dollar bill. Somebody must have reported to the department that my bill was one of the counterfeits. My bill was good. But the caf� had one of the bad ones.�
Colonel Ortega raised his eyebrows.
�How could that be?�
�Sleight of hand, perhaps,� Jim said. �I knew nothing about it until late that night. Johnson woke me up. He searched the place. He found four thousand dollars in bad ten-dollar bills under my living-room rug. He said he�d have to take me in. I wanted time to think. He agreed to wait till morning. When he went to sleep, I left.�
�With his shield and papers,� Colonel Ortega said.
�Yes,� Jim said.
�What you tell me is not so different from what Johnson told me,� Colonel Ortega said.
�The evidence against me is strong,� Jim said.
Colonel Ortega nodded. �Conclusive.�
�So strong that my only chance was to find the man who has the rest of the bad bills, and find him quickly. When Johnson came to arrest me I had no idea who had robbed me. I didn�t know about the bad bills under the rug. I didn�t even know about the bad bill in the caf�. I had no suspicion of anybody. But when I began to put two and two together, I knew the man I wanted. I drove to his ranch in the hills. He was gone. I got a break in Ensenada � I learned he had gone south. This noon I found one of the bills I was looking for at the grocery store kept by the Indian woman at Santo Tom�s. Later I met a peddler. He also had one of the bad bills. He told me he got it here at Carmichael�s when he sold gasoline.�
Jim took the bad bills out of his pocket, and the magnifying glass. �If you know what to look for, you will find it.�
Colonel Ortega took one of the bills and the magnifying glass.
�Look at the olive branch,� Jim said. �You will see there is a gap where one branch joins the other.�
Colonel Ortega nodded. �It is the same as the one Johnson found at the Fiore di Alpini. Who is this man you are hunting?�
Jim saw that Hope was excited, leaning forward, her lips slightly parted, her breath coming fast.
�His name,� Jim said, watching Hope, �is Fitz Jordan.�
Hope half rose out of her chair. �It isn�t true,� she said. �Colonel Ortega, I have been Fitz Jordan�s private secretary for four years. I know all about his business. He is one of the finest men I ever knew. It�s inconceivable that he would have anything to do with counterfeit money.�
�I know him by reputation,� Colonel Ortega said. �He is a man of standing.�
�Of course,� Hope said.
�Se�or,� Colonel Ortega said to Jim, �I do not believe your story.�
�But, Colonel Ortega,� Jim said, �how could I have found that bad bill there on the table at Santo Tom�s if it hadn�t been there before I left Ensenada?�
�I have only your story that you did find it in Santo Tom�s,� Colonel Ortega said.
�Hope,� Jim said, �you know where I got that bill.�
�I will question the se�orita,� Colonel Ortega said. �I am curious about her part in all this.� He turned to Hope. �Se�orita, what are you doing here?�
�I told you yesterday why I wanted to go south,� Hope said.
Sergeant Gomez appeared in the doorway. Colonel Ortega nodded to him. He came forward and saluted.
�Mi coronel, there is nothing in the se�or�s car but a camp outfit, food in tins, and two cans of gasoline.�
�Very well, sergeant; search the lady�s bags and the se�or�s suitcase.�
Colonel Ortega turned to Hope.
�You said yesterday that you had papers for Fitz Jordan which he had asked you to deliver in person. I offered to have them delivered for you. But no, that would not do. What do you say now?�
�Just what I said then.� Her voice was steady, but Jim could see that she was scared.
�Let�s see the papers you are delivering to Mr. Jordan.�
�Colonel Ortega,� Hope said, �you are asking me for the private papers of an American businessman.�
�Yes, se�orita, I am. I don�t expect to be kept waiting.�
Hope slowly pushed her purse across the table to him.
Colonel Ortega opened it and dumped the contents on the table. Jim expected the automatic pistol to come bouncing out, but it didn�t. Colonel Ortega pushed aside the lipstick and the rouge and a toothbrush in a transparent case and picked up a thick envelope of heavy paper with a patent string fastening. He opened the envelope and took out two packets of bills, each wrapped with a strip of gummed paper such as banks use. Jim saw that one packet was of hundred dollar bills and the other of twenty-dollar bills. He guessed there was five thousand dollars in the two packets.
Colonel Ortega looked up from the bills at Hope Graham. �So, se�orita, you do not tell the truth either.�
Hope said nothing.
�Where did you get all this money?� Colonel Ortega asked.
Hope pointed to a small envelope with the address of a San Diego hotel in the corner.
�By following the instructions in that letter,� she said.
Colonel Ortega took the letter out of the envelope and read it.
�I see nothing wrong about this,� he said. �Mr. Jordan instructs you to take bonds out of his safe and use them as security for a loan at his bank and bring the money to him at Carmichael�s.�
�Then why should you arrest me?� Hope asked.
�The company you keep is bad, se�orita. You go to Ensenada with me in the morning.�
Hope Graham began to put things back into her purse. �You are going to prevent Mr. Jordan from getting his money?� she said.
Colonel Ortega smiled. �Not at all. The proprietor of Carmichael�s is a responsible man. You may leave the money for Mr. Jordan in his care.�
Jim saw that Hope wasn�t too pleased with this answer, though he couldn�t guess why. He had his own trouble. He had to make Colonel Ortega see what he was doing.
�Colonel Ortega, do you know what will happen to me if you take me to Ensenada tomorrow morning to await extradition?�
�I am afraid that you will go to jail, se�or,� Colonel Ortega said.
�Although innocent,� Jim said.
Colonel Ortega shrugged his shoulders. �That is not for me to decide.�
�But you are deciding it, colonel. I am absolutely certain that Fitz Jordan robbed me and framed me. He had an apartment in the same building with me. He used it when he had to stay late in town. That�s how I happened to know him. He was the man I went to dinner with. No one else had a chance to slip the waiter a bad bill in place of the one I gave him.�
�Se�or,� Colonel Ortega said, �your only evidence against this man is in your own mind.�
�I have no evidence until I find him with the bad bills,� Jim said. �That is what I am asking you to give me, colonel � a little time.�
Colonel Ortega shook his head.
�You can tell your story to the authorities in the United States, se�or, when you have been extradited. It is not my affair.�
�And while I am trying to persuade them to go after Fitz Jordan, he will have come here and got his five thousand dollars in good money. He will cross the Sierra to the gulf and hire a fisherman to take him to La Paz or Mazatlan. Six months from now the department will hear of bad bills in Mexico City or Havana or Buenos Aires. In ordinary times, with ordinary luck, the department would catch up with him in six months or a year. But these are not ordinary times. Half the world is at war. We may be in it ourselves in a few weeks. The department may never catch up with him if you persist in giving him a head start. And I will be in Atlanta serving a sentence of ten or twenty years.�
�Where is this Fitz Jordan?� Colonel Ortega asked.
�He was here today, colonel. He has been gone only a few hours. He can�t be far away.�
�Baja is a haystack and he is a needle,� Colonel Ortega said. �It might take weeks to find him. I cannot wait.�
The sergeant came back to report to Colonel Ortega.
�Mi coronel,� he said, �I find nothing but clothes in the luggage, except this.�
He handed Colonel Ortega a small cotton bag. The Colonel opened the bag and poured out a dozen revolver cartridges.
�Se�or,� he said to Jim, �I see you like a heavy gun. These are forty-four caliber. And the bullets are the man-stopping kind.�
�I am an officer of the law,� Jim said.
Colonel Ortega handed the cartridges back to the sergeant and told him to put them with Jim�s gun.
�You were an officer of the law, se�or,� he said to Jim. �I received word over the telephone this morning from your superiors that you are now under suspension, pending trial.�
�Colonel,� Jim said, �why not give me a day � just one day � in which to find Fitz Jordan? One day can make no difference to you.�
Colonel Ortega stood up, looking very much the soldier in his uniform.
�You made a monkey of me once, se�or. You will not do it again. You made it possible for this Johnson to say over the telephone to his office in Los Angeles, �You know how these Mexicans are � always tomorrow.� I am going to show him how we Mexicans are. It is long after midnight. I am going to bed. Breakfast will be at eight o�clock. The plane leaves at nine. You will be in my office at Ensenada at ten � before this Johnson knows that I have gone south.�
�Colonel Ortega,� Hope said, �we have had nothing to eat since this afternoon. May we��
�I beg your pardon, se�orita,� Colonel Ortega said. He snapped his fingers and Juan came running. �Give these people anything they want,� he said. �When they have eaten, show them to their rooms.� He turned to Jim. �I trust to your good sense, se�or. You are not foolish enough to try to get away on foot, without a gun.�
�No, colonel, I am not that foolish.�
�I have your word, se�or?�
�You have my word. I will see you at eight o�clock for breakfast.�
�Then good night, se�or.� He bowed to Hope. �Good night, se�orita.�
When Colonel Ortega had gone, Jim asked Juan what he could give him to eat.
�There is always chile, se�or,� Juan said. �I can also cook ham and eggs.�
Jim looked at Hope.
�Ham and eggs,� she said.
�S�, se�orita,� Juan said, and hurried off.
�You get a good enough break,� Jim said to Hope. �You satisfy your boss by leaving the money here. And they won�t hold you at Ensenada. Johnson doesn�t want you � except, perhaps, as a witness at my trial a month from now.�
She nodded, but he wasn�t sure she heard what he said. She looked as if she were thinking about something else. He could see how tired she was. He knew how tired he was. They�d had three or four hours� sleep on the beach of Todos Santos Bay before dawn. They�d been going ever since. All the glow had gone out of her. Even her blonde curls had lost their life.
�You don�t seem happy about it,� he said.
�I�m not.�
�You want to see him. You�re fond of him.�
�No,� she said. �Not in the way I suppose you mean.�
�Are you going to tell me what he said in that letter you burned up?�
She drew her shoulders together as if she were cold. �Please put wood on the fire,� she said.
He took wood from the pile beside the fireplace and got the fire going and sat down again at the table beside her.
�He said he was going hunting and he�d be back here in a couple of days.�
�So I lose by two days.�
Hope took her mirror and her lipstick out of her purse. When she had repaired her makeup she got up and stood with her back to the fire and ran her fingers through those blonde curls of hers until her head was a halo of curls.
�You look marvelous,� Jim said, �except for the alkali dust.�
She looked down at her slacks. They were gray with alkali.
Juan came back with ham and eggs and homemade American bread and coffee.
They sat down before the fire and ate. They ate all the ham and eggs and all the bread and butter.
�Jim,� she said, �I�ve been thinking.�
He waited, watching her. Some of the glow had come back into her. She had lowered her eyes until the lashes almost touched her cheek. Now she looked up at him.
�About those bonds I took to the bank,� she said. �They were in an envelope marked Parmenter. And Parmenter had been Fitz Jordan�s partner in several things. I didn�t worry about it at the time. Fitz Jordan was always honest. It never occurred to me to question his instructions. But now � after what you�ve said � I can�t help wondering.�
�You�re beginning to believe me.�
She looked at him gravely. �Yes,� she said. �I believe you.�
�That means a lot to me,� Jim said.
�In the morning I�m going to tell Colonel Ortega that he�s making a mistake. I�m going to remind him that you found two of the bad bills on your way down here. I�m going to tell him I won�t leave the money here for Fitz Jordan, because I�m afraid it�s stolen money.�
�Do you think it will do any good?�
She shook her head. �I�m afraid it won�t. His pride has been hurt. He�s bound to put Johnson in his place, and the only way he can think of is to get you to Ensenada before lunch.�
�I know,� Jim said. �I wish I�d had sense enough to tell him last night what I was coming down here for. He offered to help me, and if I�d told him the whole truth I think he would have.�
�You were a perfect fool,� Hope said.
�I know it. I should have let Johnson take me in that night he came to arrest me. I had a good record. I could have persuaded them to go after Fitz.�
�You wanted to do it all yourself.�
�I couldn�t stand the idea that I�d been made a fool of.�
She smiled. �You and Colonel Ortega.�
�Yes,� he said.
�I still can�t believe Fitz Jordan is a crook,� she said.
�I couldn�t either, until I had to.�
�He was such a free, happy, open-handed sort of guy,� Hope said.
�If he�d had five thousand dollars in real money he�d never have been tempted by counterfeit money. Not if he�d had five hundred. He had turned a shoestring into a bank roll often enough. He must have been worse than broke. He must have taken things he couldn�t make good, before the Parmenter bonds.�
She shook her head. �I just don�t know,� she said. �I never saw anything wrong in his office.�
They finished their coffee and walked down the room. Juan was asleep, his head in his arms on the counter. And then they both stopped suddenly.
�What was that?� Hope asked.
�A car coming into the patio.�
Jim went to the door and listened. The car had stopped. He couldn�t hear anything at all. And then the door opened and El Tigre stuck his head in.
�He�s here,� El Tigre said to somebody behind him, and lunged forward.
Jim caught him with a straight left on the nose. El Tigre shook his head and rushed, throwing punches with both hands. Jim gave ground to get more room. He ducked a right swing and got in close. El Tigre grabbed his arms and Jim broke away. El Tigre rushed again. Jim stabbed him with a left. But El Tigre came on. Jim backed into a table with chairs around it and almost fell and caught himself. He saw the heavy figure of Solid Man Johnson circling with a gun in his hand. Juan was awake and yelling. And then Jim saw Hope behind Johnson. She had something in her hand.
El Tigre caught him with a right high on his head that staggered him. He crouched and went in. He ducked El Tigre�s left and drove his right into the middle. El Tigre staggered back, and then something landed on his forehead and he was down. He rolled over and got his elbow under him, and there was Colonel Ortega in white pajamas with his pistol poised. And then Jim had to wipe the blood out of his eyes.
�This will be all,� Colonel Ortega said.
Jim saw that Johnson was down too. He was holding his head as if it hurt. Colonel Ortega turned and called out, �Gomez! Bring your rifle!� The sergeant came running. He was only half dressed, but he had his rifle. �Fix your bayonet,� Colonel Ortega said.
The sound of metal on metal was clear and sharp as the sergeant fixed his bayonet.
�Se�or Johnson,� Colonel Ortega said, �what does this mean? Why is Se�or Howard bleeding?�
�He was resisting arrest, colonel,� Johnson said.
�Ah!� Colonel Ortega said. �And who are you to arrest a man on Mexican soil? By what right do you appear here, in a country of which you are not a citizen, in which you have no standing, except what I give you as a courtesy, seeking to arrest a man who is a prisoner of mine?�
�Colonel,� Johnson protested, �I didn�t know you were here. I thought��
�I know what you thought, Se�or Johnson. I have heard what you think of Mexicans. I remember what you said over the telephone. �You know how Mexicans are.� You thought I was careless of my duties and you would do them for me.� Colonel Ortega turned to his sergeant. �Disarm this fool.�
The sergeant advanced on Johnson and took his gun.
�Colonel,� Johnson protested, �I brought one of your men with me.�
Colonel Ortega turned on El Tigre.
�You,� he said. �You dared to show this gringo the way here.�
�Mi coronel,� El Tigre said, �I did not know you were here. And this Johnson asked me��
�If you ever were a policeman, you are one no longer,� Colonel Ortega said... �Gomez, see if this Johnson has handcuffs.�
The sergeant bent over Johnson and came up with a pair of handcuffs.
�Good,� Colonel Ortega said. �Handcuff El Tigre and Se�or Johnson together.�
�Colonel,� Johnson said, �this is not the treatment the United States expects from Mexico.�
Colonel Ortega walked slowly over to Johnson. �And what treatment do you think Mexico expects from the United States, se�or? What do you think your superiors will say when I report your conduct?�
Johnson got to his feet. He was a tough egg, short and powerful, with a big jaw, a big nose, and a grim mouth. But he was licked, and he knew it.
�Colonel,� he said, and Jim could see him swallow hard, �I... I made a mistake.�
�It seems so, se�or,� Colonel Ortega said. �Where did you get that lump on your head?�
�That girl hit me with something.�
�Se�orita, is it true that you struck this man down?�
Hope pointed to a cast-iron disk with a sort of handle that lay on the floor. �I hit him with the paperweight,� she said.
Colonel Ortega bowed to her and turned to Johnson. �In view of your great wounds, Se�or Johnson, I will forget the handcuffs and permit you to go to bed. In the morning you will write an apology to my government... Gomez, find a room for Se�or Johnson and El Tigre out of here � anywhere.� Colonel Ortega bent over Jim. �You have a bad cut over your eyes, se�or. It needs attention.�
�I have a bandage and adhesive tape,� Hope said. �I�ll fix him up.�
Jim got to his feet. The sergeant was marching Johnson and El Tigre out, the point of his bayonet close to El Tigre�s back.
�Juan, show the way,� Colonel Ortega said. �If the se�orita wants warm water, get it for her.�
Jim followed Juan down a corridor with rooms on both sides. Juan opened a door and lit an oil lamp on a table beside a bed.
�Your room is across the hall, se�orita,� Juan said. �I will light the lamp.�
�Lie down,� Hope said to Jim.
Jim lay down on the bed. He was so tired he almost went off to sleep while Hope washed the blood off his face and brought the edges of the cut together with adhesive tape.
�What hit me?� he asked.
�Johnson hit you with the barrel of his gun,� she said. �I was too late with the paperweight.�
She finished the job. She stood poised in the doorway.
�Good night, Jim,� she said.
�Good night, Hope,� he said. He wanted to say a lot more, but he couldn�t say it then.

He was drifting off to sleep when he caught himself. He swung his feet out of bed and found a cigarette to keep himself awake. He couldn�t sleep. He had to get Fitz. No matter how long the chance was, he had to take it. He had till eight o�clock and no longer. He meant to keep his promise to Colonel Ortega.
He remembered that Fitz Jordan had left in the middle of the afternoon. He�d left word for Hope that he�d gone hunting and he�d be back in a couple of days. He couldn�t have gone far in one afternoon if he was hunting. He�d want to camp before dark.
Jim got up and went to the window. His room was on the patio. All the lights were out, but the moonlight was still bright. He opened the window carefully and stepped out. If he kept in the shadow and moved slowly, no one would see him. He crept along the wall until he found the gate.
At the main road he turned south. The moon was fading fast. He guessed it was nearly daylight.
He came, after half a mile, to a trail that led along a stream bed toward the Sierra. He stood there thinking it out. Fitz wouldn�t have taken the road south. He would have headed for the Sierra. And this was the only trail there was. He looked at his watch and guessed that he could do nearly four miles in an hour. He had nearly three hours before breakfast.
He found the fresh tracks of a shod horse and went on faster. Then he remembered that Fitz would have gone to sleep at dark. That meant he�d be awake at sunrise. He�d build a fire to make coffee, and there�d be smoke. He�d have to watch for smoke.
He guessed he�d done about four miles when he saw a pool of water. He stopped to drink and wash his face and arms in the cool water. He saw trees ahead as he went on. Fitz would camp where there were trees and water and grass, if he could. He stopped and watched, and saw a faint gray wisp rising almost straight up in the windless air. Someone had a cooking fire.
He turned into the brush and went on, trying to keep his eye on the smoke.
He heard a thud and stopped, every muscle tense. He heard it again. It could be only one sound in the world � the sound of a horse stamping.
He got down on his hands and knees and crawled through the chaparral. He wondered if the horse would smell him and whinny. He didn�t know whether horses whinnied only when they smelled other horses. Presently he saw the horse grazing at the end of a picket line. The horse raised his head and cocked his ears forward as he looked in Jim�s direction. But presently he began to graze again, as if he�d decided everything was all right.
Jim wriggled on. He raised his head to get a better look ahead, and saw a man fifty yards away, sitting on his blankets, drinking coffee. His broad back was turned so Jim couldn�t see his face. Jim stood up, and as he did so the man turned his head, and Jim saw that he was Fitz Jordan. And then he remembered that if he could see Fitz, Fitz could see him. He squatted on his heels and studied the ground.
He saw Fitz�s saddle to one side of his fire, with a duffel bag thrown across it and a shotgun leaning on it. Jim saw that he had a revolver in a holster on his belt. Jim guessed that meant he was afraid. Quail hunters didn�t burden themselves with heavy revolvers. Jim figured his only chance was to rush Fitz. He�d have to get his hands on Fitz before he could pull that revolver or reach the shotgun. He waited until Fitz sat down again. He was pouring something out of a bottle into his coffee cup.
Jim started slowly toward Fitz, all set to run the moment Fitz saw him. He was within thirty yards when Fitz turned his head. Jim ran at him.
Fitz was on his feet and yanking at the gun in his holster. He got it out when Jim was still ten feet away, and fired. Something burned Jim�s side, and then he dived at Fitz like a football player making a tackle, and they went down together.
Jim grabbed for the cylinder of Fitz�s gun, the way he�d learned to do. The hammer came down and the pin bit through the web between his thumb and forefinger. But the pin was cushioned by flesh, so it failed to fire.
Fitz smashed his left into Jim�s face as they rolled over. Jim got Fitz�s wrist in his right hand and tried to use his body against Fitz for leverage. But Fitz was bigger than he was. He got his left arm around Jim�s neck, shutting off his wind. Jim threw himself desperately and they rolled over again and his weight came down on Fitz�s elbow. Fitz screamed with pain. The hand that held the revolver relaxed, and then the arm around Jim�s neck.
Jim got up and pulled the hammer out of the web of his left hand. Fitz lay there, holding his broken arm. Jim held the revolver on him while he backed toward the saddle. He got the shotgun, found that it was loaded, and put the revolver in his pocket.
�You lie there, Fitz,� he said. �If you move, I�ll blow your head off.�
He held the shotgun poised with one hand while he reached into the duffel bag with the other. He brought out a packet of the kind he remembered. The counterfeit bills had been put up in packages of ten thousand dollars each. He found another packet, and another, and another. He counted nine packets and there was one more broken one.
He stood watching Fitz and figuring how he�d get him to Carmichael�s.
�Sit up,� he said.
Fitz rolled into a sitting position.
�Can you get on a horse by yourself?�
�I don�t think so,� Fitz said.
�Then you�ll walk to Carmichael�s.�
�It�s four miles � maybe five. I couldn�t make it.�
�All right, Fitz,� Jim said. �You sit there.�
He picked up the lariat and pulled the picket pin and brought the horse up beside the saddle. He laid the shotgun down at his feet while he got the bridle on. He didn�t know whether Fitz was pretending to be worse off than he was. But he couldn�t do much with a broken right arm. Jim got the saddle on the horse. He put the packets of counterfeit money in the duffel bag and tied the drawstring and lashed the bag to the cantle of the saddle.
�You�re going to Carmichael�s,� he said to Fitz. �Do you ride or do you walk?�
�I�ll try to get on the horse,� Fitz said.
Fitz put a foot in a stirrup and caught the pommel of the stock saddle with his left hand and pulled himself up. He gasped with pain as he got himself in the saddle.
�All right,� he said. �Give me the reins.�
�I�m going to lead the horse,� Jim said. �But I�d like to get your tarp and blankets.�
�Forget them,� Fitz said. �Somebody�ll come and get them. All I want is what�s left of that bottle of tequila.�
�If I knew something to do about your arm, I would,� Jim said.
�There isn�t anything but the tequila,� Fitz said.
Jim gave him the bottle and Fitz drank.
�It wasn�t that I had it in for you, Jim,� Fitz said. �I thought I had to frame somebody and there wasn�t anybody else.�
�It doesn�t matter now.�
�You don�t know how I got the stuff?�
�No,� Jim said.
�I used to live in the apartment you�ve got,� Fitz said. �I still have the key for it. They never bothered to change the locks. I came in late and was stopping to see you and have a drink, and when I stopped at the door I heard you and somebody else talking about the raid, so I waited.�
�That made it pretty simple.�
�Yes,� Fitz said, �that made it too simple.�
Jim thought there must have been something wrong with Fitz all the time � or else he�d have said something about having lived in that apartment. He�d have turned in the key.

Jim looked at his watch as he turned into the drive at Carmichael�s. It was eight o�clock, and he didn�t know whether he could make the last fifty yards or not. He led the horse through the gate and into the patio. He saw Sergeant Gomez at the door. It was only a few yards farther.
�Se�or,� the sergeant said, �the colonel is looking for you.�
�If you will help this man off his horse, I will see the colonel,� Jim said.
�S�, se�or,� the sergeant said.
Jim staggered into the big low-ceiled room. He saw Hope sitting at a table with Colonel Ortega. He went toward them. Hope jumped up.
�You�re hurt,� she said.
�Not much,� he said, �I�m just tired.� He turned to Colonel Ortega. �Am I a minute late?�
�Two minutes,� Colonel Ortega said. �Where have you been?�
�I had a job to do, colonel, and I did it. I brought Fitz Jordan in.�
Colonel Ortega jumped up.
�Where is he?�
�With your sergeant, colonel.�
�And the bad money?�
�The money is there.�
Colonel Ortega turned and called out, �Se�or Johnson.�
Jim saw the solid man at the other end of the room. He got up from his table and came forward with the rolling gait of a big-bodied man with short legs. �Come with me, se�or,� Colonel Ortega said to Johnson.
Hope picked up a cup of coffee and put it in Jim�s hands. �Drink it,� she said.
He drank the coffee and they walked out to the patio.
Fitz Jordan was sitting on a bench.
�Good morning, Mr. Jordan,� Hope said.
Jim had to smile, because her manner was so exactly that of a private secretary to her boss.
�Hello, Hope,� Fitz said, and made a gallant effort to smile his old smile.
�I�m sorry, Mr. Jordan,� she said.
She came back and stood close beside Jim, and he saw that there were tears in her eyes.
�Where is the money?� Colonel Ortega asked.
�In the duffel bag behind the saddle,� Jim said.
�Se�or Johnson,� Colonel Ortega said, �who has Jim Howard made a sucker of now?�
The solid man unlashed the duffel bag and pulled it off the horse and began to drag packets out of it. When he had counted them, he stuffed them back in the bag and straightened up.
Jim saw him brace himself. But he was game.
�He has made a sucker out of me, Colonel Ortega,� Johnson said.
�Forget it, se�or,� Colonel Ortega said. �We all make mistakes.� He turned to Jim Howard. �Even I make mistakes, do I not, Jim?�
�The boys in the department will feel pretty good about this,� Johnson said. �They all like Jim Howard.�
�Mr. Johnson,� Hope said, �you�re so nice about it you make me feel sorry for the paperweight.�
�Forget it, lady,� Johnson said. �I�ve been conked so often I don�t think much about it.�
They took Fitz Jordan inside to give him breakfast. Jim sat at a table with Hope.
�You�ve got to go to bed and sleep,� she said. �You�re dead.�
�You�re wearing the dress you wore when you came into the Fiore di Alpini, years and years ago,� Jim said.
Colonel Ortega stopped to speak to them. �We are taking Fitz Jordan to Ensenada,� he said. �I�ll come back for you two whenever you like � or would you rather drive your car back?�
�I�d like to drive back,� Jim said. �If the se�orita doesn�t mind.�
�I�d like to drive,� Hope said, �if you aren�t in such a hurry as you were coming down.�
�There is no hurry, se�orita,� Colonel Ortega said. �I ask only that you two dine with me when you get back to Ensenada.�
�We will be delighted,� Hope said.
Colonel Ortega held out his hand to Jim. �Maybe I am not sentimental about Harkness, Jim. Maybe it is all true.�
Jim went out across the patio to the landing field with Hope to watch the plane leave.
�Why didn�t you tell me you were going out after Fitz?� she asked.
�I was afraid you might think it was a bad idea. And the slightest thing would have stopped me.�
�I wouldn�t have tried to stop you if you�d let me go with you,� Hope said. �I can�t help feeling sorry for him, but I wanted you to get him.�
They saw Fitz Jordan go aboard the plane with Johnson following close behind him.
�I know,� Jim said. �He�s got it coming to him. But I wish he didn�t.�
The plane taxied across the field, rose, circled and turned north. They watched it until it was out of sight and then they turned to each other and he took her in his arms.

The Interruption
W. W. JACOBS

THE STORY
Original publication:The Strand Magazine, November 1925; first collected in Sea Whispers by W. W. Jacobs (London, Hodder & Stoughton, 1926)

Although known as a master of the ghost story, William Wymark Jacobs (1863�1943) gained his fame and fortune as a writer of humorous tales, sketches, and plays. Born in Wapping, London, he lived close to the sea, where his father was the manager of a wharf in South Devon, helping to explain why so many of his stories were about sailors and others connected to the shipping world.
A famously quiet, self-effacing man, Jacobs took a job as a civil servant and, in his spare time, began in 1885 to write humorous sketches for Blackfriar�s, Punch, and The Strand. They were popular enough to be collected in Many Cargoes in 1896, quickly followed by The Skipper�s Wooing (1897) and Sea Urchins (1898). With the success of his books easing his financial burdens, he married the suffragette Agnes Eleanor Williams in 1900. Although a prolific writer of humor, supernatural, and crime stories for two decades, the last book that Jacobs wrote with substantial new material appeared in 1914 (Night Watches); subsequent titles were largely collections of previously published stories. His focus had moved to writing plays based on his short stories, though they do not appear to have had much success.
His story �The Monkey�s Paw� (1902) is one of the most frequently anthologized stories of all time, as well as one of the most bone-chilling. It has been adapted relentlessly: for radio, for three operas, as a 1907 play, as motion pictures (several silent films as well as a 1933 talkie and a 1948 remake), and for television as episodes of Suspense (May 17, 1949, and again on October 3, 1950), Great Ghost Tales (July 20, 1961), The Alfred Hitchcock Hour (April 19, 1965), and Orson Welles� Great Mysteries (November 10, 1973).
Less well-known but equally acclaimed critically is his mystery, �The Interruption.� It is a tale of quiet malevolence in which a housekeeper lets it be known to the master of the house that she is in control now that his wife has died.

THE FILM
Title: Footsteps in the Fog, 1955
Studio: Columbia Pictures
Director: Arthur Lubin
Screenwriters: Lenore J. Coffee, Dorothy Davenport, Arthur Pierson
Producers: M. J. Frankovich, Maxwell Setton

THE CAST
��Stewart Granger (Stephen Lowry)
��Jean Simmons (Lily Watkins)
��Bill Travers (David Macdonald)
��Belinda Lee (Elizabeth Travers)
��Ronald Squire (Alfred Travers)
��Finlay Currie (Inspector Peters)

The screen version of this taut suspense story has been dramatically embellished. Whereas the housekeeper in the story was happy merely to keep her comfortable position and make more money, in the film she wants to replace the dead woman as Lowry�s wife. He realizes the situation is untenable and plans another murder but, sometimes, plans go awry.
At various stages during the filming, the working title of Footsteps in the Fog was Interruption, then Rebound, and also Deadlock, none of which carried the sense of gothic suspense as the final title.
The director, Arthur Lubin, described his problems with Stewart Granger, who would complain to the producer, Michael Frankovich. �Mike,� he told him, �if Lubin doesn�t stop annoying me I�m going to be sick tomorrow.� However, Lubin continued, �miraculously, the picture turned out to be a good one.� Lubin was mainly known for directing the Francis the Talking Mule series, which horrified Granger and Simmons, both serious stage actors, but Footsteps in the Fog was going to be produced in their native England and it gave them an opportunity to go home. They didn�t love the script and Granger claimed that he rewrote it with the veteran Hollywood screenwriter Lenore Coffee on their daily trip from their hotel to Shepperton Studios.
Set during the Edwardian era, it had a fairly good-sized budget and was filmed in the expensive process of Cinemascope.
Granger and the exquisitely beautiful Jean Simmons were married when the film was made, and their on-screen chemistry is unmistakable. Some critics regarded their work in this motion picture as their best performances of all time.

THE INTERRUPTION
W. W. Jacobs

The last of the funeral guests had gone and Spencer Goddard, in decent black, sat alone in his small, well-furnished study. There was a queer sense of freedom in the house since the coffin had left it, the coffin which was now hidden in its solitary grave beneath the yellow earth. The air, which for the last three days had seemed stale and contaminated, now smelt fresh and clean. He went to the open window and, looking into the fading light of the autumn day, took a deep breath.
He closed the window, and, stooping down, put a match to the fire, and, dropping into his easy chair, sat listening to the cheery crackle of the wood. At the age of thirty-eight he had turned over a fresh page. Life, free and unencumbered, was before him. His dead wife�s money was at last his, to spend as he pleased instead of being doled out in reluctant driblets.
He turned at a step at the door and his face assumed the appearance of gravity and sadness it had worn for the last four days. The cook, with the same air of decorous grief, entered the room quietly and, crossing to the mantelpiece placed upon it a photograph.
�I thought you�d like to have it, sir,� she said, in a low voice, �to remind you.�
Goddard thanked her, and, rising, took it in his hand and stood regarding it. He noticed with satisfaction that his hand was absolutely steady.
�It is a very good likeness � till she was taken ill,� continued the woman. �I never saw anybody change so sudden.�
�The nature of her disease, Hannah,� said her master.
The woman nodded, and, dabbing at her eyes with her handkerchief, stood regarding him.
�Is there anything you want?� he inquired, after a time.
She shook her head. �I can�t believe she�s gone,� she said, in a low voice. �Every now and then I have a queer feeling that she�s still here��
�It�s your nerves,� said her master sharply.
��and wanting to tell me something.�
By a great effort Goddard refrained from looking at her.
�Nerves,� he said again. �Perhaps you ought to have a little holiday. It has been a great strain upon you.�
�You, too, sir,� said the woman respectfully. �Waiting on her hand and foot as you have done, I can�t think how you stood it. If you�d only had a nurse��
�I preferred to do it myself, Hannah,� said her master. �If I had had a nurse it would have alarmed her.�
The woman assented. �And they are always peeking and prying into what doesn�t concern them,� she added. �Always think they know more than the doctors do.�
Goddard turned a slow look upon her. The tall, angular figure was standing in an attitude of respectful attention; the cold slate-brown eyes were cast down, the sullen face expressionless.
�She couldn�t have had a better doctor,� he said, looking at the fire again. �No man could have done more for her.�
�And nobody could have done more for her than you did, sir,� was the reply. �There�s few husbands that would have done what you did.�
Goddard stiffened in his chair. �That will do, Hannah,� he said curtly.
�Or done it so well,� said the woman, with measured slowness.
With a strange, sinking sensation, her master paused to regain his control. Then he turned and eyed her steadily. �Thank you,� he said, slowly; �you mean well, but at present I cannot discuss it.�
For some time after the door had closed behind her he sat in deep thought. The feeling of well-being of a few minutes before had vanished, leaving in its place an apprehension which he refused to consider, but which would not be allayed. He thought over his actions of the last few weeks, carefully, and could remember no flaw. His wife�s illness, the doctor�s diagnosis, his own solicitous care, were all in keeping with the ordinary. He tried to remember the woman�s exact words � her manner. Something had shown him Fear. What?
He could have laughed at his fears next morning. The dining room was full of sunshine and the fragrance of coffee and bacon was in the air. Better still, a worried and commonplace Hannah. Worried over two eggs with false birth-certificates, over the vendor of which she became almost lyrical.
�The bacon is excellent,� said her smiling master, �So is the coffee; but your coffee always is.�
Hannah smiled in return, and, taking fresh eggs from a rosy-cheeked maid, put them before him.
A pipe, followed by a brisk walk, cheered him still further. He came home glowing with exercise and again possessed with that sense of freedom and freshness. He went into the garden � now his own � and planned alterations.
After lunch he went over the house. The windows of his wife�s bedroom were open and the room neat and airy. His glance wandered from the made-up bed to the brightly polished furniture. Then he went to the dressing-table and opened the drawers, searching each in turn. With the exception of a few odds and ends they were empty. He went out on to the landing and called for Hannah.
�Do you know whether your mistress locked up any of her things?� he inquired.
�What things?� said the woman.
�Well her jewelry mostly.�
�Oh!� Hannah smiled. �She gave it all to me,� she said, quietly.
Goddard checked an exclamation. His heart was beating nervously, but he spoke sternly.
�When?�
�Just before she died � of gastroenteritis,� said the woman.
There was a long silence. He turned and with great care mechanically closed the drawers of the dressing table. The tilted glass showed him the pallor of his face, and he spoke without turning around.
�That is all right, then,� he said, huskily. �I only wanted to know what had become of it. I thought, perhaps, Milly��
Hannah shook her head. �Milly�s all right,� she said, with a strange smile. �She�s as honest as we are. Is there anything more you want, sir?�
She closed the door behind her with the quietness of the well-trained servant; Goddard, steadying himself with his hand on the rail of the bed, stood looking into the future.

The days passed monotonously, as they pass with a man in prison. Gone was the sense of freedom and the idea of a wider life. Instead of a cell, a house with ten rooms � but Hannah, the jailer guarding each one. Respectful and attentive, the model servant, he saw in every word a threat against his liberty � his life. In the sullen face and cold eyes he saw her knowledge of power; in her solicitude for his comfort and approval, a sardonic jest. It was the master playing at being the servant. The years of unwilling servitude were over, but she felt her way carefully with infinite zest in the game. Warped and bitter, with a cleverness which had never before had scope, she had entered into her kingdom. She took it little by little, savouring every morsel.
�I hope I�ve done right, sir,� she said one morning. �I have given Milly notice.�
Goddard looked up from his paper. �Isn�t she satisfactory?� he inquired.
�Not to my thinking, sir,� said the woman. �And she says she is coming to see you about it. I told her that would be no good.�
�I had better see her and hear what she has to say,� said her master.
�Of course, if you wish to,� said Hannah; �only, after giving her notice, if she doesn�t go I shall. I should be sorry to go � I�ve been very comfortable here � but it�s either her or me.�
�I should be sorry to lose you,� said Goddard in a hopeless voice.
�Thank you, sir,� said Hannah. �I�m sure I�ve tried to do my best. I�ve been with you some time now � and I know all your little ways. I expect I understand you better than anybody else would. I do all I can to make you comfortable.�
�Very well, I will leave it to you,� said Goddard in a voice which strove to be brisk and commanding. �You have my permission to dismiss her.�
�There�s another thing I wanted to see you about,� said Hannah; �my wages. I was going to ask for a rise, seeing that I�m really housekeeper here now.�
�Certainly,� said her master, considering, �that only seems fair. Let me see � what are you getting?�
�Thirty-six.�
Goddard reflected for a moment and then turned with a benevolent smile. �Very well,� he said, cordially, �I�ll make it forty-two. That�s ten shillings a month more.�
�I was thinking of a hundred,� said Hannah dryly.
The significance of the demand appalled him. �Rather a big jump,� he said at last. �I really don�t know that I��
�It doesn�t matter,� said Hannah. �I thought I was worth it � to you � that�s all. You know best. Some people might think I was worth two hundred. That�s a bigger jump, but after all a big jump is better than��
She broke off and tittered. Goddard eyed her.
��than a big drop,� she concluded.
Her master�s face set. The lips almost disappeared and something came into the pale eyes that was revolting. Still eyeing her, he rose and approached her. She stood her ground and met him eye to eye.
�You are jocular,� he said at last.
�Short life and a merry one,� said the woman.
�Mine or yours?�
�Both, perhaps,� was the reply.
�If � if I give you a hundred,� said Goddard, moistening his lips, �that ought to make your life merrier, at any rate.�
Hannah nodded. �Merry and long, perhaps,� she said slowly. �I�m careful, you know � very careful.�
�I am sure you are,� said Goddard, his face relaxing.
�Careful what I eat and drink, I mean,� said the woman, eyeing him steadily.
�This is wise,� he said slowly. �I am myself � that is why I am paying a good cook a large salary. But don�t overdo things, Hannah; don�t kill the goose that lays the golden eggs.�
�I am not likely to do that,� she said coldly. �Live and let live; that is my motto. Some people have different ones. But I�m careful; nobody won�t catch me napping. I�ve left a letter with my sister, in case.�
Goddard turned slowly and in a casual fashion put the flowers straight in a bowl on the table, and, wandering to the window, looked out. His face was white again and his hands trembled.
�To be opened after my death,� continued Hannah. �I don�t believe in doctors � not after what I�ve seen of them � I don�t think they know enough; so if I die I shall be examined. I�ve given good reasons.�
�And suppose,� said Goddard, coming from the window, �suppose she is curious, and opens it before you die?�
�We must chance that,� said Hannah, shrugging her shoulders; �but I don�t think she will. I sealed it up with sealing-wax, with a mark on it.�
�She might open it and say nothing about it,� persisted her master.
An unwholesome grin spread slowly over Hannah�s features. �I should know it soon enough,� she declared boisterously, �and so would other people. Lord there would be an upset! Chidham would have something to talk about for once. We should be in the papers � both of us.�
Goddard forced a smile. �Dear me!� he said gently. �Your pen seems to be a dangerous weapon, Hannah, but I hope that the need to open it will not happen for another fifty years. You look well and strong.�
The woman nodded. �I don�t take up my troubles before they come,� she said, with a satisfied air; �but there�s no harm in trying to prevent them coming. Prevention is better than cure.�
�Exactly,� said her master; �and, by the way, there�s no need for this little financial arrangement to be known by anybody else. I might become unpopular with my neighbours for setting a bad example. Of course, I am giving you this sum because I really think you are worth it.�
�I�m sure you do,� said Hannah. �I�m not sure I ain�t worth more, but this�ll do to go on with. I shall get a girl for less than we are paying Milly, and that�ll be another little bit extra for me.�
�Certainly,� said Goddard, and smiled again.
�Come to think of it,� said Hannah pausing at the door, �I ain�t sure I shall get anybody else; then there�ll be more than ever for me. If I do the work I might as well have the money.�
Her master nodded, and, left to himself, sat down to think out a position which was as intolerable as it was dangerous. At a great risk he had escaped from the dominion of one woman only to fall, bound and helpless, into the hands of another. However vague and unconvincing the suspicions of Hannah might be, they would be sufficient. Evidence could be unearthed. Cold with fear one moment, and hot with fury the next, he sought in vain for some avenue of escape. It was his brain against that of a cunning, illiterate fool; a fool whose malicious stupidity only added to his danger. And she drank. With largely increased wages she would drink more and his very life might depend upon a hiccuped boast. It was clear that she was enjoying her supremacy; later on her vanity would urge her to display it before others. He might have to obey the crack of her whip before witnesses, and that would cut off all possibility of escape.
He sat with his head in his hands. There must be a way out and he must find it. Soon. He must find it before gossip began; before the changed position of master and servant lent colour to her story when that story became known. Shaking with fury, he thought of her lean, ugly throat and the joy of choking her life out with his fingers. He started suddenly, and took a quick breath. No, not fingers � a rope.

Bright and cheerful outside and with his friends, in the house he was quiet and submissive. Milly had gone, and, if the service was poorer and the rooms neglected, he gave no sign. If a bell remained unanswered he made no complaint, and to studied insolence turned the other cheek of politeness. When at this tribute to her power the woman smiled, he smiled in return, a smile which, for all its disarming softness, left her vaguely uneasy.
�I�m not afraid of you,� she said once, with a menacing air.
�I hope not,� said Goddard in a slightly surprised voice.
�Some people might be, but I�m not,� she declared. �If anything happened to me��
�Nothing could happen to such a careful woman as you are,� he said, smiling again. �You ought to live to ninety � with luck.�
It was clear to him that the situation was getting on his nerves. Unremembered but terrible dreams haunted his sleep. Dreams in which some great, inevitable disaster was always pressing upon him, although he could never discover what it was. Each morning he awoke unrefreshed to face another day of torment. He could not meet the woman�s eyes for fear of revealing the threat that was in his own.
Delay was dangerous and foolish. He had thought out every move in that contest of wits which was to remove the shadow of the rope from his own neck and place it about that of the woman. There was a little risk, but the stake was a big one. He had but to set the ball rolling and others would keep it on its course. It was time to act.
He came in a little jaded from his afternoon walk, and left his tea untouched. He ate but little dinner, and, sitting hunched up over the fire, told the woman that he had taken a slight chill. Her concern, he felt grimly, might have been greater if she had known the cause.
He was no better next day, and after lunch called in to consult his doctor. He left with a clean bill of health except for a slight digestive derangement, the remedy for which he took away with him in a bottle. For two days he swallowed one tablespoonful three times a day in water, without result, then he took to his bed.
�A day or two in bed won�t hurt you,� said the doctor. �Show me that tongue of yours again.�
�But what is the matter with me, Roberts?� inquired the patient.
The doctor pondered. �Nothing to trouble about � nerves a bit wrong � digestion a little bit impaired. You�ll be all right in a day or two.�
Goddard nodded. So far, so good; Roberts had not outlived his usefulness. He smiled grimly after the doctor had left at the surprise he was preparing for him. A little rough on Roberts and his professional reputation, perhaps, but these things could not be avoided.
He lay back and visualised the program. A day or two longer, getting gradually worse, then a little sickness. After that a nervous, somewhat shamefaced patient hinting at things. His food had a queer taste � he felt worse after taking it; he knew it was ridiculous, still � there was some of his beef-tea he had put aside, perhaps the doctor would like to examine it? and the medicine? Secretions, too; perhaps he would like to see those?
Propped on his elbow, he stared fixedly at the wall. There would be a trace � a faint trace � of arsenic in the secretions. There would be more than a trace in the other things. An attempt to poison him would be clearly indicated, and � his wife�s symptoms had resembled his own � let Hannah get out of the web he was spinning if she could. As for the letter she had threatened him with, let her produce it; it could only recoil upon herself. Fifty letters could not save her from the doom he was preparing for her. It was her life or his, and he would show no mercy. For three days he doctored himself with sedulous care, watching himself anxiously the while. His nerve was going and he knew it. Before him was the strain of the discovery, the arrest, and the trial. The gruesome business of his wife�s death. A long business. He would wait no longer, and he would open the proceedings with dramatic suddenness.
It was between nine and ten o�clock at night when he rang his bell, and it was not until he had rung four times that he heard the heavy steps of Hannah mounting the stairs.
�What d�you want?� she demanded, standing in the doorway.
�I�m very ill,� he said, gasping. �Run for the doctor. Quick!�
The woman stared at him in genuine amazement. �What, at this time o�night?� she exclaimed. �Not likely.�
�I�m dying!� said Goddard in a broken voice.
�Not you,� she said, roughly. �You�ll be better in the morning.�
�I�m dying,� he repeated. �Go � for � the � doctor.�
The woman hesitated. The rain beat in heavy squalls against the window, and the doctor�s house was a mile distant on the lonely road. She glanced at the figure on the bed.
�I should catch my death o�cold,� she grumbled.
She stood sullenly regarding him. He certainly looked very ill, and his death would by no means benefit her. She listened, scowling, to the wind and the rain.
�All right,� she said at last, and went noisily from the room.
His face set in a mirthless smile, he heard her bustling about below. The front-door slammed violently and he was alone.
He waited for a few moments and then, getting out of bed, put on his dressing-gown and set about his preparations. With a steady hand he added a little white powder to the remains of his beef-tea and to the contents of his bottle of medicine. He stood listening a moment at some faint sound from below, and, having satisfied himself, lit a candle and made his way to Hannah�s room. For a space he stood irresolute, looking about him. Then he opened one of the drawers and, placing the broken packet of powder under a pile of clothing at the back, made his way back to bed.
He was disturbed to find that he was trembling with excitement and nervousness. He longed for tobacco, but that was impossible. To reassure himself he began to rehearse his conversation with the doctor, and again he thought over every possible complication. The scene with the woman would be terrible; he would have to be too ill to take any part in it. The less he said the better. Others would do all that was necessary.
He lay for a long time listening to the sound of the wind and the rain. Inside, the house seemed unusually quiet, and with an odd sensation he suddenly realised that it was the first time he had been alone in it since his wife�s death. He remembered that she would have to be disturbed. The thought was unwelcome. He did not want her to be disturbed. Let the dead sleep.
He sat up in bed and drew his watch from beneath the pillow. Hannah ought to have been back before; in any case she could not be long now. At any moment he might hear her key in the lock. He lay down again and reminded himself that things were shaping well. He had shaped them, and some of the satisfaction of the artist was his.
The silence was oppressive. The house seemed to be listening, waiting. He looked at his watch again and wondered, with a curse, what had happened to the woman. It was clear that the doctor must be out, but that was no reason for her delay. It was close on midnight, and the atmosphere of the house seemed in some strange fashion to be brooding and hostile.
In a lull in the wind he thought he heard footsteps outside, and his face cleared as he sat up listening for the sound of the key in the door below. In another moment the woman would be in the house and the fears engendered by a disordered fancy would have flown. The sound of the steps had ceased, but he could hear no sound of entrance. Until all hope had gone, he sat listening. He was certain he had heard footsteps. Whose?
Trembling and haggard he sat waiting, assailed by a crowd of murmuring fears. One whispered that he had failed and would have to pay the penalty of failing; that he had gambled with Death and lost.
By a strong effort he fought down these fancies and, closing his eyes, tried to compose himself to rest. It was evident now that the doctor was out and that Hannah was waiting to return with him in his car. He was frightening himself for nothing. At any moment he might hear the sound of their arrival.
He heard something else, and, sitting up, suddenly, tried to think what it was and what had caused it. It was a very faint sound � stealthy. Holding his breath he waited for it to be repeated. He heard it again, the mere ghost of a sound � a whisper of a sound, but significant as most whispers are.
He wiped his brow with his sleeve and told himself firmly that it was nerves, and nothing but nerves; but, against his will, he still listened. He fancied now that the sound came from his wife�s room, the other side of the landing. It increased in loudness and became more insistent, but with his eyes fixed on the door of his room he still kept himself in hand, and tried to listen instead to the wind and the rain.
For a time he heard nothing but that. Then there came a scraping, scurrying noise from his wife�s room, and a sudden, terrific crash.
With a loud scream his nerve broke, and springing from the bed he sped downstairs and, flinging open the front-door, dashed into the night. The door, caught by the wind, slammed behind him.
With his hand holding the garden gate open ready for further flight, he stood sobbing for breath. His bare feet were bruised and the rain was very cold, but he took no heed. Then he ran a little way along the road and stood for some time, hoping and listening.
He came back slowly. The wind was bitter and he was soaked to the skin. The garden was black and forbidding, and unspeakable horror might be lurking in the bushes. He went up the road again, trembling with cold. Then, in desperation, he passed through the terrors of the garden to the house, only to find the door closed. The porch gave a little protection from the icy rain, but none from the wind, and, shaking in every limb, he leaned in abject misery against the door. He pulled himself together after a time and stumbled round to the back door. Locked! And all the lower windows were shuttered. He made his way back to the porch and, crouching there in hopeless misery, waited for the woman to return.

He had a dim memory when he awoke of somebody questioning him, and then of being half-pushed, half-carried upstairs to bed. There was something wrong with his head and his chest and he was trembling violently, and very cold. Somebody was speaking.
�You must have taken leave of your senses,� said the voice of Hannah. �I thought you were dead.�
He forced his eyes to open. �Doctor,� he muttered, �doctor.�
�Out on a bad case,� said Hannah. �I waited till I was tired of waiting, and then came along. Good thing for you I did. He�ll be round first thing this morning. He ought to be here now.�
She bustled about, tidying up the room, his leaden eyes following her as she collected the beef-tea and other things on a tray and carried them out.
�Nice thing I did yesterday,� she remarked, as she came back. �Left the missus�s bedroom window open. When I opened the door this morning I found that beautiful Chippendale glass of hers had blown off the table and smashed to pieces. Did you hear it?�
Goddard made no reply. In a confused fashion he was trying to think. Accident or not, the fall of the glass had served its purpose. Were there such things as accidents? Or was Life a puzzle � a puzzle into which every piece was made to fit? Fear and the wind... no: conscience and the wind... had saved the woman. He must get the powder back from her drawer... before she discovered it and denounced him. The medicine... he must remember not to take it...
He was very ill, seriously ill. He must have taken a chill owing to that panic flight into the garden. Why didn�t the doctor come? He had come... at last... he was doing something to his chest... it was cold.
Again... the doctor... there was something he wanted to tell him... Hannah and a powder... what was it?
Later on he remembered, together with other things that he had hoped to forget. He lay watching an endless procession of memories, broken at times by a glance at the doctor, the nurse, and Hannah, who were all standing near the bed regarding him. They had been there a long time and they were all very quiet. The last time he looked at Hannah was the first time for months that he had looked at her without loathing and hatred. Then he knew that he was dying.

Gentlemen and Players
E. W. HORNUNG

THE STORY
Original publication:Cassell�s Magazine, August 1898; first collected in The Amateur Cracksman by E.�W. Hornung (London, Methuen, 1899)

A. J. Raffles towers over the rogues of the Victorian and Edwardian era, becoming the most popular character in mystery fiction after Arthur Conan Doyle threw Sherlock Holmes into the Reichenbach Falls. The gentleman jewel thief�s name has become part of the English language, serving as a euphemism for a clever, gentlemanly thief.
Ironically, Ernest William Hornung (1866�1921), the creator of Raffles, was the brother-in-law of Arthur Conan Doyle, who wrote the Holmes stories, and dedicated the first Raffles book to him: �To A. C. D. This form of flattery.� Doyle was flattered but not amused. He wrote:
�I think I may claim that his famous character Raffles was a kind of inversion of Sherlock Holmes, Bunny playing Watson. He admits as much in his kindly dedication. I think there are few finer examples of short-story writing in our language than these, though I confess I think they are rather dangerous in their suggestion. I told him so before he put pen to paper, and the result has, I fear, borne me out. You must not make the criminal a hero.�
Raffles was an internationally famous cricket player who found himself penniless and, in desperation, decided to steal. He had intended the robbery to be a singular adventure but, once he had �tasted blood,� he found that he loved it and continued his nighttime exploits when he returned to London. �Why settle down to some humdrum, uncongenial billet,� he once mused, �when excitement, romance, danger, and a decent living were all going begging together? Of course, it�s very wrong, but we can�t all be moralists, and the distribution of wealth is very wrong to begin with.�
The stories are told in first person by Bunny Manders, the devoted companion of the charming and handsome amateur cracksman who lives in luxury at the Albany. Bunny had served as Raffles�s fag, or personal servant, as an underclassman when they were in public (i.e., private) school.
Hornung wrote three short story collections about the notorious jewel thief. The first, The Amateur Cracksman (1899), was selected for Queen�s Quorum; it was followed by The Black Mask, (1901; U.S. title: Raffles: Further Adventures of the Amateur Cracksman), and A Thief in the Night (1905). By the time of Mr. Justice Raffles (1909), Hornung�s only novel about the character, Raffles had become a detective.
Philip Atkey, using the pseudonym Barry Perowne, began to write about Raffles in 1933 (Raffles After Dark) and produced nine books and numerous short stories.
Other writers have also written parodies and pastiches about Raffles, the most famous being Graham Greene�s comic play, The Return of A. J. Raffles, produced by the Royal Shakespeare Company, which opened in London in December 1975.
�Gentlemen and Players� refers to professional versus amateur cricket players, and it is his skill as a cricketer that opens the door for Raffles to be invited to the homes of the aristocracy and the fabulously wealthy. He has had his eye on the famous Melrose necklace for years when he is invited to a dinner party at the owner�s house. Warned that thieves would make an attempt on the valuable jewels, the police have been called to protect them. A gang, led by the notorious Crawshay, has a plan � but they had not counted on Raffles.

THE FILM
Title: Raffles, 1939
Studio: United Artists
Director: Sam Wood
Screenwriters: John Van Druten, Sidney Howard
Producer: Samuel Goldwyn

THE CAST
��David Niven (A. J. Raffles)
��Olivia de Havilland (Gwen Manders)
��Dame May Whitty (Lady Melrose)
��Dudley Digges (Inspector Mackenzie)
��Douglas Walton (Bunny Manders)

The David Niven vehicle was the most elaborate film made about Raffles and had the biggest budget, but its screenplay was very close to several versions that preceded it � none of which had much semblance to the story on which it was very loosely based, though it did adopt many elements of Raffles, the Amateur Cracksman, a 1903 stage play that Hornung cowrote with Eugene Presbrey. Among the major alterations was the introduction of Bunny�s sister, Gwen, with whom Raffles had once been in love and now, seeing her again, falls in love with her again. There is no sister in any of Hornung�s stories.
The first cinematic representation of A. J. Raffles was Raffles, the Amateur Cracksman, a 1905 silent starring J. Barney Sherry that appears to be lost. It was followed by The Van Nostrand Tiara, an American 1913 silent film produced by the Biograph Company. It was directed by Anthony O�Sullivan with a screenplay by Clarence A. Frambers, starring James Cooley (Raffles), Claire McDowell (Kate), Harry Carey (�Society Detective�), and Hattie Delaro (Mrs. Van Nostrand). Raffles and Kate (a newly hired maid) have a perfect scheme to steal Mrs. Van Nostrand�s famous tiara but they are caught by the �Society Detective.�
The third Raffles film was also an American silent, Raffles, the Amateur Cracksman, produced by Hyclass Producing Company in 1917. It was directed by George Irving with a screenplay by Anthony P. Kelly, starring John Barrymore (Raffles), Evelyn Brent (Ethel), Frank Morgan (Bunny Manders), and Mike Donlin (Crawshay). The action begins aboard a ship with Raffles stealing a pearl and diving overboard to elude capture. He is spotted and a woman attempts to blackmail him when she later recognizes him.
Two more silent films followed: Mr. Justice Raffles (1921), the first British production, starring Gerald Ames, which was based on Hornung�s 1909 novel of the same title, though the script is almost unrecognizable. House Peters starred in a 1925 American silent in which Raffles is caught but escapes with the help of a young woman so they can run away to marry.
Ronald Colman was the suave Raffles in the first sound version, Raffles, released in 1930. Sidney Howard wrote the screenplay, which he then slightly rewrote with John Van Druten for the 1939 version. In the 1930 version, Kay Francis plays Lady Gwen, the introduced love interest. The film was extremely successful and Markham, a British production company, made a lightly connected sequel in 1932 titled The Return of Raffles starring George Barraud as Raffles and Claud Allister as Bunny.

GENTLEMEN AND PLAYERS
E. W. Hornung

Old Raffles may or may not have been an exceptional criminal, but as a cricketer I dare swear he was unique. Himself a dangerous bat, a brilliant field, and perhaps the very finest slow bowler of his decade, he took incredibly little interest in the game at large. He never went up to Lord�s without his cricket-bag, or showed the slightest interest in the result of a match in which he was not himself engaged. Nor was this mere hateful egotism on his part. He professed to have lost all enthusiasm for the game, and to keep it up only from the very lowest motives.
�Cricket,� said Raffles, �like everything else, is good enough sport until you discover a better. As a source of excitement it isn�t in it with other things you wot of, Bunny, and the involuntary comparison becomes a bore. What�s the satisfaction of taking a man�s wicket when you want his spoons? Still, if you can bowl a bit your low cunning won�t get rusty, and always looking for the weak spot�s just the kind of mental exercise one wants. Yes, perhaps there�s some affinity between the two things after all. But I�d chuck up cricket to-morrow, Bunny, if it wasn�t for the glorious protection it affords a person of my proclivities.�
�How so?� said I. �It brings you before the public, I should have thought, far more than is either safe or wise.�
�My dear Bunny, that�s exactly where you make a mistake. To follow Crime with reasonable impunity you simply must have a parallel, ostensible career � the more public the better. The principle is obvious. Mr. Peace, of pious memory, disarmed suspicion by acquiring a local reputation for playing the fiddle and taming animals, and it�s my profound conviction that Jack the Ripper was a really eminent public man, whose speeches were very likely reported alongside his atrocities. Fill the bill in some prominent part, and you�ll never be suspected of doubling it with another of equal prominence. That�s why I want you to cultivate journalism, my boy, and sign all you can. And it�s the one and only reason why I don�t burn my bats for firewood.�
Nevertheless, when he did play there was no keener performer on the field, nor one more anxious to do well for his side. I remember how he went to the nets, before the first match of the season, with his pocket full of sovereigns, which he put on the stumps instead of bails. It was a sight to see the professionals bowling like demons for the hard cash, for whenever a stump was hit a pound was tossed to the bowler and another balanced in its stead, while one man took �3 with a ball that spreadeagled the wicket. Raffles�s practice cost him either eight or nine sovereigns; but he had absolutely first-class bowling all the time; and he made fifty-seven runs next day.
It became my pleasure to accompany him to all his matches, to watch every ball he bowled, or played, or fielded, and to sit chatting with him in the pavilion when he was doing none of these three things. You might have seen us there, side by side, during the greater part of the Gentlemen�s first innings against the Players (who had lost the toss) on the second Monday in July. We were to be seen, but not heard, for Raffles had failed to score, and was uncommonly cross for a player who cared so little for the game. Merely taciturn with me, he was positively rude to more than one member who wanted to know how it had happened, or who ventured to commiserate him on his luck; there he sat, with a straw hat tilted over his nose and a cigarette stuck between lips that curled disagreeably at every advance. I was therefore much surprised when a young fellow of the exquisite type came and squeezed himself in between us, and met with a perfectly civil reception despite the liberty. I did not know the boy by sight, nor did Raffles introduce us; but their conversation proclaimed at once a slightness of acquaintanceship and a license on the lad�s part which combined to puzzle me. Mystification reached its height when Raffles was informed that the other�s father was anxious to meet him, and he instantly consented to gratify that whim.
�He�s in the Ladies� Enclosure. Will you come round now?�
�With pleasure,� says Raffles. �Keep a place for me, Bunny.�
And they were gone.
�Young Crowley,� said some voice further back. �Last year�s Harrow Eleven.�
�I remember him. Worst man in the team.�
�Keen cricketer, however. Stopped till he was twenty to get his colors. Governor made him. Keen breed. Oh, pretty, sir! Very pretty!�
The game was boring me. I only came to see old Raffles perform. Soon I was looking wistfully for his return, and at length I saw him beckoning me from the palings to the right.
�Want to introduce you to old Amersteth,� he whispered, when I joined him. �They�ve a cricket week next month, when this boy Crowley comes of age, and we�ve both got to go down and play.�
�Both!� I echoed. �But I�m no cricketer!�
�Shut up,� says Raffles. �Leave that to me. I�ve been lying for all I�m worth,� he added sepulchrally as we reached the bottom of the steps. �I trust to you not to give the show away.�
There was a gleam in his eye that I knew well enough elsewhere, but was unprepared for in those healthy, sane surroundings; and it was with very definite misgivings and surmises that I followed the Zingari blazer through the vast flower-bed of hats and bonnets that bloomed beneath the ladies� awning.
Lord Amersteth was a fine-looking man with a short mustache and a double chin. He received me with much dry courtesy, through which, however, it was not difficult to read a less flattering tale. I was accepted as the inevitable appendage of the invaluable Raffles, with whom I felt deeply incensed as I made my bow.
�I have been bold enough,� said Lord Amersteth, �to ask one of the Gentlemen of England to come down and play some rustic cricket for us next month. He is kind enough to say that he would have liked nothing better, but for this little fishing expedition of yours, Mr.�� , Mr.�� ,� and Lord Amersteth succeeded in remembering my name.
It was, of course, the first I had ever heard of that fishing expedition, but I made haste to say that it could easily, and should certainly, be put off. Raffles gleamed approval through his eyelashes. Lord Amersteth bowed and shrugged.
�You�re very good, I�m sure,� said he. �But I understand you�re a cricketer yourself?�
�He was one at school,� said Raffles, with infamous readiness.
�Not a real cricketer,� I was stammering meanwhile.
�In the eleven?� said Lord Amersteth.
�I�m afraid not,� said I.
�But only just out of it,� declared Raffles, to my horror.
�Well, well, we can�t all play for the Gentlemen,� said Lord Amersteth slyly. �My son Crowley only just scraped into the eleven at Harrow, and he�s going to play. I may even come in myself at a pinch; so you won�t be the only duffer, if you are one, and I shall be very glad if you will come down and help us too. You shall flog a stream before breakfast and after dinner, if you like.�
�I should be very proud,� I was beginning, as the mere prelude to resolute excuses; but the eye of Raffles opened wide upon me; and I hesitated weakly, to be duly lost.
�Then that�s settled,� said Lord Amersteth, with the slightest suspicion of grimness. �It�s to be a little week, you know, when my son comes of age. We play the Free Foresters, the Dorsetshire Gentlemen, and probably some local lot as well. But Mr. Raffles will tell you all about it, and Crowley shall write. Another wicket! By Jove, they�re all out! Then I rely on you both.� And, with a little nod, Lord Amersteth rose and sidled to the gangway.
Raffles rose also, but I caught the sleeve of his blazer.
�What are you thinking of?� I whispered savagely. �I was nowhere near the eleven. I�m no sort of cricketer. I shall have to get out of this!�
�Not you,� he whispered back. �You needn�t play, but come you must. If you wait for me after half-past six I�ll tell you why.�
But I could guess the reason; and I am ashamed to say that it revolted me much less than did the notion of making a public fool of myself on a cricket-field. My gorge rose at this as it no longer rose at crime, and it was in no tranquil humor that I strolled about the ground while Raffles disappeared in the pavilion. Nor was my annoyance lessened by a little meeting I witnessed between young Crowley and his father, who shrugged as he stopped and stooped to convey some information which made the young man look a little blank. It may have been pure self-consciousness on my part, but I could have sworn that the trouble was their inability to secure the great Raffles without his insignificant friend.
Then the bell rang, and I climbed to the top of the pavilion to watch Raffles bowl. No subleties are lost up there; and if ever a bowler was full of them, it was A. J. Raffles on this day, as, indeed, all the cricket world remembers. One had not to be a cricketer oneself to appreciate his perfect command of pitch and break, his beautifully easy action, which never varied with the varying pace, his great ball on the leg-stump � his dropping head-ball � in a word, the infinite ingenuity of that versatile attack. It was no mere exhibition of athletic prowess, it was an intellectual treat, and one with a special significance in my eyes. I saw the �affinity between the two things,� saw it in that afternoon�s tireless warfare against the flower of professional cricket. It was not that Raffles took many wickets for few runs; he was too fine a bowler to mind being hit; and time was short, and the wicket good. What I admired, and what I remember, was the combination of resource and cunning, of patience and precision, of head-work and handiwork, which made every over an artistic whole. It was all so characteristic of that other Raffles whom I alone knew!
�I felt like bowling this afternoon,� he told me later in the hansom. �With a pitch to help me, I�d have done something big; as it is, three for forty-one, out of the four that fell, isn�t so bad for a slow bowler on a plumb wicket against those fellows. But I felt venomous! Nothing riles me more than being asked about for my cricket as though I were a pro. myself.�
�Then why on earth go?�
�To punish them, and � because we shall be jolly hard up, Bunny, before the season�s over!�
�Ah!� said I. �I thought it was that.�
�Of course, it was! It seems they�re going to have the very devil of a week of it � balls � dinner parties � swagger house-party � general junketings � and obviously a houseful of diamonds as well. Diamonds galore! As a general rule nothing would induce me to abuse my position as a guest. I�ve never done it, Bunny. But in this case we�re engaged like the waiters and the band, and by heaven we�ll take our toll! Let�s have a quiet dinner somewhere and talk it over.�
�It seems rather a vulgar sort of theft,� I could not help saying; and to this, my single protest, Raffles instantly assented.
�It is a vulgar sort,� said he; �but I can�t help that. We�re getting vulgarly hard up again, and there�s an end on �t. Besides, these people deserve it, and can afford it. And don�t you run away with the idea that all will be plain sailing; nothing will be easier than getting some stuff, and nothing harder than avoiding all suspicion, as, of course, we must. We may come away with no more than a good working plan of the premises. Who knows? In any case there�s weeks of thinking in it for you and me.�
But with those weeks I will not weary you further than by remarking that the �thinking,� was done entirely by Raffles, who did not always trouble to communicate his thoughts to me. His reticence, however, was no longer an irritant. I began to accept it as a necessary convention of these little enterprises. And, after our last adventure of the kind, more especially after its d�nouement, my trust in Raffles was much too solid to be shaken by a want of trust in me, which I still believe to have been more the instinct of the criminal than the judgment of the man.
It was on Monday, the tenth of August, that we were due at Milchester Abbey, Dorset; and the beginning of the month found us cruising about that very county, with fly-rods actually in our hands. The idea was that we should acquire at once a local reputation as decent fishermen, and some knowledge of the countryside, with a view to further and more deliberate operations in the event of an unprofitable week. There was another idea which Raffles kept to himself until he had got me down there. Then one day he produced a cricket-ball in a meadow we were crossing, and threw me catches for an hour together. More hours he spent in bowling to me on the nearest green; and, if I was never a cricketer, at least I came nearer to being one, by the end of that week, than ever before or since.
Incident began early on the Monday. We had sallied forth from a desolate little junction within quite a few miles of Milchester, had been caught in a shower, had run for shelter to a wayside inn. A florid, overdressed man was drinking in the parlor, and I could have sworn it was at the sight of him that Raffles recoiled on the threshold, and afterwards insisted on returning to the station through the rain. He assured me, however, that the odor of stale ale had almost knocked him down. And I had to make what I could of his speculative, downcast eyes and knitted brows.
Milchester Abbey is a gray, quadrangular pile, deep-set in rich woody country, and twinkling with triple rows of quaint windows, every one of which seemed alight as we drove up just in time to dress for dinner. The carriage had whirled us under I know not how many triumphal arches in process of construction, and past the tents and flag-poles of a juicy-looking cricket-field, on which Raffles undertook to bowl up to his reputation. But the chief signs of festival were within, where we found an enormous house-party assembled, including more persons of pomp, majesty, and dominion than I had ever encountered in one room before. I confess I felt overpowered. Our errand and my own pretences combined to rob me of an address upon which I have sometimes plumbed myself; and I have a grim recollection of my nervous relief when dinner was at last announced. I little knew what an ordeal it was to prove.
I had taken in a much less formidable young lady than might have fallen to my lot. Indeed I began by blessing my good fortune in this respect. Miss Melhuish was merely the rector�s daughter, and she had only been asked to make an even number. She informed me of both facts before the soup reached us, and her subsequent conversation was characterized by the same engaging candor. It exposed what was little short of a mania for imparting information. I had simply to listen, to nod, and to be thankful. When I confessed to knowing very few of those present, even by sight, my entertaining companion proceeded to tell me who everybody was, beginning on my left and working conscientiously round to her right. This lasted quite a long time, and really interested me; but a great deal that followed did not, and, obviously to recapture my unworthy attention, Miss Melhuish suddenly asked me, in a sensational whisper, whether I could keep a secret.
I said I thought I might, whereupon another question followed, in still lower and more thrilling accents:
�Are you afraid of burglars?�
Burglars! I was roused at last. The word stabbed me. I repeated it in horrified query.
�So I�ve found something to interest you at last!� said Miss Melhuish, in na�ve triumph. �Yes � burglars! But don�t speak so loud. It�s supposed to be kept a great secret. I really oughtn�t to tell you at all!�
�But what is there to tell?� I whispered with satisfactory impatience.
�You promise not to speak of it?�
�Of course!�
�Well, then, there are burglars in the neighborhood.�
�Have they committed any robberies?�
�Not yet.�
�Then how do you know?�
�They�ve been seen. In the district. Two well-known London thieves!�
Two! I looked at Raffles. I had done so often during the evening, envying him his high spirits, his iron nerve, his buoyant wit, his perfect ease and self-possession. But now I pitied him; through all my own terror and consternation, I pitied him as he sat eating and drinking, and laughing and talking, without a cloud of fear or of embarrassment on his handsome, taking, daredevil face. I caught up my champagne and emptied the glass.
�Who has seen them?� I then asked calmly.
�A detective. They were traced down from town a few days ago. They are believed to have designs on the Abbey!�
�But why aren�t they run in?�
�Exactly what I asked papa on the way here this evening; he says there is no warrant out against the men at present, and all that can be done is to watch their movements.�
�Oh! so they are being watched?�
�Yes, by a detective who is down here on purpose. And I heard Lord Amersteth tell papa that they had been seen this afternoon at Warbeck Junction!�
The very place where Raffles and I had been caught in the rain! Our stampede from the inn was now explained; on the other hand, I was no longer to be taken by surprise by anything that my companion might have to tell me; and I succeeded in looking her in the face with a smile.
�This is really quite exciting, Miss Melhuish,� said I. �May I ask how you come to know so much about it?�
�It�s papa,� was the confidential reply. �Lord Amersteth consulted him, and he consulted me. But for goodness�s sake don�t let it get about! I can�t think what tempted me to tell you!�
�You may trust me, Miss Melhuish. But � aren�t you frightened?�
Miss Melhuish giggled.
�Not a bit! They won�t come to the rectory. There�s nothing for them there. But look round the table: look at the diamonds: look at old Lady Melrose�s necklace alone!�
The Dowager Marchioness of Melrose was one of the few persons whom it had been unnecessary to point out to me. She sat on Lord Amersteth�s right, flourishing her ear-trumpet, and drinking champagne with her usual notorious freedom, as dissipated and kindly a dame as the world has ever seen. It was a necklace of diamonds and sapphires that rose and fell about her ample neck.
�They say it�s worth five thousand pounds at least,� continued my companion. �Lady Margaret told me so this morning (that�s Lady Margaret next your Mr. Raffles, you know); and the old dear will wear them every night. Think what a haul they would be! No; we don�t feel in immediate danger at the rectory.�
When the ladies rose, Miss Melhuish bound me to fresh vows of secrecy; and left me, I should think, with some remorse for her indiscretion, but more satisfaction at the importance which it had undoubtedly given her in my eyes. The opinion may smack of vanity, though, in reality, the very springs of conversation reside in that same human, universal itch to thrill the auditor. The peculiarity of Miss Melhuish was that she must be thrilling at all costs. And thrilling she had surely been.
I spare you my feelings of the next two hours. I tried hard to get a word with Raffles, but again and again I failed. In the dining-room he and Crowley lit their cigarettes with the same match, and had their heads together all the time. In the drawing-room I had the mortification of hearing him talk interminable nonsense into the ear-trumpet of Lady Melrose, whom he knew in town. Lastly, in the billiard-room, they had a great and lengthy pool, while I sat aloof and chafed more than ever in the company of a very serious Scotchman, who had arrived since dinner, and who would talk of nothing but the recent improvements in instantaneous photography. He had not come to play in the matches (he told me), but to obtain for Lord Amersteth such a series of cricket photographs as had never been taken before; whether as an amateur or a professional photographer I was unable to determine. I remember, however, seeking distraction in little bursts of resolute attention to the conversation of this bore. And so at last the long ordeal ended; glasses were emptied, men said good-night, and I followed Raffles to his room.
�It�s all up!� I gasped, as he turned up the gas and I shut the door. �We�re being watched. We�ve been followed down from town. There�s a detective here on the spot!�
�How do you know?� asked Raffles, turning upon me quite sharply, but without the least dismay. And I told him how I knew.
�Of course,� I added, �it was the fellow we saw in the inn this afternoon.�
�The detective?� said Raffles. �Do you mean to say you don�t know a detective when you see one, Bunny?�
�If that wasn�t the fellow, which is?�
Raffles shook his head.
�To think that you�ve been talking to him for the last hour in the billiard-room and couldn�t spot what he was!�
�The Scotch photographer��
I paused aghast.
�Scotch he is,� said Raffles, �and photographer he may be. He is also Inspector Mackenzie of Scotland Yard � the very man I sent the message to that night last April. And you couldn�t spot who he was in a whole hour! O Bunny, Bunny, you were never built for crime!�
�But,� said I, �if that was Mackenzie, who was the fellow you bolted from at Warbeck?�
�The man he�s watching.�
�But he�s watching us!�
Raffles looked at me with a pitying eye, and shook his head again before handing me his open cigarette-case.
�I don�t know whether smoking�s forbidden in one�s bedroom, but you�d better take one of these and stand tight, Bunny, because I�m going to say something offensive.�
I helped myself with a laugh.
�Say what you like, my dear fellow, if it really isn�t you and I that Mackenzie�s after.�
�Well, then, it isn�t, and it couldn�t be, and nobody but a born Bunny would suppose for a moment that it was! Do you seriously think he would sit there and knowingly watch his man playing pool under his nose? Well, he might; he�s a cool hand, Mackenzie; but I�m not cool enough to win a pool under such conditions. At least I don�t think I am; it would be interesting to see. The situation wasn�t free from strain as it was, though I knew he wasn�t thinking of us. Crowley told me all about it after dinner, you see, and then I�d seen one of the men for myself this afternoon. You thought it was a detective who made me turn tail at that inn. I really don�t know why I didn�t tell you at the time, but it was just the opposite. That loud, red-faced brute is one of the cleverest thieves in London, and I once had a drink with him and our mutual fence. I was an Eastender from tongue to toe at the moment, but you will understand that I don�t run unnecessary risks of recognition by a brute like that.�
�He�s not alone, I hear.�
�By no means; there�s at least one other man with him; and it�s suggested that there may be an accomplice here in the house.�
�Did Lord Crowley tell you so?�
�Crowley and the champagne between them. In confidence, of course, just as your girl told you; but even in confidence he never let on about Mackenzie. He told me there was a detective in the background, but that was all. Putting him up as a guest is evidently their big secret, to be kept from the other guests because it might offend them, but more particularly from the servants whom he�s here to watch. That�s my reading of the situation, Bunny, and you will agree with me that it�s infinitely more interesting than we could have imagined it would prove.�
�But infinitely more difficult for us,� said I, with a sigh of pusillanimous relief. �Our hands are tied for this week, at all events.�
�Not necessarily, my dear Bunny, though I admit that the chances are against us. Yet I�m not so sure of that either. There are all sorts of possibilities in these three-cornered combinations. Set A to watch B, and he won�t have an eye left for C. That�s the obvious theory, but then Mackenzie�s a very big A. I should be sorry to have any boodle about me with that man in the house. Yet it would be great to nip in between A and B and score off them both at once! It would be worth a risk, Bunny, to do that; it would be worth risking something merely to take on old hands like B and his men at their own old game! Eh, Bunny? That would be something like a match. Gentlemen and Players at single wicket, by Jove!�
His eyes were brighter than I had known them for many a day. They shone with the perverted enthusiasm which was roused in him only by the contemplation of some new audacity. He kicked off his shoes and began pacing his room with noiseless rapidity; not since the night of the Old Bohemian dinner to Reuben Rosenthall had Raffles exhibited such excitement in my presence; and I was not sorry at the moment to be reminded of the fiasco to which that banquet had been the prelude.
�My dear A. J.,� said I in his very own tone, �you�re far too fond of the uphill game; you will eventually fall a victim to the sporting spirit and nothing else. Take a lesson from our last escape, and fly lower as you value our skins. Study the house as much as you like, but do � not � go and shove your head into Mackenzie�s mouth!�
My wealth of metaphor brought him to a standstill, with his cigarette between his fingers and a grin beneath his shining eyes.
�You�re quite right, Bunny. I won�t. I really won�t. Yet � you saw old Lady Melrose�s necklace? I�ve been wanting it for years! But I�m not going to play the fool; honor bright, I�m not; yet � by Jove!�� to get to windward of the professors and Mackenzie too! It would be a great game, Bunny, it would be a great game!�
�Well, you mustn�t play it this week.�
�No, no, I won�t. But I wonder how the professors think of going to work? That�s what one wants to know. I wonder if they�ve really got an accomplice in the house? How I wish I knew their game! But it�s all right, Bunny; don�t you be jealous; it shall be as you wish.�
And with that assurance I went off to my own room, and so to bed with an incredibly light heart. I had still enough of the honest man in me to welcome the postponement of our actual felonies, to dread their performance, to deplore their necessity: which is merely another way of stating the too patent fact that I was an incomparably weaker man than Raffles, while every whit as wicked. I had, however, one rather strong point. I possessed the gift of dismissing unpleasant considerations, not intimately connected with the passing moment, entirely from my mind. Through the exercise of this faculty I had lately been living my frivolous life in town with as much ignoble enjoyment as I had derived from it the year before; and similarly, here at Milchester, in the long-dreaded cricket-week, I had after all a quite excellent time.
It is true that there were other factors in this pleasing disappointment. In the first place, mirabile dictu, there were one or two even greater duffers than I on the Abbey cricket-field. Indeed, quite early in the week, when it was of most value to me, I gained considerable kudos for a lucky catch; a ball, of which I had merely heard the hum, stuck fast in my hand, which Lord Amersteth himself grasped in public congratulation. This happy accident was not to be undone even by me, and, as nothing succeeds like success, and the constant encouragement of the one great cricketer on the field was in itself an immense stimulus, I actually made a run or two in my very next innings. Miss Melhuish said pretty things to me that night at the great ball in honor of Viscount Crowley�s majority; she also told me that was the night on which the robbers would assuredly make their raid, and was full of arch tremors when we sat out in the garden, though the entire premises were illuminated all night long. Meanwhile the quiet Scotchman took countless photographs by day, which he developed by night in a dark room admirably situated in the servants� part of the house; and it is my firm belief that only two of his fellow-guests knew Mr. Clephane of Dundee for Inspector Mackenzie of Scotland Yard.
The week was to end with a trumpery match on the Saturday, which two or three of us intended abandoning early in order to return to town that night. The match, however, was never played. In the small hours of the Saturday morning a tragedy took place at Milchester Abbey.
Let me tell of the thing as I saw and heard it. My room opened upon the central gallery, and was not even on the same floor as that on which Raffles � and I think all the other men � were quartered. I had been put, in fact, into the dressing-room of one of the grand suites, and my too near neighbors were old Lady Melrose and my host and hostess. Now, by the Friday evening the actual festivities were at an end, and, for the first time that week, I must have been sound asleep since midnight, when all at once I found myself sitting up breathless. A heavy thud had come against my door, and now I heard hard breathing and the dull stamp of muffled feet.
�I�ve got ye,� muttered a voice. �It�s no use struggling.�
It was the Scotch detective, and a new fear turned me cold. There was no reply, but the hard breathing grew harder still, and the muffled feet beat the floor to a quicker measure. In sudden panic I sprang out of bed and flung open my door. A light burnt low on the landing, and by it I could see Mackenzie swaying and staggering in a silent tussle with some powerful adversary.
�Hold this man!� he cried, as I appeared. �Hold the rascal!�
But I stood like a fool until the pair of them backed into me, when, with a deep breath I flung myself on the fellow, whose face I had seen at last. He was one of the footmen who waited at table; and no sooner had I pinned him than the detective loosed his hold.
�Hang on to him,� he cried. �There�s more of �em below.�
And he went leaping down the stairs, as other doors opened and Lord Amersteth and his son appeared simultaneously in their pyjamas. At that my man ceased struggling; but I was still holding him when Crowley turned up the gas.
�What the devil�s all this?� asked Lord Amersteth, blinking. �Who was that ran downstairs?�
�Mac � Clephane!� said I hastily.
�Aha!� said he, turning to the footman. �So you�re the scoundrel, are you? Well done! Well done! Where was he caught?�
I had no idea.
�Here�s Lady Melrose�s door open,� said Crowley. �Lady Melrose! Lady Melrose!�
�You forget she�s deaf,� said Lord Amersteth. �Ah! that�ll be her maid.�
An inner door had opened; next instant there was a little shriek, and a white figure gesticulated on the threshold.
�O� donc est l��crin de Madame la Marquise? La fen�tre est ouverte. Il a disparu!�
�Window open and jewel-case gone, by Jove!� exclaimed Lord Amersteth. �Mais comment est Madame la Marquise? Estelle bien?�
�Oui, milor. Elle dort.�
�Sleeps through it all,� said my lord. �She�s the only one, then!�
�What made Mackenzie � Clephane � bolt?� young Crowley asked me.
�Said there were more of them below.�
�Why the devil couldn�t you tell us so before?� he cried, and went leaping downstairs in his turn.
He was followed by nearly all the cricketers, who now burst upon the scene in a body, only to desert it for the chase. Raffles was one of them, and I would gladly have been another, had not the footman chosen this moment to hurl me from him, and to make a dash in the direction from which they had come. Lord Amersteth had him in an instant; but the fellow fought desperately, and it took the two of us to drag him downstairs, amid a terrified chorus from half-open doors. Eventually we handed him over to two other footmen who appeared with their nightshirts tucked into their trousers, and my host was good enough to compliment me as he led the way outside.
�I thought I heard a shot,� he added. �Didn�t you?�
�I thought I heard three.�
And out we dashed into the darkness.
I remember how the gravel pricked my feet, how the wet grass numbed them as we made for the sound of voices on an outlying lawn. So dark was the night that we were in the cricketers� midst before we saw the shimmer of their pyjamas; and then Lord Amersteth almost trod on Mackenzie as he lay prostrate in the dew.
�Who�s this?� he cried. �What on earth�s happened?�
�It�s Clephane,� said a man who knelt over him. �He�s got a bullet in him somewhere.�
�Is he alive?�
�Barely.�
�Good God! Where�s Crowley?�
�Here I am,� called a breathless voice. �It�s no good, you fellows. There�s nothing to show which way they�ve gone. Here�s Raffles; he�s chucked it, too.� And they ran up panting.
�Well, we�ve got one of them, at all events,� muttered Lord Amersteth. �The next thing is to get this poor fellow indoors. Take his shoulders, somebody. Now his middle. Join hands under him. All together, now; that�s the way. Poor fellow! Poor fellow! His name isn�t Clephane at all. He�s a Scotland Yard detective, down here for these very villains!�
Raffles was the first to express surprise; but he had also been the first to raise the wounded man. Nor had any of them a stronger or more tender hand in the slow procession to the house. In a little we had the senseless man stretched on a sofa in the library. And there, with ice on his wound and brandy in his throat, his eyes opened and his lips moved.
Lord Amersteth bent down to catch the words.
�Yes, yes,� said he; �we�ve got one of them safe and sound. The brute you collared upstairs.� Lord Amersteth bent lower. �By Jove! Lowered the jewel-case out of the window, did he? And they�ve got clean away with it! Well, well! I only hope we�ll be able to pull this good fellow through. He�s off again.�
An hour passed: the sun was rising.
It found a dozen young fellows on the settees in the billiard-room, drinking whiskey and soda-water in their overcoats and pyjamas, and still talking excitedly in one breath. A time-table was being passed from hand to hand: the doctor was still in the library. At last the door opened, and Lord Amersteth put in his head.
�It isn�t hopeless,� said he, �but it�s bad enough. There�ll be no cricket to-day.�
Another hour, and most of us were on our way to catch the early train; between us we filled a compartment almost to suffocation. And still we talked all together of the night�s event; and still I was a little hero in my way, for having kept my hold of the one ruffian who had been taken; and my gratification was subtle and intense. Raffles watched me under lowered lids. Not a word had we had together; not a word did we have until we had left the others at Paddington, and were skimming through the streets in a hansom with noiseless tires and a tinkling bell.
�Well, Bunny,� said Raffles, �so the professors have it, eh?�
�Yes,� said I. �And I�m jolly glad!�
�That poor Mackenzie has a ball in his chest?�
�That you and I have been on the decent side for once.�
He shrugged his shoulders.
�You�re hopeless, Bunny, quite hopeless! I take it you wouldn�t have refused your share if the boodle had fallen to us? Yet you positively enjoy coming off second best � for the second time running! I confess, however, that the professors� methods were full of interest to me. I, for one, have probably gained as much in experience as I have lost in other things. That lowering the jewel-case out of the window was a very simple and effective expedient; two of them had been waiting below for it for hours.�
�How do you know?� I asked.
�I saw them from my own window, which was just above the dear old lady�s. I was fretting for that necklace in particular, when I went up to turn in for our last night � and I happened to look out of my window. In point of fact, I wanted to see whether the one below was open, and whether there was the slightest chance of working the oracle with my sheet for a rope. Of course I took the precaution of turning my light off first, and it was a lucky thing I did. I saw the pros. right down below, and they never saw me. I saw a little tiny luminous disk just for an instant, and then again for an instant a few minutes later. Of course I knew what it was, for I have my own watch-dial daubed with luminous paint; it makes a lantern of sorts when you can get no better. But these fellows were not using theirs as a lantern. They were under the old lady�s window. They were watching the time. The whole thing was arranged with their accomplice inside. Set a thief to catch a thief: in a minute I had guessed what the whole thing proved to be.�
�And you did nothing!� I exclaimed.
�On the contrary, I went downstairs and straight into Lady Melrose�s room��
�You did?�
�Without a moment�s hesitation. To save her jewels. And I was prepared to yell as much into her ear-trumpet for all the house to hear. But the dear lady is too deaf and too fond of her dinner to wake easily.�
�Well?�
�She didn�t stir.�
�And yet you allowed the professors, as you call them, to take her jewels, case and all!�
�All but this,� said Raffles, thrusting his fist into my lap. �I would have shown it you before, but really, old fellow, your face all day has been worth a fortune to the firm!�
And he opened his fist, to shut it next instant on the bunch of diamonds and of sapphires that I had last seen encircling the neck of Lady Melrose.
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The greatest criminal character in literature is A. J. Raffles, the gentleman jewel thief created by E. W. Hornung at the end of the Victorian era, his first book appearance being in The Amateur Cracksman (1899). A few years after the author�s death in 1921, the popularity of the character remained at such a high level that British magazine The Thriller asked Barry Perowne, already a regular contributor, to continue the rogue�s adventures. After making arrangements with the estate of Hornung, Perowne produced many more stories about Raffles than his creator had, as well as several novels.
Philip Atkey (1908�1985), using the pseudonym Barry Perowne, wrote hundreds of stories and more than twenty novels, many featuring the suave safecracker and his sidekick, Bunny Manders, including The Return of Raffles (1933), Raffles in Pursuit (1934), Raffles Under Sentence (1936), and Raffles Revisited (1974), a short story collection.
The exceptionally versatile and prolific Atkey also produced numerous thirty-thousand-word paperback original novellas about Dick Turpin, the notorious highwayman, and Red Jim, the first air detective.
�The Blind Spot� is quite different from much of his work, which tended to be plot-driven and fast-paced. In this ingenuous story, character and nuance is preeminent, along with a stunning, original plot that will leave readers wanting to throttle the author.
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One can only wonder why anyone bothered to buy the rights to Barry Perowne�s story since the screenplay bears as much similarity to it as it does to Gone with the Wind.
The entire point of the short story is that a playwright has come up with the perfect solution to an impossible crime, inventing a credible method by which a person can be stabbed to death in a locked room. He tells the story to a fellow drinker at a bar, then drunkenly steps in front of a taxi, knocking his brilliant solution out of his mind.
In the film, there is a locked-room murder, but certainly no brilliant solution. If I told you the denouement, you would not believe me. It is a standard detective story of an innocent man being accused of murder, too drunk to remember whether he actually committed the crime, followed by his efforts to prove that he didn�t. Have you ever heard this plot before? It appears that Martin Goldsmith, a very good screenwriter, was more interested in turning the story into an over-the top noir film � with dialogue to match (�a .45 caliber toothache�; �the heat sapped my vitality like ten thousand blood-thirsty dwarves�).
Chester Morris had built a career in B movies, most notably the Boston Blackie series, and few would have described him as the next John Barrymore. His long scene as a drunk is among the most boring and irritating in the history of cinema. In his biography, he revealed that his friend, Roland West, had given him a deathbed confession that he had murdered the actress Thelma Todd.
Constance Dowling had been a model, singer, and dancer before going to Hollywood to be a film actress. A Veronica Lake type, she had a long affair with married director Elia Kazan in New York but he wouldn�t leave his wife and the affair ended when Dowling went west. She was later involved with Italian poet/novelist Cesare Pavese, who committed suicide in 1950 after being rejected by Dowling.
The working titles of Blind Spot during filming were Inside Story and Trapped.

THE BLIND SPOT
Barry Perowne

Annixter loved the little man like a brother. He put an arm around the little man�s shoulders, partly from affection and partly to prevent himself from falling. He had been drinking earnestly since seven o�clock the previous evening. It was now nudging midnight, and things were a bit hazy. The lobby was full of the thump of hot music; down two steps, there were a lot of tables, a lot of people, a lot of noise. Annixter had no idea what this place was called, or how he had got there, or when. He had been in so many places since seven o�clock the previous evening.
�In a nutshell,� confided Annixter, leaning heavily on the little man, �a woman fetched you a kick in the face, or fate fetches you a kick in the face. Same thing, really � a woman and fate. So what? So you think it�s the finish, an� you go out and get plastered. You get good an� plastered,� said Annixter, �an� you brood.
�You sit there an� you drink an� you brood � an� in the end you find you�ve brooded up just about the best idea you ever had in your life! �At�s the way it goes,� said Annixter, �an� �at�s my philosophy � the harder you kick a playwright, the better he works.�
He gestured with such vehemence that he would have collapsed if the little man hadn�t steadied him. The little man was poker-backed, his grip was firm. His mouth was firm, too � a straight line, almost colourless. He wore hexagonal rimless spectacles, a black hard-felt hat, a neat pepper-and-salt suit. He looked pale and prim beside the flushed, rumpled Annixter.
From her counter, the hat-check girl watched them indifferently.
�Don�t you think,� the little man said to Annixter, �you ought to go home now? I�ve been honoured you should tell me the scenario of your play, but��
�I had to tell someone,� said Annixter, �or blow my top! Oh, boy, what a play, what a play! What a murder, eh? That climax��
The full, dazzling perfection of it struck him again. He stood frowning, considering, swaying a little � then nodded abruptly, groped for the little man�s hand, warmly pumphandled it.
�Sorry I can�t stick around,� said Annixter, �I got work to do.�
He crammed his hat on shapelessly, headed on a slightly elliptical course across the lobby, thrust the double doors open with both hands, lurched out into the night.
It was, to his inflamed imagination, full of lights, winking and tilting across the dark. Sealed Room by James Annixter. No. Room Reserved by James� No, no Blue Room. Room Blue by James Annixter�
He stepped, oblivious, off the curb, and a taxi, swinging in toward the place he had just left, skidded with suddenly locked, squealing wheels on the wet road.
Something hit Annixter violently in the chest, and all the lights he had been seeing exploded in his face.
Then there weren�t any lights.
Mr. James Annixter, the playwright, was knocked down by a taxi late last night when leaving the Casa Havana. After hospital treatment for shock and superficial injuries, he returned to his home.


The lobby of the Casa Havana was full of the thump of music; down two steps there were a lot of tables, a lot of people, a lot of noise. The hat-check girl looked wonderingly at Annixter � at the plaster on his forehead, the black sling which supported his left arm.
�My,� said the hat-check girl, �I certainly didn�t expect to see you again so soon!�
�You remember me, then?� said Annixter, smiling.
�I ought to,� said the hat-check girl. �You cost me a night�s sleep! I heard those brakes squeal after you went out the door that night � and there was a sort of thud!� She shuddered. �I kept hearing it all night long. I can still hear it now � a week after! Horrible!�
�You�re sensitive,� said Annixter.
�I got too much imagination,� the hat-check girl admitted. �F�instance, I just knew it was you even before I run to the door and see you lying there. That man you was with was standing just outside. �My heavens,� I say to him, �it�s your friend!� �
�What did he say?� Annixter asked.
�He says, �He�s not my friend. He�s just someone I met.� Funny, eh?�
Annixter moistened his lips.
�How d�you mean,� he said carefully, �funny? I was just someone he�d met.�
�Yes, but � man you been drinking with,� said the hat-check girl, �killed before your eyes. Because he must have seen it; he went out right after you. You�d think he�d �a� been interested, at least. But when the taxi driver starts shouting for witnesses, it wasn�t his fault, I looks around for that man � an� he�s gone!�
Annixter exchanged a glance with Ransome, his producer, who was with him. It was a slightly puzzled, slightly anxious glance. But he smiled, then, at the hat-check girl.
�Not quite �killed before his eyes,� � said Annixter. �Just shaken up a bit, that�s all.�
There was no need to explain to her how curious, how eccentric, had been the effect of that �shaking up� upon his mind.
�If you could �a� seen yourself lying there with the taxi�s lights shining on you��
�Ah, there�s that imagination of yours!� said Annixter.
He hesitated for just an instant, then asked the question he had come to ask � the question which had assumed so profound an importance for him.
He asked, �That man I was with � who was he?�
The hat-check girl looked from one to the other. She shook her head.
�I never saw him before,� she said, �and I haven�t seen him since.�
Annixter felt as though she had struck him in the face. He had hoped, hoped desperately, for a different answer; he had counted on it.
Ransome put a hand on his arm, restrainingly.
�Anyway,� said Ransome, �as we�re here, let�s have a drink.�
They went down the two steps into the room where the band thumped. A waiter led them to a table, and Ransome gave him an order.
�There was no point in pressing that girl,� Ransome said to Annixter. �She doesn�t know the man, and that�s that. My advice to you, James, is: Don�t worry. Get your mind on something else. Give yourself a chance. After all, it�s barely a week since��
�A week!� Annixter said. �Hell, look what I�ve done in that week! The whole of the first two acts, and the third act right up to that crucial point � the climax of the whole thing: the solution: the scene that the play stands or falls on! It would have been done, Bill � the whole play, the best thing I ever did in my life � it would have been finished two days ago if it hadn�t been for this�� he knuckled his forehead � �this extraordinary blind spot, this damnable little trick of memory!�
�You had a very rough shaking up��
�That?� Annixter said contemptuously. He glanced down at the sling on his arm. �I never even felt it; it didn�t bother me. I woke up in the ambulance with my play as vivid in my mind as the moment the taxi hit me � more so, maybe, because I was stone cold sober then, and knew what I had. A winner � a thing that just couldn�t miss!�
�If you�d rested,� Ransome said, �as the doc told you, instead of sitting up in bed there scribbling night and day��
�I had to get it on paper. Rest?� said Annixter, and laughed harshly. �You don�t get rest when you�ve got a thing like that. That�s what you live for � if you�re a playwright. That is living! I�ve lived eight whole lifetimes, in those eight characters, during the past five days. I�ve lived so utterly in them, Bill, that it wasn�t till I actually came to write that last scene that I realized what I�d lost! Only my whole play, that�s all! How was Cynthia stabbed in that windowless room into which she had locked and bolted herself? How did the killer get to her? How was it done?
�Hell,� Annixter said, �scores of writers, better men than I am, have tried to put that sealed room murder over � and never quite done it convincingly: never quite got away with it: been overelaborate, phoney! I had it � heaven help me, I had it! Simple, perfect, glaringly obvious when you�ve once seen it! And it�s my whole play � the curtain rises on that sealed room and falls on it! That was my revelation � how it was done! That was what I got, by the way of playwright�s compensation, because a woman I thought I loved kicked me in the face � I brooded up the answer to the sealed room! And a taxi knocked it out of my head!�
He drew a long breath.
�I�ve spent two days and two nights, Bill, trying to get that idea back � how it was done! It won�t come. I�m a competent playwright; I know my job; I could finish my play, but it�d be like all those others � not quite right, phoney! It wouldn�t be my play! But there�s a little man walking around this city somewhere � a little man with hexagonal glasses � who�s got my idea in his head! He�s got it because I told it to him. I�m going to find that little man, and get back what belongs to me! I�ve got to! Don�t you see that, Bill? I�ve got to!�
If the gentleman who, at the Casa Havana on the night of January 27th so patiently listened to a playwright�s outlining of an idea for a drama will communicate with the Box No. below, he will hear of something to his advantage.


A little man who had said, �He�s not my friend. He�s just someone I met��
A little man who�d seen an accident but hadn�t waited to give evidence�
The hat-check girl had been right. There was something a little queer about that.
A little queer?
During the next few days, when the advertisements he�d inserted failed to bring any reply, it began to seem to Annixter very queer indeed.
His arm was out of its sling now, but he couldn�t work. Time and again, he sat down before his almost completed manuscript, read it through with close, grim attention, thinking, �It�s bound to come back this time!� � only to find himself up against that blind spot again, that blank wall, that maddening hiatus in his memory.
He left his work and prowled the streets; he haunted bars and saloons; he rode for miles on buses and subways, especially at the rush hours. He saw a million faces, but the face of the little man with hexagonal glasses he did not see.
The thought of him obsessed Annixter. It was infuriating, it was unjust, it was torture to think that a little, ordinary, chance-met citizen was walking blandly around somewhere with the last link of his, the celebrated James Annixter�s, play � the best thing he�d ever done � locked away in his head. And with no idea of what he had: without the imagination, probably, to appreciate what he had! And certainly with no idea of what it meant to Annixter!
Or had he some idea? Was he, perhaps, not quite so ordinary as he�d seemed? Had he seen those advertisements, drawn from them tortuous inferences of his own? Was he holding back with some scheme for shaking Annixter down for a packet?
The more Annixter thought about it, the more he felt that the hat-check girl had been right, that there was something very queer indeed about the way the little man had behaved after the accident.
Annixter�s imagination played around the man he was seeking, tried to probe into his mind, conceived reasons for his fading away after the accident, for his failure to reply to the advertisements.
Annixter�s was an active and dramatic imagination. The little man who had seemed so ordinary began to take on a sinister shape in Annixter�s mind�
But the moment he actually saw the little man again, he realized how absurd it was. It was so absurd that it was laughable. The little man was so respectable; his shoulders were so straight; his pepper-and-salt suit was so neat; his black hard-felt hat was set so squarely on his head�
The doors of the subway train were just closing when Annixter saw him, standing on the platform with a briefcase in one hand, a folded evening paper under his other arm. Light from the train shone on his prim, pale face; his hexagonal spectacles flashed. He turned toward the exit as Annixter lunged for the closing doors of the train, squeezed between them onto the platform.
Craning his head to see above the crowd, Annixter elbowed his way through, ran up the stairs two at a time, put a hand on the little man�s shoulder.
�Just a minute,� Annixter said. �I�ve been looking for you.�
The little man checked instantly, at the touch of Annixter�s hand. Then he turned his head and looked at Annixter. His eyes were pale behind the hexagonal, rimless glasses � a pale grey. His mouth was a straight line, almost colourless.
Annixter loved the little man like a brother. Merely finding the little man was a relief so great that it was like the lifting of a black cloud from his spirits. He patted the little man�s shoulder affectionately.
�I�ve got to talk to you,� said Annixter. �It won�t take a minute. Let�s go somewhere.�
The little man said, �I can�t imagine what you want to talk to me about.�
He moved slightly to one side, to let a woman pass. The crowd from the train had thinned, but there were still people going up and down the stairs. The little man looked, politely inquiring, at Annixter.
Annixter said, �Of course you can�t, it�s so damned silly! But it�s about that play��
�Play?�
Annixter felt a faint anxiety.
�Look,� he said, �I was drunk that night � I was very, very drunk! But looking back, my impression is that you were dead sober. You were, weren�t you?�
�I�ve never been drunk in my life.�
�Thank heaven for that!� said Annixter. �Then you won�t have any difficulty in remembering the little point I want you to remember.� He grinned, shook his head. �You had me going there, for a minute, I thought��
�I don�t know what you thought,� the little man said. �But I�m quite sure you�re mistaking me for somebody else. I haven�t any idea what you�re talking about. I never saw you before in my life. I�m sorry. Good night.�
He turned and started up the stairs. Annixter stared after him. He couldn�t believe his ears. He stared blankly after the little man for an instant, then a rush of anger and suspicion swept away his bewilderment. He raced up the stairs, caught the little man by the arm.
�Just a minute,� said Annixter. �I may have been drunk, but��
�That,� the little man said, �seems evident. Do you mind taking your hand off me?�
Annixter controlled himself. �I�m sorry,� he said. �Let me get this right, though. You say you�ve never seen me before. Then you weren�t at the Casa Havana on the 27th � somewhere between ten o�clock and midnight? You didn�t have a drink or two with me, and listen to an idea for a play that had just come into my mind?�
The little man looked steadily at Annixter.
�I�ve told you,� the little man said. �I�ve never set eyes on you before.�
�You didn�t see me get hit by a taxi?� Annixter pursued, tensely. �You didn�t say to the hat-check girl, �He�s not my friend. He�s just someone I met�?�
�I don�t know what you�re talking about,� the little man said sharply.
He made to turn away, but Annixter gripped his arm again.
�I don�t know,� Annixter said, between his teeth, �anything about your private affairs, and I don�t want to. You may have had some good reason for wanting to duck giving evidence as a witness of that taxi accident. You may have some good reason for this act you�re pulling on me, now. I don�t know and I don�t care. But it is an act. You are the man I told my play to!
�I want you to tell that story back to me as I told it to you; I have my reasons � personal reasons, of concern to me and me only. I want you to tell the story back to me � that�s all I want! I don�t want to know who you are, or anything about you, I just want you to tell me that story!�
�You ask,� the little man said, �an impossibility, since I never heard it.�
Annixter kept an iron hold on himself.
He said, �Is it money? Is this some sort of a hold-up? Tell me what you want; I�ll give it to you. Lord help me, I�d go so far as to give you a share in the play! That�ll mean real money. I know, because I know my business. And maybe � maybe,� said Annixter, struck by a sudden thought, �you know it, too! Eh?�
�You�re insane or drunk!� the little man said.
With a sudden movement, he jerked his arm free, raced up the stairs. A train was rumbling in, below. People were hurrying down. He weaved and dodged among them with extraordinary celerity.
He was a small man, light, and Annixter was heavy. By the time he reached the street, there was no sign of the little man. He was gone.

Was the idea, Annixter wondered, to steal his play? By some wild chance did the little man nurture a fantastic ambition to be a dramatist? Had he, perhaps, peddled his precious manuscripts in vain, for years, around the managements? Had Annixter�s play appeared to him as a blinding flash of hope in the gathering darkness of frustration and failure: something he had imagined he could safely steal because it had seemed to him the random inspiration of a drunkard who by morning would have forgotten he had ever given birth to anything but a hangover?
That, Annixter thought, would be a laugh! That would be irony�
He took another drink. It was his fifteenth since the little man with the hexagonal glasses had given him the slip, and Annixter was beginning to reach the stage where he lost count of how many places he had had drinks in tonight. It was also the stage, though, where he was beginning to feel better, where his mind was beginning to work.
He could imagine just how the little man must have felt as the quality of the play he was being told, with hiccups, gradually had dawned upon him.
�This is mine!� the little man would have thought. �I�ve got to have this. He�s drunk, he�s soused, he�s bottled � he�ll have forgotten every word of it by the morning! Go on! Go on, mister! Keep talking!�
That was a laugh, too � the idea that Annixter would have forgotten his play by the morning. Other things Annixter forgot, unimportant things; but never in his life had he forgotten the minutest detail that was to his purpose as a playwright. Never! Except once, because a taxi had knocked him down.
Annixter took another drink. He needed it. He was on his own now. There wasn�t any little man with hexagonal glasses to fill that blind spot for him. The little man was gone. He was gone as though he�d never been. To hell with him! Annixter had to fill in that blind spot himself. He had to do it � somehow!
He had another drink. He had quite a lot more drinks. The bar was crowded and noisy, but he didn�t notice the noise � till someone came up and slapped him on the shoulder. It was Ransome.
Annixter stood up, leaning with his knuckles on the table.
�Look, Bill,� Annixter said, �how about this? Man forgets an idea, see? He wants to get it back � gotta get it back! Idea comes from inside, works back inward. How�s that?�
He swayed, peering at Ransome.
�Better have a little drink,� said Ransome. �I�d need to think that out.�
�I,� said Annixter, �have thought it out!� He crammed his hat shapelessly on to his head. �Be seeing you, Bill. I got work to do!�
He started, on a slightly tacking course, for the door � and his apartment.
It was Joseph, his �man,� who opened the door of his apartment to him, some twenty minutes later. Joseph opened the door while Annixter�s latchkey was still describing vexed circles around the lock.
�Good evening, sir,� said Joseph.
Annixter stared at him. �I didn�t tell you to stay the night.�
�I hadn�t any reason for going out, sir,� Joseph explained. He helped Annixter off with his coat. �I rather enjoy a quiet evening in, once in a while.�
�You got to get out of here,� said Annixter.
�Thank you, sir,� said Joseph. �I�ll go and throw a few things into a bag.�
Annixter went into his big living-room-study, poured himself a drink.
The manuscript of his play lay on the desk. Annixter, swaying a little, glass in hand, stood frowning down at the untidy slack of yellow paper, but he didn�t begin to read. He waited until he heard the outer door click shut behind Joseph, then he gathered up his manuscript, the decanter and a glass, and the cigarette box. Thus laden, he went into the hall, walked across it to the door of Joseph�s room.
There was a bolt on the inside of this door and the room was the only one in the apartment which had no window � both facts which made the room the only one suitable to Annixter�s purpose.
With his free hand, he switched on the light.
It was a plain little room, but Annixter noticed, with a faint grin, that the bedspread and the cushion in the worn basket-chair were both blue. Appropriate, he thought � a good omen. Room Blue by James Annixter�
Joseph had evidently been lying on the bed, reading the evening paper; the paper lay on the rumpled quilt, and the pillow was dented. Beside the head of the bed, opposite the door, was a small table littered with shoe-brushes and dusters.
Annixter swept this paraphernalia on to the floor. He put his stack of manuscript, the decanter and glass and cigarette box on the table, and went across and bolted the door. He pulled the basket-chair up to the table and sat down, lighted a cigarette.
He leaned back in the chair, smoking, letting his mind ease into the atmosphere he wanted � the mental atmosphere of Cynthia, the woman in his play, the woman who was afraid, so afraid that she had locked and bolted herself into a windowless room, a sealed room.
�This is how she sat,� Annixter told himself, �just as I�m sitting now: in a room with no windows, the door locked and bolted. Yet he got at her. He got at her with a knife � in a room with no windows, the door remaining locked and bolted on the inside. How was it done?�
There was a way in which it could be done. He, Annixter, had thought of that way: he had conceived it, invented it � and forgotten it. His idea had produced the circumstances. Now, deliberately, he had reproduced the circumstances, that he might think back to the idea. He had put his person in the position of the victim, that his mind might grapple with the problem of the murderer.
It was very quiet: not a sound in the room, the whole apartment.
For a long time, Annixter sat unmoving. He sat unmoving until the intensity of his concentration began to waver. Then he relaxed. He pressed the palms of his hands to his forehead for a moment, then reached for the decanter. He splashed himself a strong drink. He had almost recovered what he sought; he had felt it close, had been on the very verge of it.
�Easy,� he warned himself, �take it easy. Rest. Relax. Try again in a minute.�
He looked around for something to divert his mind, picked up the paper from Joseph�s bed.
At the first words that caught his eye, his heart stopped.
The woman, in whose body were found three knife wounds, any of which might have been fatal, was in a windowless room, the only door to which was locked and bolted on the inside. These elaborate precautions appear to have been habitual with her, and no doubt she went in continual fear of her life, as the police know her to have been a persistent and pitiless blackmailer.
Apart from the unique problem set by the circumstance of the sealed room is the problem of how the crime could have gone undiscovered for so long a period, the doctor�s estimate from the condition of the body as some twelve to fourteen days.


Twelve to fourteen days�
Annixter read back over the remainder of the story; then let the paper fall to the floor. The pulse was heavy in his head. His face was grey. Twelve to fourteen days? He could put it closer than that. It was exactly thirteen nights ago that he had sat in the Casa Havana and told a little man with hexagonal glasses how to kill a woman in a sealed room!
Annixter sat very still for a minute. Then he poured himself a drink. It was a big one, and he needed it. He felt a strange sense of wonder, of awe.
They had been in the same boat, he and the little man � thirteen nights ago. They had both been kicked in the face by a woman. One, as a result, had conceived a murder play. The other had made the play reality!
�And I actually, tonight, offered him a share!� Annixter thought. �I talked about �real� money!�
That was a laugh. All the money in the universe wouldn�t have made that little man admit that he had seen Annixter before � that Annixter had told him the plot of a play about how to kill a woman in a sealed room! Why, he, Annixter, was the one person in the world who could denounce that little man! Even if he couldn�t tell them, because he had forgotten, just how he had told the little man the murder was to be committed, he could still put the police on the little man�s track. He could describe him, so that they could trace him. And once on his track, the police would ferret out links, almost inevitably, with the dead woman.
A queer thought � that he, Annixter, was probably the only menace, the only danger, to the little prim, pale man with the hexagonal spectacles. The only menace � as, of course, the little man must know very well.
He must have been very frightened when he had read that the playwright who had been knocked down outside the Casa Havana had only received �superficial injuries.� He must have been still more frightened when Annixter�s advertisements had begun to appear. What must he have felt tonight, when Annixter�s hand had fallen on his shoulder?
A curious idea occurred, now, to Annixter. It was from tonight, precisely from tonight, that he was a danger to that little man. He was, because of the inferences the little man must infallibly draw, a deadly danger as from the moment the discovery of the murder in the sealed room was published. The discovery had been published tonight and the little man had a paper under his arm�
Annixter�s was a lively and resourceful imagination.
It was, of course, just in the cards that, when he�d lost the little man�s trail at the subway station, the little man might have turned back, picked up his, Annixter�s trail.
And Annixter had sent Joseph out. He was, it dawned slowly upon Annixter, alone in the apartment � alone in a windowless room, with the door locked and bolted on the inside, at his back.
Annixter felt a sudden, icy and wild panic.
He half rose, but it was too late.
It was too late, because at that moment the knife slid, thin and keen and delicate, into his back, fatally, between the ribs.
Annixter�s head bowed slowly forward until his cheek rested on the manuscript of his play. He made only one sound � a queer sound, indistinct, yet identifiable as a kind of laughter.
The fact was, Annixter had just remembered.

The Trial of John Nobody
A. H. Z. CARR

THE STORY
Original publication:Ellery Queen�s Mystery Magazine, November 1950; first published in book form in The Queen�s Awards, Fifth Series (Boston, Little, Brown, 1950)

American economist and mystery writer Albert H. Zolatkoff Carr (1902�1971) was born in Chicago and graduated with a BA degree from the University of Chicago. He received an MA degree from Columbia University and also studied at the London School of Economics. Following a business career, he entered government service during World War II, working as assistant to the chairman of the War Productions Board. Later, he was an economic advisor to Franklin D. Roosevelt and a special consultant to Harry S. Truman.
His writing career was a varied one. During the Great Depression of the 1930s he wrote romantic fiction for such popular magazines as Harper�s, The Saturday Evening Post, and Reader�s Digest to supplement his income. He also wrote about politics and economics, and his inspirational book, How to Attract Good Luck (1952), had numerous printings in the United States and was translated into several languages.
Carr once averred that he turned to writing mysteries to preserve his sanity. His short stories were perennial award winners in Ellery Queen�s Mystery Magazine contests, winning first prize in 1956 for �The Black Kitten,� a symbolic story of race relations.
Carr�s Finding Maubee (1971; the British title is The Calypso Murders) posthumously won the Mystery Writers of America Edgar Award for Best First Novel. It is the story of a black policeman searching for a murder suspect on a fictional island in the Caribbean. Filmed by MGM in 1989 as The Mighty Quinn, it was directed by Carl Schenkel and starred Denzel Washington, Robert Townsend, and James Fox.
Few mystery stories offer as confounding and tantalizing a situation as �The Trial of John Nobody,� in which a man is on trial for murder but no one wants to see him convicted.

THE FILM
Title: Johnny Nobody, 1961
Studio: Eros Films (UK)
Director: Nigel Patrick
Screenwriter: Patrick Kirwan
Producer: John R. Sloan

THE CAST
��Nigel Patrick (Father Carey)
��Yvonne Mitchell (Miss Floyd)
��William Bendix (James Ronald Mulcahy)
��Aldo Ray (Johnny Nobody)

The essence of the film follows closely A. H. Z. Carr�s short story, in which a man loudly, confidently, and obnoxiously stands in front of a church and dares God to kill him. His wish is granted when a man, a total stranger, emerges from the angry crowd and shoots him dead. The murder victim, James Ronald Mulcahy, was an Irish-American author who retired to an Irish village, outraging his neighbors by drunkenly proclaiming his atheism. Immediately after shooting Mulcahy, the killer claims amnesia. He turns for guidance to Father Carey, the local priest, who names him �Johnny Nobody� since he is unknown in the area and claims to have forgotten his name.
After Johnny is taken into custody and goes to trial, Father Carey begins to investigate and learns that a woman appears to be involved in some way. Known as Miss Floyd and claiming to be a reporter, Carey learns her secret and her connection to the case.
Much of the film was shot in the picturesque Irish village of Enniskerry in County Wicklow, which remarkably was also used as a location for such other films as Flight of the Doves (1971), Into the West (1992), P.S. I Love You (2007), and Leap Year (2010).
One of the executive producers was Albert R. Broccoli, who went on to produce the first James Bond film, Dr. No (1962), and many more � the most successful film series in history.
Nigel Patrick, the star of the film and its director, was named one of the top ten British box office draws in 1952 and 1953 in a poll of operators of British movie houses. (Bob Hope was number one.)

THE TRIAL OF JOHN NOBODY
A. H. Z. Carr

The train was late, and the conductor harassed. When, on a hasty passage through the coaches, he was stopped by a clergyman who had already questioned him twice, he suppressed his annoyance only out of deference to the collar. Yes, he admitted coldly, they had lost more time. They would not reach Wicheka much before three o�clock. The acute concern manifested by the clergyman at this news caused the conductor to look at him attentively. Suddenly he found something familiar in the tall figure, the baldish, gray-fringed head, and the bony, lined, worried face. His eyes widened, and he said:
�Say, you�re Dr. Millard, aren�t you?�
The clergyman glanced quickly around him with a touch of apprehension, and winced as he saw eyes turn toward him from seats within hearing distance. �Yes,� he murmured. Instantly a chain of whispers was audible in the car: �Dr. Millard.� �Where?� �Over there, talking with the conductor.� �Dr. Millard.� �Over there.�
�Well, well,� said the conductor, mingling respect with satisfaction, �I�d like to shake your hand, Reverend.�
�Why � certainly,� the clergyman replied, extending a thin reluctant hand to the other�s eager grasp.
The conductor was no longer in a hurry. �Right from the first I felt about this thing the way you do. I told my wife, �You mark my words, this is a real miracle.� The way I look at it, this John Nobody is kind of a Joan of Arc. Those voices. We�ve been going to church a lot more regular since this happened, Reverend. And we�ve got you to thank for it.�
Dr. Millard said slowly, �I... I�m glad.�
�Say,� the conductor exclaimed, as if struck by understanding. �The trial! That�s why you�re so � I get it. I�m sure sorry we�re late, Reverend. But you�ll make it all right. You don�t have a thing to worry about. There�s no jury in this country would find John Nobody guilty. When he killed Durgeon, he was performing the service of God! That�s what I�ve said all along.�
With an air of challenge the conductor looked around the car, and relaxed when he saw nothing but approval in the faces of the listening passengers. �Well, good luck, Reverend,� he said, and pursued his way up the aisle.
At once a throng gathered around Dr. Millard; a little girl who wanted an autograph, a sailor who wanted to shake his hand, an old woman, content only to touch his hand, a man who wanted to ask questions, and others, many others; until in desperation he arose and, with apologies, made his way through the admiring crowd to the platform of the car. There for the rest of the journey he stood breathing deeply of the cold air, and looking out at the gray, wintry landscape.
When the train reached Wicheka, Dr. Millard hastily secured his suitcase and joined the crowd jostling for taxi-cabs outside the station. A taxi-driver recognized him, and indifferent to competitive claims, proudly ushered Dr. Millard into his car and drove away.
�Thank you,� said Dr. Millard. �I did not like to take advantage, but this is something of an emergency. Will you drive to the Municipal Courthouse, please?�
�Yes, sir,� the driver answered, putting on speed. �I bet you�re anxious to get there.�
�Yes, I am.�
�They�ve had a lot of stuff on the air about it all day. Every hour. I�ve been listening. Looks like it will be a short trial.�
Absorbed in his own thoughts, Dr. Millard did not reply. After a moment the driver switched on his radio and picked up a news broadcast. Presently the sound of his own name cut through Dr. Millard�s reflections and captured his attention.
��Dr. Millard�s absence continues to puzzle everyone present. In all other respects, however, the trial has followed expectations. In his brief opening address, District Attorney Parnall did not at any time refer to the conviction held by many people that John Nobody was divinely inspired when he killed Elmo Durgeon. Mr. Parnall stuck entirely to the legal facts. He reminded the jury of seven men and five women that John Nobody is the confessed killer of Durgeon. Psychiatrists who have examined him agree that Nobody is perfectly sane. Although he claims to have lost his memory prior to the slaying, he shows none of the usual signs of amnesia. I want to read you a passage from Mr. Parnall�s address � and now I am quoting Mr. Parnall: � �The defense does not contend that the man who calls himself John Nobody is of unsound mind. And so far as anyone has been able to establish, he never heard of Durgeon, or had any contact with him. How, then, does the defense dare to enter a plea of justifiable homicide? What justification can there be for killing a man you have not even heard of? In the eyes of the law Durgeon�s death is murder � wanton murder � plain, brutal, wanton murder.
� �John Nobody says that voices told him to kill Durgeon. Now the law is tolerant, but if we once started to let people get away with crimes just because they say they heard voices, there would soon be anarchy in this country. John Nobody may sincerely think he heard voices, or he may not, but those voices cannot be evidence in his defense.� End of quote.
�That is the essence of District Attorney Parnall�s case. He did not try to suggest a motive for the killing. He is staking his case on legal logic. Whether that will satisfy the jury remains to be seen. At the end of his address he demanded that John Nobody pay for the slaying of Elmo Durgeon with his life � the full penalty of the law. The few witnesses whom he called merely confirmed the details of the killing which everyone now knows. Then Mr. Parnall rested the prosecution�s case.�
�Pretty smart, hey?� said the taxi-driver, grinning over his shoulder. �The D.A. hasn�t got a chance and he knows it. He isn�t even trying hard, for fear he�ll get everybody sore at him.�
��counsel for the defense,� the radio continued. �Most of us who were in the press section of the courtroom felt that the jury were far more responsive to Mr. Levatt than they had been to Mr. Parnall. When I left the courtroom to make this broadcast, Mr. Levatt had not yet finished his opening address. He began by referring to his anxiety over the absence of Dr. Millard, his chief witness. He even hinted that the prosecution may have contrived to keep Dr. Millard away from the trial. This brought an indignant objection from Mr. Parnall. After the courtroom quieted down, Mr. Levatt began his impassioned speech to the jury with great stress on the religious aspects of the case.
�He asked if the prosecution dared deny that Joan of Arc had heard voices. He quoted the Bible, and cited the records of prophets, saints, and holy men throughout the ages who heard voices from above. Then he went on to tell the story of John Nobody as the world has now learned it � a man whom no one ever remembers having seen before � a man who seems to remember nothing of his past, not even his real name or his place of origin � a man whose clothing at the time of arrest bore no marks of identification and who says he does not know how or when the rifle which shot Durgeon came into his hands.
�Mr. Levatt was extremely effective on the subject of the rifle. He said � and I quote � �The prosecution has placed this rifle in evidence. Look at it closely, I beg you, ladies and gentlemen of the jury, for there is something strange and awesome in that instrument of death. What mysterious hand held it before it came to John Nobody? What fiery fingers erased from its metal and wood every numeral and mark that might have identified the rifle? You may say, if you are a materialistic cynic � as I know you are not � that John Nobody did it. But is it likely that John Nobody walked out of nowhere, without any other possession than a rifle from which he had deliberately eliminated every mark, just so as to prepare it to kill a man he had never met, and never heard of? Oh, ladies and gentlemen, this is a very strange theory that the prosecution has advanced. For my own part�� and I am still quoting Mr. Levatt � �I do not claim to know how that rifle came into the possession of John Nobody, or how the marks were removed from it. But this much I say � if John Nobody, in his previous incarnation, whoever he was, whatever his name was � if John Nobody did remove the marks from that rifle, then the forces which prompted him to do it were the same mysterious forces which directed him to the balcony of the Civic Auditorium on November 14th � which helped him to aim the rifle unerringly at its despicable target � and which helped him to pull the trigger.� End of quote.
�This speech of Mr. Levatt�s undoubtedly made a great impression on the jury. Remember that Mr. Levatt had questioned all the jurymen before the trial to make sure that they were people of strong religious beliefs. The defense attorney also made a sensation when he claimed that only heavenly inspiration could account for John Nobody�s action, since he had no other possible motive and is not insane. Now my time is up, and I shall return to the courtroom. At four o�clock, I will be back with further reports on this trial of John Nobody, which has already become one of the most widely discussed cases in America�s legal history. Now I return you to��
The driver switched off the radio, and was about to speak, when in his rear-view mirror he caught a glimpse of Dr. Millard�s eyes. Sensing the dark and inward nature of the minister�s thoughts, he swallowed his words and drove in silence until they reached the courthouse. As he took his fare, he could not resist saying, �Thanks, Doctor. I want to tell you, you�ve done a great thing for this town. Business has been booming ever since this��
With a little gesture of protest Dr. Millard picked up his worn suitcase and hastened up the steps of the Municipal Courthouse. His entry into the courtroom made an enormous stir. Reporters left their seats and rushed for telephones in the corridor. A photographer took a flashlight picture of him, and was reprimanded by the court. Uniformed guards deferentially relieved him of his suitcase, and escorted him to the front of the court.
Mr. Levatt, the short, stout chief counsel for the defense, was about to question a witness then on the stand; but on seeing Dr. Millard he uttered an exclamation of satisfaction and rushed to him with outstretched hands.
�As timely as an angel!� he exclaimed, and added in a low voice, �Where have you been? You�ve had us practically crazy.�
�I must talk to you,� said Dr. Millard.
�No time now,� Mr. Levatt answered, dropping his voice still further. �We�ve got to get your testimony in this afternoon. Just look at that jury. We can fix their minds today so that nothing Parnall or the judge can say will ever change them. You�re all we need.� Without waiting for a reply, he turned confidently to the judge, a burly, impassive man, and declared, �Your Honor, Dr. Millard�s providential arrival makes it possible for me to save the court�s time. With your permission I shall dismiss the present witness and ask Dr. Millard to take the stand.�
The worry and indecision written on Dr. Millard�s face did not escape the judge�s eyes, but after a moment he nodded to Mr. Levatt, who took the minister�s arm and with an air of veneration escorted him to the now vacant witness chair. The clerk of the court rattled off the oath, and Mr. Levatt, his voice gentle and respectful, disposed of the routine questions � name, address, occupation.
�Now, Dr. Millard, you were present in the Civic Auditorium on the afternoon of November 14th, were you not?�
�Yes.�
�Will you describe to the jury, please, in your own words, what took place in the auditorium that memorable afternoon � as you observed it?�
A profound stillness descended on the courtroom, and Dr. Millard lifted his eyes and looked around him for the first time. He saw Mr. Levatt�s clever, eager face, the judge�s attentive gaze, the district attorney�s watchful interest, the rapt concentration of the jury; he saw the wide-eyed excitement of the spectators, including some members of his own congregation, from whom emanated almost palpable waves of encouragement and sympathy. Finally, his head turned to the small, silent man sitting in the prisoner�s box. Their eyes met in a long glance which struck the observant as having in it something mysterious and secret, as if a message had passed between them. The man known as John Nobody looked away first, and his hand made a curious fumbling gesture below his thin, pale, not unattractive face.
With an effort Dr. Millard brought his attention back to the waiting attorney. �The events of that afternoon.� A flood of vivid recollection swept into his mind.

Except for the cultivated, ironic voice of the lone, lanky figure on the stage the auditorium was still with the concentrated silence of homage. Observing the fascinated eyes around him, Dr. Millard thought of a flock of birds, mesmerized by a serpent. And indeed � he carried the reflection further � the words of Elmo Durgeon were the words of the Serpent.
�People have accused me of encouraging sin. That is nonsense. They might as well accuse me of encouraging volcanoes. Like the volcano, sin is nature�s way of letting off steam. It becomes dangerous only when it is bottled up too long. Let me tell you, sin is one of our most misunderstood institutions. It is not sin, but excess, whether of sin or anything else, that produces trouble for us. Real evil is more likely to flow out of attempts to be excessively virtuous, than from normal, moderate sinfulness. If I had to select a single piece of practical advice to give to young people today, it would be, �Go forth, my son, and sin intelligently, in moderation.� Let me tell you a story��
When Durgeon had first walked out on the stage and leaned over the little table with its inevitable carafe of water, the applause had been weak; most of the uplifted faces stern with disapproval. Nearly every woman in the afternoon audience � and it was composed mainly of women, with a scattering of reluctant husbands � had felt obliged to censure his notorious atheism, however delightedly they had read his prize-winning, best-selling novels, and however zestfully they had rushed to hear his famous, or infamous, lecture, Defense of Sin. Forty minutes of contact with his incandescent personality had rubbed away the masks of propriety. Ruefully, Dr. Millard considered that he never saw such captivated expressions at his sermons.
��what it would be like to live in a sinless world? Can you imagine anything duller than a life of unbroken virtue? Sin is the essential pigment of life, providing the color of existence. What would we talk about without the sins of our friends and neighbors? What would we find to remember in our old age if it were not for the delightful sins of our youth? For each of us the secret story of his own heart is the best story of all, and what would it be without its scarlet passages?�
A murmur of half-shocked amusement swept the audience, and Dr. Millard shook his head. The theme, he told himself, was as old as Eden, but there was a vibrant force about the man himself that gave a certain plausibility to anything he said. It was not Durgeon�s words that made him dangerous, so much as the personal magic that reached out from him to his audience, concealing the hollowness of his sophistries. Every churchman of experience knew that the only way sin could be kept �in moderation� was to fight it relentlessly. Given encouragement, such as Durgeon was giving, sin could swiftly expand, like an exploding gas, into disaster for the individual spirit and for society as a whole. Across Dr. Millard�s mind flitted an ancient text: �An ungodly man diggeth up evil, and in his lips is a burning fire.� Burning fire. Yes; Durgeon�s words had a cool sound, but a searing quality, like dripping acid.
�My friends, what we call our sins are no more than the normal, emotional responses of healthy human beings to a difficult life. Consider lust, for example. Let�s talk about lust for a moment. Let�s talk about it sensibly, like the intelligent people we are � and of course you�re intelligent, otherwise you would not be here. Let�s not raise our hands in pious horror, but regard lust for what it is � proof that nature wants us to reproduce and continue the species more than it wants anything else from us. Why else are we constructed the way we are? My friends, the man who would have you cease to lust, at least while you are young, would destroy the essential humanity of you, would take away your emotional life and leave you dry and sterile.�
Dr. Millard regretted, now, his decision to attend the lecture. He had yielded to ladies of his congregation, who had pressed him to hear Durgeon in order to prepare a reply from the pulpit. It occurred to him now that by persuading him to go, they had provided themselves with an excuse. He could understand their curiosity. The publicity for the lecture had been relentless and effective. Durgeon�s publishers and the bookstores of the city had advertised the author�s books and his impending visit for weeks past. He was a fashionable subject at every woman�s club and sewing circle. The newspapers had carried flamboyant accounts of his stormy lecture tour across the country, and only that morning a first page story had been headed, Famed Author Will Defy Heavenly Wrath.
�Isn�t it a joke, friends, that people should still crowd into church on Sundays, to hear sin denounced by some dear, good man who knows nothing about it? The only people qualified to give advice about sin are the sinners � like myself. When your clergyman talks to you about sin, if he really is a holy man, he can only give you secondhand opinions. If, however, he has led a sinful life, if he knows about sin from personal experience, then he has no right to be up there in the pulpit, scolding you. Why, I once knew a minister � a sweet old soul � whose children were juvenile delinquents practically from the cradle, but he never��
Dr. Millard had an impulse to get up and leave, but he considered that to do so would make him unpleasantly conspicuous, and doubtless add grist to Durgeon�s sardonic mill. He wondered how effective his reply to Durgeon next Sunday would be for the patently enthralled women in the audience? So far as charm and magnetism went, there could be no contest. He smiled wryly as he confessed to his heart that between a primrose path described by Durgeon, and a strait-and-narrow path described by Millard, the primroses would probably win, petals down.
�According to the dear, good men who talk to you on Sundays, I have been uttering blasphemies. On the basis of what I have said to you this afternoon, God � if there is a God � ought to have no hesitation at all about destroying me. It would be a great thing for religion if He were to send down a well-aimed thunderbolt about now, and put an end to me. Don�t you think so? In fact, if He fails to hurl a bolt or two, I think it will be decided negligence on His part, don�t you? Let�s see if we can�t persuade Him.�
A quiver of anticipation made the audience seem for an instant to be physically responding to the satirical voice, as if this was the moment they had been waiting for. Dreamily, Dr. Millard thought, how wonderful it would be if a miracle did now occur � a flaming hand � a voice of thunder. He thrust the fantasy aside, as unworthy of his calling. The aware mind needed no spectacular proofs of God�s existence. His attention returned to the stage. Cheap and hackneyed through Durgeon�s performance was in its conception � and, after all, publicity-seeking atheists had been using the same trick for generations � yet the author managed to invest it with a certain dramatic suspense. With devastating mockery he was addressing the roof of the auditorium.
�All right, God, I invite You to destroy me. I urge You to do it. I ask You to send down Your lightning as proof that You really exist. I�m quite willing to be the sacrifice. Why permit a voice like mine to go on challenging Your existence? Here are all these good people, sitting here expectantly. Don�t disappoint them, God. I�m putting my watch out here on the table. How long does it take to work up a good thunderbolt and hurl it? Five minutes ought to be plenty of time. Now, while the audience sits quietly waiting, God, give proof, if You can, that You are up there, listening.�
There were a few boos from the audience, but they died away. Some of the faces which Dr. Millard could see wore frowns; others were amused, but all were entirely interested. Rumpling his hair and cocking one eyebrow in a deliberately Satanic twist, Durgeon began to pantomime his role � stifling a yawn, taking a drink of water, sitting on the corner of the table, glancing at his watch.
�One minute has gone by, friends, God still has four minutes to make Himself heard. Don�t give up hope.�
He had barely finished the sentence, when the dull crack of a gunshot filled the auditorium. Shocked and staring, the audience saw Durgeon clutch his chest with an expression of surprise. A strange noise, resembling the word, �No,� escaped him, and he slid slowly to the floor, carrying the carafe of water with him in a wet heap.
Through a sense of horror, as he looked at the trickle of red blood which appeared on Durgeon�s white shirt, Dr. Millard became aware of a feeling of elation, as if suddenly his whole life had been vindicated. Instantly he was contrite at harboring so callous an emotion, but it was there, deep in him. A phrase from the Psalmist came unbidden to his lips: �Yea, He did swoop down upon the wings of the wind.� In the same moment he realized that all around him elation and awe and guilt and terror were rampant in the breasts of people who had been challenging or encouraging Durgeon in their secret thoughts. Some were pale and silent, others cried out inarticulately. A man muttered, �God has spoken.� Several women fainted, creating little eddies of movement in the mounting confusion. Bewildered voices asked what had happened, and other voices demanded, contrapuntally, �Who did it?� �Who shot him?�
Dr. Millard dismissed from his mind a feeble notion that Durgeon might be faking, to lend excitement to his act; there was a hideous and convincing realism about the limp posture of the body on the stage. Men rushed from the wings to where the author lay, and above the strident babble a voice roared from the balcony, �I�ve got him!� Another yelled, �Get his gun!� Muted shrieks rose from the audience, died away and rose again. As in a violent and oppressive dream Dr. Millard watched the efforts of the management to keep order, the arrival of a doctor on the stage, a subsequent invasion of police, ambulance interns, newspaper reporters, and photographers, and the removal of Durgeon�s body. Presently a police officer announced that Durgeon was dead, that the man who had fired the shot had been apprehended in the balcony, and was giving no trouble; the audience would please leave quietly. On the way out Dr. Millard caught a glimpse of the prisoner being led quietly away by police � a small, ragged man, with sunken eyes in a heavily unshaven face of waxlike pallor, and a scarred and twisted jaw.

�Thank you, Doctor,� said Mr. Levatt. �I know that this excellent jury felt the essential truth in every word you have spoken.�
The lawyer noted the tense whiteness of Dr. Millard�s face, and the tight grip of his hands on the arms of the chair in which he was sitting. Automatically, he expressed his concern in a way calculated to win yet greater sympathy for his witness from the jury.
�You look tired, Doctor,� he said in an audible murmur. �I know this must be a great strain for you. You�re sure you feel well enough to go on?�
�Yes, I�m all right. Let�s proceed,� Dr. Millard replied, with a touch of impatience.
�Well, then, Doctor, after witnessing the remarkable scene you have described, you became interested in the arrested man, John Nobody?�
�Yes.�
�I think it will save time if you describe for the court in your own way just how that happened, and just what your relation to John Nobody has been.�
Again Dr. Millard glanced at the prisoner, who was watching him with almost breathless intensity; and he brought to his mind the circumstances under which they had first met, face to face...

It was a newspaper reporter who first called the nameless slayer �John Nobody,� and the name had caught on. From the first, he was the darling of the press. All except two of the numerous psychiatrists who examined him refused to credit his protestations of lost memory; but it was the two exceptions whom the press preferred to quote, and the public to believe. The prevailing opinion was that the amnesia was genuine, but of �some unknown type.�
Certainly John Nobody never wavered in denying knowledge of who he was, and where he came from. To all questions about his past, he replied with a slow, regretful, �I cannot remember.� Photographs of his face and fingerprints circulated by the police and press all over the country brought no identification. People close to Durgeon � family, friends, publisher, agent, manager � were sure they had never seen John Nobody, sure that Durgeon had not known him.
As the only clergyman who had witnessed the slaying, Dr. Millard was promptly besieged by newsmen. Did he consider Durgeon�s death an act of God? Was John Nobody an agent of divine wrath? Publicly he refused to make a statement; privately he wrestled with his own feelings. He had always preferred to keep his religious concepts on a high and rather abstract plane, and had never encouraged belief in the intervention of the Deity in personal affairs. He was not a credulous man, superstitious, or inclined to easy belief in miracles. But his vivid memory of his own emotions in the auditorium made him unwilling to regard the slaying of Durgeon as mere mundane murder. Besides, no motive had been found for murder.
Meanwhile, from the press, from other clergymen, from his congregation, from the public, increasing pressure came on him to speak out. Finally, the president of a Wicheka businessmen�s club, conscious of economic aspects of the case which had never occurred to Dr. Millard, made an inspired suggestion: would the minister, esteemed by everyone in the city, head a public Committee of Investigation? Not without misgivings, Dr. Millard consented, and a committee of six was organized, consisting of reputable citizens with church affiliations, three of them women.
On orders from the Mayor, the police permitted the committee to have a private interview with the prisoner. John Nobody was brought into the room where the committee awaited him, and having been given a chair, quietly submitted to their scrutiny and questions.
Studying him carefully, Dr. Millard saw a face of sharply formed, firm features, with small but intelligent brown eyes. The heavy scar which deformed the lower jaw gave an odd, stern twist to the mouth; but the face could not be called mean, or humorless. John Nobody, the minister estimated, was well over forty years old. His dark hair, heavily peppered with gray, was thin at temples and crown. Most noticeable was his complexion, of a dead pallor that could not be accounted for by his short stay in prison, and his breathing, which was somewhat labored. The man was obviously under a strain, but his manner was composed. His only pronounced sign of nervousness was an occasional curious gesture of his hand around the collar of his shirt � a fluttering of the fingers, which he repeated unconsciously from time to time in the hour that followed.
His slow speech was direct and grammatical, and his voice too suggested a better-than-average education. Dr. Millard found he could not give his accent a regional origin; it could have passed without notice almost anywhere in the United States.
Replying to the committee�s questions, John Nobody said, in deliberate sentences, and with a direct gaze, that he had tried hard to remember who he was, but that nothing came to him. Perhaps he sensed a certain good will in the attitude of his inquisitors, for he spoke with more freedom and fluency than in his responses to the police. Particularly, he seemed drawn to Dr. Millard, at whom he looked continually when speaking, and to whom, some members of the committee felt, he was making an unspoken plea.
�The first thing I remember,� John Nobody said, �was sitting on a stone fence, alongside a country road just outside Wicheka. I had on an old suit and an old overcoat that I never saw before, so far as I know. My head ached a lot. I was cold, particularly my feet, and for a little while I felt kind of sick. Then I noticed that I had this gun on my lap. A .30�30 repeating rifle it was. I knew that. I must have known something about guns. I pulled back the breech and saw that the gun was loaded. But I didn�t have any idea how I got it. That was when I found I didn�t know my name � or anything about myself.�
�And then?� asked Dr. Millard.
�I sat there, for a while, trying to think. Then it seemed to me I heard someone speak, and I looked around. There wasn�t anybody. It was kind of windy, and raw, and I couldn�t see a soul any place. Then I heard somebody speak again. It wasn�t exactly a voice. It was more a kind of a whisper, a rustling sound. It said, �You have been chosen. You have been chosen.� Over and over. I thought I was crazy. Then the wind blew a piece of newspaper along. It caught on a bush near me, and I reached over and got it.
�The first thing I saw was the name of this Durgeon. I couldn�t remember ever having heard of him before, but somehow I knew right away that he was important to me. I read about how he was going to speak. Then I heard the voice again. And it said, �A faithless generation looks for a sign.� �
The man called John Nobody paused, and sat frowning, his eyes obscure, like a man trying to understand something that puzzled him endlessly.
�Do you have any recollection at all of having attended church in the past?� a woman committee member asked gently.
He shook his head. �No, I can�t remember anything like that.� He took a deep breath, and resumed his narrative. �I was sitting on that fence, telling myself I was crazy, but I knew right then this wasn�t my imagination. I just � knew. I knew I had to do this thing right away. I read the newspaper again, and put the sheet in my pocket. The police have it now. It told where this man Durgeon was speaking.�
�Did you have any feeling about Durgeon? Did you hate him � or anything?� the same woman inquired.
�Nothing like that. I didn�t feel anything about Durgeon. But I knew what I had to do. There just wasn�t any doubt about it in my mind. I started to walk along the road. It was a long way, but I never even knew it. All the time my head was kind of buzzing. I remember I carried the rifle under my overcoat, and it was awkward. Maybe you�ll think I�m making this up, like the police did, but I knew in advance just where I was going and what was going to happen, and yet everything was new to me.�
He paused again, and presently went on, in his slow pensive manner, �I didn�t seem to hear the voice again until I reached the auditorium. Then the voice said, �Enter and obey.� I heard it as plain as I can hear you, only it was kind of a whisper. I felt in my pocket and found I had money there � just about enough for a ticket in the balcony. So I got the ticket and went in. I just sat there listening. I didn�t get mad or anything. I just listened. Then I heard the voice say, �Now, my son.� So I stood up and went to the rear of the balcony, and knelt down and rested the rifle on the back of a seat, and I shot him. I don�t remember having aimed or anything, but I suppose I did. I knew I would kill him with one shot. Then I just stood there, and the ushers came and grabbed me and took the gun away.�
After questioning him at considerable length, the committee went away to confer. Dr. Millard was searching within himself for the essential conviction that he felt was needed, but the rest of the committee plunged without delay into argument. Two of its members � a woman and a man � were certain of John Nobody�s sincerity and took the position that regardless of who he was or what his past, he had been in fact the agent of the Lord. One woman wondered if Nobody might not have been hypnotized, or might not have hypnotized himself. The third woman said she thought the prisoner crazy, but sincere. The only out-and-out skeptic was a physician, who said flatly, �He looks like a sick man, but he�s not sick in mind. He�s just a fake.� Unable to agree, they finally appealed to Dr. Millard for his opinion.
With some hesitation he said, �I am unwilling to believe this is a fake. I am not able to judge what is a miracle and what is not, but what this man did certainly appeared to be the answer of the Lord to a blasphemer. At least we cannot say with assurance that John Nobody was not divinely inspired.�
Starting from this qualified position, as the discussion went on, he found himself gradually becoming more definite in his stand. In the end he and the entire committee approved a public statement which concluded: �The committee, with a single exception, agrees that the law should give every consideration to the fact that �John Nobody� believed himself divinely inspired when he killed Elmo Durgeon, and may have been so inspired.�
This statement made a profound impression not only in Wicheka, but in the nation as a whole. Newspapers, radio, newsreels, magazines � every agency of publicity blazoned it forth to the people. Overnight Dr. Millard, to his astonishment, found himself a national celebrity, hero of the devout, target of the skeptical. Although he refused all offers of personal advantage � radio appearances, magazine articles, and the like � he could not avoid occasional statements, which were oversimplified into such headlines as, Divine Wrath Killed Blasphemer, Says Millard.
His church became a magnet, not only for Wichekans of his own denomination, but for religious folk of all faiths and places, until he had to consent to deliver sermons to special meetings, as well as to his adoring congregation. A wave of religious sentiment in the country was attributed directly to his influence, and John Nobody�s. Locally, it required a hardy spirit to challenge the committee�s findings. The dissenting physician found his practice endangered by public resentment, and the District Attorney was embarrassed by the unpopularity of his prosecutor�s role. He and the police were inclined to postpone court action until they could learn more about their prisoner, but public pressure forced them to set an early date for the trial.
A Committee of Defense was formed, and Dr. Millard was pressed into the chairmanship. Religious people everywhere contributed funds. Into Dr. Millard�s home and into the jail poured envelopes containing checks and currency from all over the United States, and even from abroad. Enough money was received to enable the committee to retain the most successful lawyer in the state, Hector Levatt, for the defense. Dr. Millard felt uplifted by the thought of the good people who were renewing their faith through John Nobody. And his own faith was strengthened and enlarged by theirs.
Not only the generality of God-fearing folk, but the businessmen and politicians of Wicheka threw their support to the defense. For one thing, the fame which the case was giving to their city and the large number of visitors arriving daily had a practical value that could not be ignored. The eyes of an awed and reverent world were on John Nobody and Dr. Millard; and the pocketbooks followed the eyes.

Concealing under a grave demeanor his sense of impending triumph, Mr. Levatt permitted a little pause to follow Dr. Millard�s quiet and factual statement of his interest in the case. When the courtroom was still and expectant, the lawyer said, �Then, Dr. Millard, is it correct to say that your opinion about John Nobody is based on prolonged personal investigation of the facts?�
�That is correct.�
�Now, Dr. Millard, am I correct in stating that having made this personal and unbiased investigation, with all the sincerity and humility for which the world admires you � having made this investigation, you came to the conclusion that the prisoner may, in fact, be considered as acting under a conviction of divine inspiration, and so in that sense, be the agent of divine anger, addressed to the destruction of a blasphemer, as a sign to an unregenerate world?�
Everyone in the court was aware that this was the real climax of the trial. It was a deliberately long and tortuous and leading question, designed to achieve a powerful effect. Mr. Levatt was taking advantage of the fact that the state could not challenge his examination of his revered witness without irritating the jury.
Dr. Millard did not reply at once, and the courtroom waited one second, two seconds, three seconds, until a wave of uneasiness began to rise among the spectators. Then, as if summoning up reserves of strength, the minister lifted his head, and looking directly at Mr. Levatt, said, �I did at one time hold such an opinion, but I no longer hold it.�
Mr. Levatt fell back as if he had been struck a physical blow, and gaped at his witness incredulously. All over the courtroom amazement was visible and audible: on the faces of the staring prisoner, of the jury, even of the District Attorney; and in a rising murmur from the spectators. The judge rapped sharply with his gavel, and Mr. Levatt attempted a chuckle. �Evidently,� he said, �I failed to make my question clear. Did you understand the question, Doctor?� and he muttered under his breath, �Say no!�
But Dr. Millard said, �Yes, I understood your question. It is the deepest sorrow of my life that I must give you this answer. I do not now believe that the prisoner was divinely inspired.�
Bedlam broke out in the courtroom as reporters dashed for the door, and unbelieving voices rose everywhere. The judge pounded for order without avail, while the prisoner was seen to sink back in his chair, breathing heavily, his face twisted in an expression of pain. District Attorney Parnall was on his feet, tense with new hope, ready to challenge any move that Mr. Levatt might make.
The defense lawyer looked coldly at Dr. Millard, and then said, �That is an astonishing statement to come from you, Doctor. I feel certain there is some misunderstanding which can easily be cleared up. In the meantime, if it please the court, since this witness�s testimony will obviously take longer than expected, and the hour is growing late, I ask for an adjournment��
The District Attorney objected strongly, and the judge refused the adjournment. Mr. Levatt, his face deeply flushed with anger, turned to his witness again, and rasped, �I must ask you, Dr. Millard, to tell the court and jury � and to tell me � what influences have been brought to bear to make you change your expressed convictions at the last minute.�
�Objection!� shouted Mr. Parnall.
There was a brief legal clash, the question was reworded to eliminate its ugly implications, and Dr. Millard answered in a strained voice, �I had my first doubts some days ago.�
�Days ago! If you had doubts why didn�t you mention them before?�
�I was not sure. I could not speak before I was sure.�
�Of course.� Mr. Levatt was heavily sarcastic. �You kept these so-called doubts to yourself, you waited until the last moment, so as to be sure of getting all the publicity��
The prosecution objected, and argument followed. Dr. Millard did not hear it. His eyes had turned again, with infinite sadness, to the prisoner, and his thoughts to the first dreadful moment of suspicion.

He and Levatt and John Nobody had been in the warden�s office at the jail, and had been examining mail addressed to the prisoner from all over the nation. Most of it, offers of money, prayer, or marriage, had been assorted and classified by the warden�s staff; a few letters of unusual character were held apart. Running through these, Dr. Millard found an odd, brief missive that differed from all the others. Printed on plain cheap paper, in sprawling black letters, was the single word, HELP!
He studied the sheet curiously, and glanced at the envelope attached to it. The address was also printed: John Nobody, Wicheka, and the letter had been mailed in Cottersville, a town in the southern part of the state. Tossing it to John Nobody, he said, �This is odd.�
John Nobody glanced up with a smile that he always had for Dr. Millard, a smile which seemed to suggest that they were linked by invisible bonds of mutual faith and understanding, to the exclusion of others. But as he glanced at the letter, Dr. Millard saw a sudden cloud pass over his face, and heard the stertorous breathing that always betokened emotion on the prisoner�s part. Instantly he mastered himself, shrugged, commented, �Just a crank, I guess,� and put the letter in a pile of others. Nothing more was said. But Dr. Millard had an unpleasant impression that the letter had given John Nobody a shock, and held some hidden significance for him.
The doubt, as it met the wall of his determined faith, ebbed away. Probably he had been wrong, he told himself. The prison doctor had said that John Nobody�s health was bad; it was easy to misread the expression of a sick man�s face. Thus repressed, the incident might have dropped out of Dr. Millard�s memory had it not been for something that occurred a few days later, when he and Levatt were questioning John Nobody about certain details of his story. At the end of their talk the prisoner arose and stood, facing the door, his face partially turned from them, awaiting the guard who would take him back to his cell. Levatt chose this moment to remark to Dr. Millard in a low voice, �I don�t think we�ll have to put him on the stand. Looks to me like an open and shut proposition, just with your testimony.�
Glancing at John Nobody, Dr. Millard saw that he was close enough to hear, and was startled at an expression of exultation on his profile. It was gone quickly, but it stayed in the minister�s mind. He was certainly not disposed to judge any man by a fleeting change of countenance, and it seemed absurd to magnify anything so trivial by speaking of it. Nevertheless, the incongruity between the John Nobody he had glimpsed then and the John Nobody he had helped to present to the world was a challenge and a disturbance.
Something else had been working obscurely in his brain, during his weeks of reflection about the prisoner � John Nobody�s curious mannerism in moments of strain � that movement of his fingers in the air, just at the level of his collar. It had struck Dr. Millard that the gesture was not unfamiliar, yet for the life of him he had been unable to identify it. Not until a night just before the opening of the trial did an explanation come to him. He was trying to fall asleep at the time, and the flash of realization brought him bolt upright in bed.
The gesture was that which bearded men habitually make when they stroke their beards.
The implications of his discovery startled him. If John Nobody had worn a beard, that might account for the failure to identify the published photographs showing him clean-shaven; for the police had promptly shaved off the heavy stubble he had worn when arrested.
Dr. Millard told himself that he was assuming too much. He might be wrong about the beard; or even if he were right, it was possible that John Nobody had forgotten in his amnesia that he had once worn a beard, while retaining the mannerism. Nevertheless a terrible suspicion stayed with Dr. Millard. The prisoner�s constrained response to the enigmatic letter; the sudden revelation of his eyes when he heard Levatt speak of certain victory; the possibility that a bearded man came beardless to Wicheka � all this suggested something untold and perhaps sinister in John Nobody�s background.
Early the next morning he went to the jail and saw John Nobody alone. Sitting face to face with the prisoner, Dr. Millard said abruptly, �John, did you ever wear a beard?�
The hand started toward the chin, and stopped in mid-motion; the rhythm of the heavy breathing broke; but when John Nobody spoke he said calmly, �I don�t think so, Doctor. I don�t remember ever wearing a beard.�
Dr. Millard reflected, and said, �John, I think you know I am your friend. I have believed in you. I want you to realize something. You are no longer just an individual. You are a symbol of hope and faith for millions of good and kind people all over the world. You know that, don�t you?�
�Yes, I do, Doctor.�
�You would not betray all those people, would you? No matter what it cost you? You would not lie to me?�
The small brown eyes met Dr. Millard�s gaze steadily. �No, sir. I wouldn�t do that, Doctor.�
�Tell me � do you remember that letter � the little note that said, HELP?�
�Note?�
�Yes, it was in the mail, last Wednesday, I think. I showed it to you.�
�Wednesday. No, I don�t seem to remember it, Doctor. There has been so much mail.�
When Dr. Millard left the jail, he found that he could not shake himself free from gnawing doubt. He tried to tell himself it was too late to do more than pray that the Lord�s will be done. For even if John Nobody knew something more than he had told, would it not be better to let it remain hidden, rather than risk shaking the faith of the devout men and women who were giving the prisoner their spiritual and financial support? But the trouble worked ceaselessly in the minister�s mind. Early the next morning, without explaining his purpose to anyone, he left the city on a southbound train.
Cottersville was a small and sullen town in a backward rural area. Dr. Millard promptly sought out a fellow minister, a young man named Kinter, to whom he said, �I should not like to have it known that I am here. My mission is rather curious and delicate, and I cannot as yet reveal much about it. May I ask you to take me on faith, and give me your co-operation?�
The young minister, a little overwhelmed at the presence of the celebrated Dr. Millard in his house, freely offered his services, and voluntarily pledged himself to secrecy.
�In brief,� explained Dr. Millard, �I should like to know whether you can tell me of any bearded man in this vicinity who has not been seen for the past two months.�
The Reverend Kinter looked at him with surprise, but staunchly repressed his curiosity. �No,� he said reflectively, �I can�t think of anyone like that. Beards aren�t very common in these parts. But I�m not the best person to ask. The man who really knows everybody around here is Charlie Gifford, the Town Clerk. Would you like me to take you over to him?�
If Dr. Millard�s question had surprised the Reverend Kinter, it had also sounded grotesque to the Doctor himself. He was glad of the negative answer, more than willing that his quest prove fruitless and that his suspicions be revealed as the products of a fatigued mind. Now that he was in Cottersville, the motive for his coming was no longer as clear to him as it had been. Surely the association of a postmark with a presumptive beard was a tenuous piece of reasoning. He sighed as he reflected that he was getting old and foolish. However, now that he had gone so far, he would do what he could to make peace with his own unworthy mind.
The Town Clerk, whom they found in his barren office, turned out to be an ancient, wrinkled, but keen, long-memoried and garrulous man. To the request made of him for information and secrecy, Mr. Gifford eagerly assented, after which Mr. Kinter somewhat reluctantly left them. When Gifford heard Dr. Millard�s question, he looked up sharply, and at that shrewd glance all the minister�s senses sprang to attention.
�Funny you should ask that,� said Mr. Gifford. �Only a couple of days ago I was out Mills Point way. That�s in this township, about seven miles from here. I had some other business there, so I thought I�d drop in and see these people named Cullen. They got a little house out there. Matter of taxes they haven�t paid. Thought I�d better ask �em about it before I had to sick the law on �em.�
He cocked his head humorously. �Maybe I was a little curious, too. They tell me I�m a gossip. About all I got to live for is what other people do, �cause I can�t do much myself.� He chuckled heartily. �Well, these Cullens. I been wondering about �em. They keep to themselves. Don�t think I�ve seen Cullen more�n a couple of times since he�s been here. Funny, hey? Don�t come into town much except for shopping, and the wife does that. Drives in about once a week in their little jalopy. Or did until the grocer and butcher stopped giving her credit.�
Scratching his head reflectively, he added, �Cullen�s got a beard. Big and heavy. Hair all over his face.�
Dr. Millard said tensely, �Has he left Cottersville?�
�That�s what I�m saying. When I called, there wasn�t only Mrs. Cullen. I asked her where he was, and she said he was away � abrupt. �Been away long?� I asked her, �cause I hadn�t heard about it, and she says to me, �What do you want?� Hard, like that. She ain�t a bad-looking woman, so I figured maybe she thought I was getting fresh� � he cackled � �so I told her quick I was just calling about the taxes. She said her husband�d pay the taxes soon. I told her to remind him �cause he was bad overdue, and I had to let it go at that.�
A sense of impending revelation was in Dr. Millard�s heart as he asked, �What does Cullen look like?�
�A little bigger�n me. Brownish hair and beard. Shaggy eyebrows. Don�t remember the color of his eyes.�
�Do you think you could recognize him without his beard?�
Mr. Gifford looked up quickly, a glint of comprehension in his eye. �Might.�
Dr. Millard took a photograph of John Nobody from his pocket, and Mr. Gifford studied it attentively. �Plenty of these in the papers lately,� he said. �Never noticed any resemblance before. Don�t look much like Cullen. But now, wait. In a way it does, too. Never saw the scar, but that would be on account of the beard. Hair looks the same, and forehead. But the eyebrows are different, and the lashes look smaller.� He hesitated. �Hold on, though. I remember Cullen had long lashes, the kind women like. Suppose he trimmed those, his eyes might look different. Same with the eyebrows. Then take away the beard, and yep, I wouldn�t be surprised.�
�You�re not sure?�
�Well, not to swear to.�
�Can you tell me anything about Cullen � the kind of man he is?�
�Maybe. I hear things about people. Best part of this job,� said Mr. Gifford cheerfully. �Cullen. Let�s see. They came down here about six months ago. I met him when he took title to that little place of theirs. Not country folk. He talked real glib. Said he was writing a book, but didn�t say about what. Didn�t strike me as a book writer. More like the kind you see at county fairs, selling stuff. Never got any mail, postman tells me. Couple of times I wondered if they wasn�t hiding out. But I don�t go around making trouble � plenty of that as it is.�
�What did they do for a living?�
�Never could make out. Had a little bank account, but I hear it shrunk away to nothing back a while. Must have been living off capital. Fool thing to do. Cullen told people he�d had a heart attack and had to rest quiet. Looked like it, too. Neighbors tell me about all the exercise he took was when he�d go into the woods and shoot birds. With a rifle, too. That�s dumb. But,� Mr. Gifford added significantly, �I hear he can shoot real good.�
Dr. Millard�s face was haggard. �What sort of woman is Mrs. Cullen?� he asked slowly.
�Looks to me like she might have been a chorus girl back a ways. Not bad looking, but hard. Maybe you�d like to talk to her, Reverend? I�ll be glad to drive you out there.�
Mr. Gifford�s modest car took them over a bumpy road to an area of squalid farms and shabby houses outside the town. They turned in at a small, isolated, and unkempt dwelling, surrounded by a few acres of overgrown land. A big woman, in whom vestiges of blonde beauty showed through untidy hair and slatternly dress, came to the door. At the sight of Dr. Millard she stood suddenly still, her hand at her throat.
�Perhaps,� Dr. Millard murmured apologetically to his companion, �it would be best for me to speak to her alone.�
Mr. Gifford looked disappointed, but he said, �Sure. I�ll wait.�
Dr. Millard approached the motionless woman, in whose face surprise had given way to calculation. �Mrs. Cullen?� he said formally. �My name is Millard. May I talk to you alone, please?�
Silently she stood aside to let him enter.

Mr. Levatt, playing for time, and unwilling to relinquish his witness for cross-examination, was asking Dr. Millard questions designed to embarrass him, rather than to reveal information. In particular, he challenged the minister�s memory of the exact words used by Mr. Gifford. Finally the judge intervened.
�If you care to make a statement using your own words, Dr. Millard, of the information Mrs. Cullen gave you, the court will hear you.�
He waved away Mr. Levatt�s irate protest, and turned his full attention to Dr. Millard.

A radio was chattering as they entered the dingy parlor, and Mrs. Cullen snapped it off. �Have a chair, Reverend,� she said, and cleared a litter of magazines and newspapers from an armchair, ousting a gray cat, which minced out of the room with an indignant mew. Dr. Millard noticed that the woman�s high voice was throaty and blurred, and simultaneously he caught a smell of liquor in the room. She followed his glance to an open whiskey bottle and partially filled glass on a table.
Shrugging, she said, �Like a drink, Reverend? No? Well, you won�t mind if I finish mine.�
�I shall come to the point, Mrs. Cullen,� he said, handing her the photograph of John Nobody. �I have reason to believe that this man is your husband.�
Her blue eyes stared at him stonily. �You�ve got it wrong, Reverend. My husband is away on a trip. I�ve seen this John Nobody�s picture before, and he�s nothing like my husband.�
He frowned. �You have a choice between talking to me or to the police. If they add a beard and heavy eyebrows to the photograph, would you know him then?�
She licked her lips, pretended to look at the picture more closely, and muttered, �You didn�t say anything about a beard. I�m not sure. How can anybody be sure?�
�His name, Mr. Gifford tells me, is Ambrose Cullen.�
�That�s my husband�s name.�
�Mrs. Cullen, you can�t conceal the truth long, and you will be wise to speak it to me. Surely you know I have been a friend to your husband.�
She glanced at him appraisingly. �You mean you�re here to help him? You�re still on his side?�
�I am on the side of the truth,� he said sternly.
She looked dissatisfied. �Suppose it is Amby,� she said carefully, �and mind you, I�m not saying it is. But even if you can prove it�s him, that doesn�t mean he isn�t divinely inspired.�
He was genuinely startled. �But surely it is plain that the shaving off of his beard showed premeditation.�
�The voices might have told him to do that too.�
The last atoms of illusion vanished from his leaden heart. �Do you seriously expect anyone to believe that?�
�Why not? The jury will, anyway. Worst that could happen is that they�ll disagree. They�ll never convict him.� She eyed Dr. Millard defiantly. �Besides, you can�t prove anything.�
�I can telephone to Wicheka and say that I have discovered new evidence,� he said quietly. �Then, the police��
�The police can�t make a wife give testimony against her husband,� she flashed out. �I know the law. Who you trying to kid? I thought you said you were his friend. You don�t act like it.� She tossed off the remainder of her drink, and raised the bottle, only to find it empty. �And that�s the last one!� she said disgustedly. �What a life. Nothing to drink, only canned stuff to eat, nobody to talk to. I�ll go nuts!� She seemed struck by an idea. �Say, Reverend, since you�re so interested in Amby, how about lending me a little money? I�ll pay it back when, well, soon.�
�I�m sorry,� he said uncertainly.
Her expression became cunning, her voice wheedling. �Now look,� she said. �Maybe we can make a deal. You want to ask me questions. O.K. I�ll answer them � at a price. Say a hundred � no, you preachers don�t have much � fifty bucks. Worth it, isn�t it?�
�Do I understand,� Dr. Millard said thoughtfully, �that you will give truthful answers to my questions for fifty dollars?�
�Why not?� She giggled. �What have I got to lose? My word is as good as yours. You couldn�t prove a thing. Amby saw to that. He�s smart, my Amby. This thing is foolproof. Besides, after what you�ve been saying, Reverend, if you try to turn against him now, you�ll only make yourself a laughingstock. I can�t figure you out, but you�re not that much of a dope. How about the fifty? Cash down.�
Dr. Millard made up his mind. Examining his thin wallet, he replied, �I haven�t that much with me. I can spare twenty-five.�
She pursed her lips. �Nothing doing.� Suddenly her eyes widened and glistened, and she smiled at him. �I tell you what. You can give me a check for the other twenty-five.�
�How can I be sure,� he asked doubtfully, �that you will tell me the truth?�
�Don�t you trust me?� She giggled. �Give me the check now. Then ask ahead. When I�ve answered, you�ll know I�ve told you the truth, and you give me the other twenty-five in cash. O.K.?�
Dr. Millard nodded, and taking a blank check from his wallet, uncapped his fountain pen and wrote. She seized the check and scrutinized it eagerly. �All right, Reverend, shoot. Wait a minute, though, let me ask you something. What made you come here?�
�The letter you sent to the jail.�
Her face darkened. �I was afraid of that. He told me not to. I shouldn�t have done it.� Anger melted her caution, and the words came out in a torrent. �What could I do? I was broke, and the dirty tightwads in town wouldn�t let me have credit. And the taxes overdue. I wouldn�t put it beyond that Gifford to toss me out on the road.�
It seemed to Dr. Millard that she was asking absolution for having disobeyed her husband. She went on, �I couldn�t think of anything else to do. He wanted me to stay here. The radio said a lot of people were sending him money at the jail, and I figured he might find a way to get a little of it to me. I didn�t know how, but he�s clever. I knew he�d guess what I meant. For a second when you came along I thought maybe he sent you. I still don�t get how you found out. With all the mail he was getting, how could anybody figure anything out from just one word?�
She checked herself, and scowled. �Even if they can prove I sent it, that still wouldn�t mean he knew anything about it. Listen, I�m talking pretty free to you. I don�t know what your game is, but you better not try anything funny. See this check?� A contemptuous smile flickered on her mouth. �One squawk out of you, Reverend, and you know what I�ll say? I�ll say you came here, inquiring about Amby, and when you found I was alone, you started to get gay. I�ll say you knew I was broke, so you offered me the check for my fair white body. Get it? Maybe not everybody will believe me, but plenty will, and you can bet the papers will like it. That would finish you, Mr. Minister. So be smart, and keep your trap shut.�
The genuine horror in his face made her laugh. The cat mewed loudly in the next room, and she called, �Here, pussy, pussy.� It came running to her, sprang into her lap, and began to purr as she caressed it. Relaxing, she continued. �Now that we understand each other, Reverend, I�ll earn that other twenty-five, because I don�t want to part with this check. So ask your questions.�
Grimly, he said, �Why did your husband kill Durgeon?�
�I don�t think he intended to kill him. Just wound him, was the way he had it figured.�
�But why?�
�We were broke, that�s all.�
�But how could shooting Durgeon��
�You are a dumb bunny, Reverend. But no dumber than the rest. Why, after the trial, they�ll pay him a fortune for newspaper articles, and lectures, and maybe even movies. It can�t miss, the way Amby figured it. We�ll be rich. And nobody could ever prove that�s why he did it. Don�t you get it?�
There was a silence as Dr. Millard considered the enormity of her statement, and the more terrible enormity of her satisfaction. �Surely,� he said at last, �he was taking a great risk.�
�Not so great. Durgeon was a perfect setup, with those lectures of his. People around here are suckers for a stunt like that. Amby said the worst thing that could happen was that they�d call him crazy and put him away for a while. And that wouldn�t be any worse than living in this hole with his bad heart and asthma and nothing to do while we ate up our money. Most women wouldn�t have stood for it.� Tears of self-pity welled up in her eyes. �But I love the little guy.�
�But couldn�t he have made money in some other way, honestly, without murder?�
At the word, her scowl returned. �There were reasons why he didn�t want to � that�s none of your business. Anyway, he had to take it easy. Durgeon deserved to be shot � everybody knows that. Blaspheming God the way he did. Amby�ll be a kind of saint � you wait and see. Once this thing is over, he�ll be rich and famous. We won�t have to worry about the future, or the past either.� She nodded emphatically.
�Wasn�t he afraid of being recognized?�
She sneered: �When he shaved off his beard, and I fixed his eyebrows and eyelashes, I didn�t know him myself. He�s worn different kinds of beards for twenty years, ever since he got that scar, and he never had his fingerprints taken. Nobody saw him going up to Wicheka, either. I drove him myself, at night. Nobody would have recognized him if you hadn�t poked your nose in.�
�When did he first plan to kill Durgeon?�
�Started when he read about Durgeon�s lectures, and said what a joke it would be if he did drop dead while he was defying God. Then he started to think. He said he would be a public benefactor if he killed Durgeon. He�s smart, my Amby. He planned it all out, like a movie � just what people would do, and what he would do. What he would say to the police. Even the tone of voice. I always tell him, he should have been an actor.�
Her tongue and pride were thickening together. �He had everything figured out. How he wouldn�t remember anything, but otherwise be perfectly normal. That way the doctors might say he was faking, but they couldn�t call him crazy. He knew the public would be on his side and get him off. He�s smart. Listen, Rev, when you see him, tell him I�m waiting, will you? Tell him I�m going nuts, but I�m waiting.� With an irritable gesture she brushed the cat from her lap and rose to her feet, staggering a little.
Dr. Millard said, �May God forgive you.�
�Oh, can that stuff!� she flared out. �And don�t think you can walk off without leaving the twenty-five bucks.�
As he handed her the money, she said with a touch of uneasiness, �So now you know all about it, and what good will it do you? You can�t prove anything. If you talk, you�ll only ruin yourself. And don�t forget this.� She waved the check in his face. �If you try to make trouble for Amby, your name will be mud. Dirty mud.� She laughed at him. �Amby will be proud of me.�
Numb in spirit, Dr. Millard heard her out, and went back to the car, where he was joined by Mr. Gifford. As they drove off, the Town Clerk glanced at Dr. Millard�s unhappy profile, and said, �Don�t look so worried, Reverend.� He chuckled. �She might be able to say that one of us was a liar, but not both.�
As his meaning sank in, Dr. Millard turned to him unbelievingly. �You heard her?�
�Well, sure. I wasn�t going to miss out on a juicy thing like that. I would have died of curiosity, sitting in the car. So I just went around the house, and sneaked in the back door. Heard it all. Thought that blamed cat was going to give me away, once, but my luck held.� Mr. Gifford laughed loudly. �She�ll sure be surprised. Makes her a kind of accessory, I guess. My idea is this Cullen must have swindled somebody, and decided to hide out in a quiet place until things cooled off. Something like that, I bet. Well, Reverend, you can just catch Number Sixteen to Wicheka if we step on the gas. You�ll have to stall �em off at the trial until I get there. I guess this is going to be tough on you, no matter how it goes. But it�ll be jam for me. Yep.� He grinned in anticipation. �I�ll have to pack a bag and tell the wife I�m going, and I�ll be up on the next train.�

Dr. Millard could sense the seething antagonism of the courtroom as he completed his statement. A feeling that they had been duped and cheated rankled in the minds of jury and spectators alike. Resentful eyes turned from the prisoner, his pallid face working endlessly, to the grim witness, and back again. A reporter in the press benches said audibly, �He�s through.� A harsh voice replied, �They�re both through. Millard gave the people a miracle and now he�s taking it away. They won�t stand for that.�
Mr. Levatt, with a shrug of resignation, relinquished Dr. Millard to the prosecution. The District Attorney said promptly, �Your Honor, I intend to move for an adjournment, pending the arrival of this new witness, Mr. Gifford. But first I should like to say this to you, Dr. Millard, that the state rejects the insinuations of the defense that you have been serving any personal end at any time in this case. If there is anything else you care to add, Doctor, I�m sure the court will be interested in hearing it.�
�Thank you,� replied Dr. Millard, constrainedly. His face looked old and tired. �I must confess that when I came into the courtroom I hoped that there might be some way of avoiding this shock to all the people who sincerely believed, as I believed, in John Nobody. But it was too late. And perhaps it is for the best that the truth comes out in this way.�
�I am sure,� the judge interposed, �that no one can blame you for your part in the case.�
For the first time the emotion within him showed in Dr. Millard�s voice as he said, �Whether they blame me is not important. It is the injury to the faith that matters. To the millions of good men and women in whom bitterness and cynicism will grow when they hear the truth about John Nobody.� He paused, and shook his head. �I have seen much wickedness in my life, but this is the wickedest thing of all. Durgeon, at least, fought religion frankly and openly. Atheist though he was, he spoke out like a man. The evil he did to men�s souls was nothing compared to the evil his murderer has done by practicing upon the desire of men to believe.�
In the prisoner�s box there was sudden tumult, as Ambrose Cullen, alias John Nobody, leaped to his feet and screamed, �Shut up, you meddling old fool! Shut up!� As a guard forced him back, his wax-like face became suffused with blood, and he rattled off a string of obscenities that put the courtroom in an uproar before the guard could silence him with a heavy hand upon his mouth.
Dr. Millard rose, and long-suppressed anger had its way with him. He stood tall, erect, and formidable, and his eyes blazed with forgotten fire. At that instant all compassion was gone out of him; he wanted to hurt and to frighten the impious man opposite him. He stretched out his long arm and pointed an accusing finger at the prisoner; his voice took on sonorous depths, quieting the noisy courtroom; and he spoke old, prophetic words which sounded like the clanging of great bells: � �Behold, the whirlwind of the Lord goeth forth with fury, a continuing whirlwind: it shall fall with pain upon the head of the wicked.� �
He stood there for an instant, full of wrath. Then, with an effort, he mastered himself and stepped down from the witness stand. As he did so, excited voices rose in the neighborhood of the prisoner�s box.
�What�s the matter with him?� someone cried.
A guard answered, �Looks like he�s passed out.�
A woman cried, �He�s dead!� And another: �John Nobody is dead!�
Above the torrent of sound, defying the judge�s gavel, a voice screamed ��died when he pointed his finger!� Someone else shouted, �It�s a real miracle, this time!� �He put the curse of God on him!�
�No!� answered Dr. Millard, suddenly and loudly. �No! The man had a bad heart!�
No one listened to his words. Men were staring at him with awe. Several women openly began to pray. One of them burst through the guards, fell on her knees before him, and had to be bodily lifted and dragged away.
Dr. Millard stood completely still before the witness stand. Some who observed him thought he was filled with sublime exaltation. It was not so. Within him was a sense of terror, of painful humility, and of ignorance. He felt unsure, and weary. He did not raise his eyes, but presently his lips moved a little, as out of his remembered store of prayer there came to him a saying that struck him as appropriate to his need:
�Give therefore Thy servant an understanding heart,� he murmured earnestly, �to judge Thy people, that I may distinguish between good and evil.�

Gun Crazy
MACKINLAY KANTOR

THE STORY
Original publication:The Saturday Evening Post, February 13, 1940; first collected in Author�s Choice by MacKinlay Kantor (New York, Coward-McCann, 1944)
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Kantor is better known for his mainstream novels, such as the sentimental dog story, The Voice of Bugle Ann (1935), film release the following year; the long narrative poem Glory for Me (1945), which was filmed as The Best Years of Our Lives (1946), winner of the Academy Award for Best Picture; and the outstanding Civil War novel about the notorious Confederate prisoner of war camp, Andersonville (1955), for which he won the Pulitzer Prize.
Curiously, �Gun Crazy� has seldom been reprinted, even though it served as the basis for the famous noir cult film of the same title, for which Kantor wrote the screenplay.

THE FILM
Title: Gun Crazy, 1950
Studio: United Artists, 1950
Director: Joseph H. Lewis
Screenwriters: MacKinlay Kantor, Millard Kaufman (front for Dalton Trumbo)
Producers: Frank King, Maurice King

THE CAST
��Peggy Cummins (Annie Laurie Starr)
��John Dall (Barton Tare)
��Berry Kroeger (Packett)

Directed by Joseph H. Lewis, the film was an excellent though more violent expansion of the short story. It features a clean-cut young man, Bart (Nelly in the story), who has always been obsessed with guns and is a crack shot, though he has never been violent. At a carnival he meets a beautiful sharpshooter, Annie Laurie Starr (Antoinette McReady in the story) and they rush off in a near sexual frenzy to get married. She convinces him to rob a store and he reluctantly follows her on a spree of bank robberies and shootings as she depravedly shoots people without conscience.
Gun Crazy was originally titled Deadly Is the Female but was never released with that title. The 1992 movie titled Guncrazy is unconnected to the Kantor short story or the film inspired by it.

GUN CRAZY
MacKinlay Kantor

I first met Nelson Tare when he was around five or six years old, and I was around the same. I had watched his family moving into the creek house on a cold, snowless morning in early winter.
Two lumber wagons went by, with iron beds and old kitchen chairs and mattresses tied all over them. They rumbled down the hill past Mr. Boston�s barn and stopped in front of the creek house. I could see men and girls working, carrying the stuff inside.
In midafternoon I was outdoors again, and I coasted to the corner in my little wagon to see whether the moving-in activities were still going on.
Then Nelson Tare appeared. He had climbed the hill by himself; probably he was looking for guns, although I couldn�t know that at the time. He was a gaunt little child with bright blue beads for eyes, and a sharp-pointed nose.
He said, �Hello, kid. Want to pway?�
Nelson was only about a month younger than I, it turned out, but he still talked a lot of baby talk. I think kids are apt to do that more when their parents don�t talk to them much.
I told him that I did want to play, and asked him what he wanted to do.
He asked, �Have you got any guns?� What he actually said was, �Dot any duns?� and for a while I didn�t know what he was talking about. Then, when I understood, I coasted back to the house in my wagon, with Nelson walking beside me. We went into the living room.
I had three guns: a popgun with the pop gone, and a glass pistol that used to have candy inside � but now the candy was all eaten up � and a cap gun and holster.
The cap gun was the best. It was nickel-plated, and the holster was made of black patent leather. It was the shape and possibly half the size of an ordinary .32-caliber revolver.
Nelson Tare�s eyes pushed out a little when he saw it. He made a grab, and belted it on before I had time to protest and tell him that I wanted to play with the cap gun and he could play with the glass pistol or the broken pop rifle. He went swaggering around with the gun on, and it kind of scared me the way he did it � all of a sudden he�d snatch the revolver out of its holster and aim it at me.
I took the glass pistol and tried to imitate him. But the glass pistol couldn�t click, and at least the hammer of the cap gun would come down with a resounding click. Nelson, or Nelly, as I came to know him, fairly shot the daylights out of me. I began to protest, and he kept on advancing and kind of wrangling and threatening me, until he had me backed up in a corner.
He hadn�t taken off his little red coat with its yellow horn buttons, and he was perspiring inside it. I still recollect how he smelled when he got close enough to wool me around; I had never smelled a smell like that before. I remember his face, too, when he came close � the tiny, expressionless turquoise eyes, the receding chin and baby mouth still marked with the tag ends of his dinner; and in between them, that inhuman nose whittled out to a point.
I tried to push him away as he kept battling me and shooting me, and I guess I began to cry.
Nelson said that it wasn�t a real gun.
�It might go off!�
He said that it couldn�t go off; that it wasn�t �weal.�
� �Course it isn�t real!� I cried. �I guess there isn�t any boy in the world got a real gun!�
Well, he said that he had one, and when I was still disbelieving he said that he would go home and fetch it. His coat had come unbuttoned in our scufflings, and I remember how he looked as I watched through the window and saw him flapping down the last length of concrete sidewalk past the big maple tree.
My mother came from upstairs while I waited at the window. She said that she had heard voices. �Did you have company?� she asked.
�It was a new boy.�
�What new boy?�
�He moved into the creek house down there.�
My mother said doubtfully, �Oh, yes. I heard there was a ditcher�s family moving in down there.�
Well, I wanted to know what a ditcher was, and while mother was explaining to me about drainage ditches out on the prairie and how the tile was laid in them, here came Nelly hustling up the road as fast as he could leg it. He had something big and heavy that he had to carry in both hands. When he got into the yard we could see that he did have a revolver, and it looked like a real one.
Mother exclaimed, and went to open the door for him. He ducked inside, bareheaded and cold, with his dirty, thin, straw-colored hair sticking every which way, and the old red coat still dangling loose.
�I dot my dun,� he said.
It was a large revolver � probably about a .44. It had a yellow handle, but the metal parts were a mass of rust. The cylinder and hammer were rusted tight and couldn�t be moved.
�Why, little boy,� mother exclaimed in horror, �where on earth did you get this?�
He said that he got it at home.
Mother lured it out of his hands, but only after she had praised it extravagantly. She got him to put the revolver on the library table, and then she took us both out to the kitchen, where we had milk and molasses cookies.
My father came home from his newspaper office before Nelly had gone. We showed father the gun, and he lighted the lamp on the library table and examined the revolver thoroughly.
�My goodness, Ethel,� he said to my mother, �it�s got cartridges in it!�
�Cartridges?�
�Yes, it sure has. They�re here in the cylinder, all rusted in tight. Good thing the rest of it is just as rusty.�
He put on his coat again and said that he�d take Nelson home. It was growing dark and was almost suppertime, and he was afraid the boy might be lost there in the new surroundings of Elm City. Nelson wanted his gun, but my father said no and put it in his own overcoat pocket. I was allowed to go along with them.
When we got to the creek house, father rapped on the door and Nelly�s mother opened it. She was a scrawny, pale-faced woman, very round-shouldered, in a calico dress. Nelly�s father wasn�t there; he had gone to take one of the teams back. There were several girls � Nelly�s sisters � strung out all the way from little kids to a big, bony creature as tall as her mother.
Father brought out the gun and said that it wasn�t wise to let little kids go carrying things like that around.
�You little devil!� said Nelly�s mother to Nelly, and she laughed when she said it. �What on earth were you doing with that?�
The girls crowded close and looked. �Why, it�s Jay�s gun!� said the eldest one.
Father wanted to know who Jay was. They laughed a lot while they were telling him, although they were remarkably close-lipped about it at the same time. All that Father could get out of them was the fact that they used to live in Oklahoma, and Jay was somebody who used to stay at their house. He had left that gun there once, and they still kept it � as a kind of memorial for Jay, it would seem.
�I swear Nelly must have taken it out of the bureau drawer,� said Mrs. Tare, still smiling. �You little devil, you got to behave yourself, you got to!� And she gave him a kind of spat with her hand, but not as if she were mad. They all seemed to think it was cute, for him to sneak off with that gun.
Father said goodbye and we went home. It was dark now, and all the way up the hill and past Mr. Boston�s farmyard, I kept wondering about this new little boy and the rusty revolver. I kept breathing hard, trying to breathe that strange oily smell out of my nose. It was the odor of their house and of themselves � the same odor I had noticed when Nelly tussled with me.
My father said quite calmly that he supposed Jay was an Oklahoma outlaw. Unintentionally, he thus gave Nelson Tare a fantastic importance in my eyes. I did not dream then that Jay, instead of old Barton Tare with his sloppy mustache, might have been Nelly�s own father. Perhaps it is a dream, even as I write the words now. But I think not.

When Nelly grew older, he possessed a great many physical virtues. He was remarkably agile in the use of his hands and arms. He had no fear of height; he would climb any windmill within reach and he could stump any boy in that end of town when it came to Stump-the-Leader. But Nelly Tare liked guns better than he did games.
At the air-rifle stage of our development, Nelly could shoot rings around any of us. He and I used to go up in our barn and lie on the moldy, abandoned hay of the old mow. There were rats that sometimes came into the chicken run next door, to eat the chickens� food. I never did shoot a rat with my BB gun, and for some reason Nelly never did either. That was funny, because he was such a good shot. We used to amuse ourselves, while waiting for rats, by trying to peck away at the chickens� water pan. It was a good healthy distance, and I�d usually miss. But the side of the pan which faced our way had the enamel all spotted off by Nelly�s accurate fire.
He owned an air-pump gun of his own, but not for long. He traded it to somebody for an old .22, and after that there was little peace in the neighborhood. He was always shooting at tin cans or bottles on the roadside dump. He was always hitting too.
In the winter of 1914, Nelly and I went hunting with Clyde Boston. Clyde was a huge, ruddy-faced young man at least ten years older than Nelly and I. He lived with his parents across from our corner.
One day there was deep snow, and Nelly and I were out exploring. He had his .22, and every now and then he�d bang away at a knot on a fence post. At last we wandered into Boston�s barnyard, and found Clyde in the barn, filling his pockets with shotgun shells.
He had a shotgun too � a fine repeater, gleaming blue steel � and Nelly wanted to know what Clyde was doing. �Going hunting?�
�Come on, Clyde,� I said, �let us go! Nelly�s got his gun.�
Clyde took the little rifle and examined it critically. �This won�t do for hunting around here,� he said. �I�m going out after rabbits, and you got to have a shotgun for that. Rifle bullets are apt to carry too far and hit somebody, or maybe hit a pig or something. Anyway, you couldn�t hit a cottontail on the run with that.�
�Hell I couldn�t,� said Nelly.
I said, �Clyde, you let us go with you and we�ll beat up the game. We�ll scare the rabbits out of the weeds, because you haven�t got any dog. Then you can shoot them when they run out. Maybe you�ll let us have one shot each, huh, Clyde � maybe?�
Clyde said that he would see, and he made Nelly leave his rifle at the barn. We went quartering off through the truck garden on the hillside.
The snow had fallen freshly, but already there was a mass of rabbit tracks everywhere. You could see where the cottontails had run into the thickest, weediest coverts to feed upon dry seeds.
Clyde walked in the middle, with his face apple-colored with the cold and his breath blowing out. Nelly and I spread wide, to scare up the game. We used sticks and snowballs to alarm the thickets, and we worked hard at it. The big twelve-gauge gun began to bang every once in a while. Clyde had three cottontails hanging furry from his belt before we got to the bend in the creek opposite the Catholic cemetery. Then finally he passed the gun over to me and told me I could have the next chance.
It came pretty soon. We saw a cottontail in his set � a gray little mound among the vervain stalks. I lifted the muzzle, but Clyde said that it wasn�t fair to shoot rabbits in the set, and made Nelly throw a snowball. The cottontail romped out of there in a hurry, and I whaled away with the shotgun and managed to wound the rabbit and slow him down. I fired again and missed, and Clyde caught up with the rabbit after a few strides. He put the poor peeping thing out of its misery by rapping it on the head.
I tied the rabbit to the belt of my mackinaw, and Clyde passed the shotgun over to Nelly.
Nelly�s face was pale.
�Watch your step,� said Clyde. �Remember to keep the safety on until you see something to shoot.�
�Sure,� said Nelly Tare.
We crossed the creek without starting any more rabbits, and came down the opposite side of the stream. Then a long-legged jack jumped up out of a deep furrow where there had been some fall plowing, and ran like a mule ahead of us.
�Look at those black ears!� Clyde sang out. �It�s a jack! Get him, Nelly � get him!�
Well, Nelson had the gun at his shoulder; at first I thought he had neglected to touch the safety � I thought he couldn�t pull the trigger because the safety was on. He kept swinging the muzzle of the gun, following the jackrabbit in its erratic course, until the rabbit slowed up a little.
The jack bobbed around behind a tree stump, and then came out on the other side. It squatted down on top of the snow and sat looking at us. It hopped a few feet farther and then sat up again to watch.
�For gosh sakes,� said Clyde Boston, �what�s the matter with you, kid? There he is, looking at you.�
Nelson Tare just stood like a snow man, or rather like a snow boy. He kept the rabbit covered; his dirty blue finger didn�t move. The trigger waited, the shell in the barrel waited, and so did we.
Nelly�s face was deathly white under the dirt that streaked it. The eyes were blank little marbles, as always; even his nose seemed pointed like the sights of a gun. And yet he did not shoot.
Clyde said, half under his breath, �I guess that�s what they call buck fever. You got the buck, Nelly.� He hurried over to take the shotgun.
Blood from the last-killed rabbit made little dots on the snow around my feet, though the animal was freezing fast.
�Can�t you see him, Nelly?�
Nelson said, �Yes. I��
Clyde lost all patience. �Oh, for gosh sake!� he exclaimed, and grabbed the gun. But our combined motions startled the jackrabbit, and he vanished into the creek gorge beyond.
Something had happened there in the snow; none of us knew exactly what had happened. But whatever it was, it took the edge off our sport. We tramped along a cattle path next to the stream, with Clyde carrying the shotgun. We boys didn�t scare up any more game. Nelly kept looking at the rabbits, which bounced and rubbed their frozen red against Clyde Boston�s overalls.
Clyde teased him, all the way back to the Boston barnyard. He�d say, �Nelly, I thought you were supposed to be the Daniel Boone of the neighborhood. Gosh, Nelly, I thought you could shoot. I thought you were just gun crazy!�
We walked through the fresh warm mire behind the Boston barn. Clyde said that he didn�t need three rabbits; that his mother could use only two, and would Nelly want the other one?
�No,� said Nelson. We went into the barn, and Nelly picked up his .22 rifle.
�Look out while you�re on the way home,� said Clyde, red-faced and jovial as ever. �Look out you don�t meet a bear. Maybe he wouldn�t set around and wait like that jackrabbit did.�
Nelson Tare sucked in his breath. �You said I couldn�t shoot, didn�t you, Mister Clyde?�
�You had your chance. Look at Dave there. He�s got a rabbit to take home that he shot himself, even though he didn�t kill it first crack.�
�I can shoot,� said Nelly. He worked a cartridge into the breech of his rifle. �Dave,� he said to me, �you throw up a snowball.�
�Can�t anybody hit a snowball with a twenty-two,� said big Clyde Boston.
Nelly said, �Throw a snowball, Dave.�
I stepped down from the sill of the barn door and made a ball about the size of a Duchess apple. I threw it high toward the telephone wires across the road. Nelly Tare pinked it apart with his .22 before the ball ever got to the wires. Then he went down the road to the creek house, with Clyde Boston and me looking after him. Clyde was scratching his head, but I just looked.

Nelly began to get into trouble when he was around fourteen. His first trouble that anyone knew about happened in the cloakroom of the eighth grade at school. Miss Cora Petersen was a great believer in corporal punishment, and when Nelly was guilty of some infraction of rules, Miss Petersen prepared to thrash him with a little piece of white rubber hose. Teachers used to be allowed to do that.
But if the pupil did not permit it to be done to him, but instead drew a loaded revolver from inside his shirt and threatened to kill his teacher, that was a different story. It was a story in which the superintendent of schools and the local chief of police and hard-faced old Mr. Tare were all mixed together in the climax.
There was some talk about the reform school, too, but the reform school did not materialize until a year later.
That was after Meisner�s Hardware and Harness Store had been robbed. The thief or thieves had a peculiar taste in robbery; the cash drawer was untouched, but five revolvers and a lot of ammunition were taken away. A mile and a quarter away, to be exact. They were hidden beneath planks and straw in Mr. Barton Tare�s wagon shed, and Chief of Police Kelcy found them after the simplest kind of detective work.
This time the story had to be put in the paper, no matter how much my father regretted it. This time it was the reform school for sure.
We boys in the south end of town sat solemnly on our new concrete curbstone and talked of Nelly Tare in hushed voices. The judge had believed, sternly and simply, that Nelly was better off at Eldora than at home. He gave him two years. Nelly didn�t serve all of that time. He got several months off for good behavior, which must have come as a surprise to many people in Elm City.
He emerged from the Eldora reformatory in the spring of 1918. His parents were out of the picture by this time. His mother was dead; his father had moved to South Dakota with the two youngest girls, and the other girls had married or drifted away.
Nelly may have been under age, but when he expressed a preference for the cavalry, and when he flourished a good report sheet from the reformatory superintendent, no one cared to say him nay. Once he came home on furlough from a camp in New Mexico. I remember how he looked, standing in front of Frank Wanda�s Recreation Pool Hall, with the flashing badge of a pistol expert pinned upon his left breast, and all the little kids grouped around to admire the polish on his half-leather putts.
He never got a chance to use any guns against the Germans. He wasn�t sent to France, and came back to Elm City in the spring of 1919. It was reasonable for him to come there. Elm City was the only real hometown he had, and one of his sisters was married to Ira Flagler, a garage mechanic who lived out on West Water Street. Nelly went to live with the Flaglers.
He began working at Frank Wanda�s pool hall. I have spoken about his skill with his hands; he employed that skill to good advantage in the pool hall. He had developed into a remarkable player during his year in the Army. He also ran the cigar counter and soft drinks for Frank Wanda, who was getting old and couldn�t stand on his feet very long at a time.
It used to be that in every pool hall there was somebody who played for the house, if people came along and really wanted to bet anything. Nelly would play on his own, too, taking money away from farm boys or from some out-of-towner who thought he was good. He was soon making real money, but he didn�t spend it in the usual channels. He spent it on guns.
All sorts. Sometimes he�d have an especially good revolver down there in the billiard parlor with him, and he�d show it to me when I dropped in for cigarettes. He had a kind of private place out along the Burlington tracks where he used to practice shooting on Sundays. And in 1923 a carnival came to town.

Miss Antoinette McReady, the Outstanding Six-Gun Artiste of Two Nations, was supposed to come from Canada. Maybe she did. They built up a phony Royal Canadian Mounted Police atmosphere for her act. A fellow in a shabby red coat and yellow-striped breeches sold tickets out in front. An extra girl in the same kind of comic uniform assisted the artiste with her fancy shooting. They had a steel backstop at the rear of the enclosure to stop the bullets. I went to the carnival on the first night, and dropped in to see the shooting act.
The girl was pretty good. Her lady assistant put on a kind of crown with white chalks sticking up in it, and Miss McReady shot the chalks out of the crown quite accurately, missing only one or two shots and not killing the lady assistant at all. She did mirror shooting and upside-down-leaning-backward shooting; she balanced on a chair and shot. She was a very pretty redhead, though necessarily painted.
Then the Royal Canadian Mounted manager made a speech. He said that frequently during her extensive travels, Miss McReady had been challenged by local pistol-artists, but that she was so confident of her ability that she had a standing offer of one hundred dollars to anybody who could outshoot her.
The only condition was that the challenging local artist should agree to award Miss McReady an honorarium of twenty dollars, provided she outshot him.
Nelly Tare climbed up on the platform; he showed the color of his money and the bet was on.
Miss Antoinette McReady shot first, shooting at the tiny target gong with great deliberation; she rang the gong five out of six times. Nelly took her gun, aimed, and snapped it a few times before ejecting the empty shells, to acquaint himself with the trigger pull. Then he loaded up, with the whole audience standing to watch him. He fired his six rounds, rapid fire, and everyone yipped when he rang the gong with every shot.
Miss Antoinette McReady smiled and bowed as if she had done the shooting instead of Nelly; she went over to congratulate him. They got ready for the next competition. The girl assistant started to put on the crown thing with its chalks sticking out of the sockets. Nelly talked to her a minute in a low voice; he took the crown and put it on his own head.
He stood against the backstop. His face was very red, but he stood there stiff at Army attention, with his hands against his sides.
�Go ahead, sister,� he told Miss McReady.
Well, they made him sign a waiver first, in case of accident. You could have heard an ant sneeze in that place when Miss McReady stood up to do her shooting. She fired six times and broke four of the chalks. The people in the audience proceeded to wake up babies two blocks away, and Miss Antoinette McReady went over to Nelly with those little dancing, running steps that circus and vaudeville folks use. She made him come down to the front and take applause with her. Then she said she�d wear the crown for Nelly, and this time there was no waiver signed.
Nelly broke all six chalks in six steady shots, and Miss Antoinette McReady kissed him, and Frank Wanda had to get a new fellow for the pool hall when Nelly left town with the show after the last performance on Saturday night.
It was six months later when I heard my father exclaim, while he was taking press dispatches over the out-of-town wire. He often did that when some news came through which particularly interested or excited him. I left my desk and went to look over his shoulder, while his fat old fingers pushed out the story on the typewriter.
HAMPTON, COLORADO, April 2. � Two desperate trick-shot artists gave Hampton residents an unscheduled exhibition today. When the smoke had cleared away the Hampton County Savings Bank discovered it had paid more than $7,000 to watch the show.
Shortly after the bank opened this morning, a young man and a young woman, identified by witnesses as �Cowboy� Nelson Tare and Miss Antoinette McReady, walked into the bank and commanded tellers and customers to lie down on the floor. They scooped up $7,150 in small bills, and were backing toward an exit, when Vice-President O. E. Simms tried to reach for a telephone.
The trick-shot bandits promptly shot the telephone off the desk. They pulverized chandeliers, interior glass, and window lights in a rapid fusillade which covered their retreat to their car.
Within a few minutes a posse was in hot pursuit, but lost the trail near Elwin, ten miles south of this place. A stolen car, identified as the one used by the bandits, was found abandoned this noon near Hastings City. State and county officers immediately spread a dragnet on surrounding highways.
Nelson Tare and his female companion were easily recognized as stunt shooters with a traveling carnival which became stranded in Elwin a week ago. A full description of the hard-shooting pair has been broadcast to officials of five nearby states.

All the time I was reading it, I kept thinking of Nelly Tare, half-pint size in a dirty red coat, asking me, �Dot any duns?�
They were captured in Oklahoma that summer, after another robbery. Antoinette McReady, whose real name turned out to be Ruth Riley, was sent to a women�s penal institution; Nelly Tare went to McAlester Prison. He managed his escape during the winter two years later, and started off on a long series of holdups which carried him south into Texas, over to Arkansas, and north into Missouri.
Those were the days of frequent and daring bank robberies throughout that region. There were a lot of other bad boys around, and Nelly was only one of the herd. Still, he began to appear in the news dispatches with increasing regularity, and when some enterprising reporter called him Nice Nelly, the name stuck and spread. It was a good news name, like Baby Face or Pretty Boy.
They recaptured him in Sedalia; the story of his escape from the Jefferson City Penitentiary in 1933 was front-page stuff all over the nation. It was always the same � he was always just as hard to catch up with. He was always just as able to puncture the tires of pursuing cars, to blast the headlights that tried to pick him out through the midnight dust.
Federal men didn�t enter the picture until the next January, when Nelly kidnapped a bank cashier in Hiawatha, Kansas, and carried him nearly to Lincoln, Nebraska. That little state line made all the difference in the world. The so-called Lindbergh Law had come into existence, and Nice Nelly Tare became a public enemy on an elaborate scale.
It is not astonishing that some people of Elm City basked in this reflected notoriety.
Reporters from big-city papers, photographers from national magazines, came poking around all the time. They interviewed Nelly�s sister, poor Mrs. Ira Flagler, until she was black in the face � until she was afraid to let her children play in the yard.
They took pictures of Frank Wanda�s pool hall, and they would have taken pictures of Frank if he hadn�t been dead. They managed to shake Miss Cora Petersen, late of Elm City�s eighth grade, from asthmatic retirement. Her homely double-chinned face appeared in a fine-screen cut, in ugly halftones � a million different impressions of it. READ TEACHER�S STORY OF HOW NICE NELLY, BABY BANDIT, DREW HIS FIRST BEAD ON HER. OTHER PICTURES ON PAGE SEVEN.
Clyde Boston and I used to talk about it, over in Clyde�s office in the courthouse. Clyde Boston had been sheriff for two terms; he was just as apple-cheeked and good-natured as ever, though most of his hair was gone. He would shake his head when we talked about Nelly Tare, which we did often.
�You know,� he�d say, �a lot of people probably doubt those stories about Nelly�s fancy shooting � people who haven�t seen him shoot. But I still remember that time he had you throw a snowball for him to break with a rifle. He certainly is gun crazy.�

It was during the late summer of 1934 � the bad drought year � when Nelly held up a bank at Northfield, Minnesota, and was promptly dubbed the Modern Jesse James.
Officers picked up Nelly�s trail in Sioux Falls, and that was a relief to us in Elm City, because people had always feared that Nelly might be struck with a desire to revisit his boyhood haunts and stage a little shooting right there in the lobby of the Farmers� National Bank. Nelly�s trail was lost again, and for two weeks he slid out of the news.
Then came the big story. Federal men very nearly recaptured him in Council Bluffs, though he got away from them even there. Then silence again.
About two o�clock of the following Thursday afternoon, I went up to the courthouse on printing business. I had stopped in at Sheriff Clyde Boston�s office and was chewing the rag with Clyde, when his telephone rang.
Clyde picked up the phone. He said, �Yes... Yes, Barney... He did?... Yes... Glad you called me.� He hung up the receiver and sat drumming his fingers against a desk blotter.
�Funny thing,� he said. �That was young Barney Meisner, down at the hardware store.�
�What did he have to say?�
�He said that one of the Flagler kids was in there a while ago and bought two boxes of forty-five shells. Funny, isn�t it?�
We looked at each other. �Maybe Ira Flagler�s decided to emulate his wife�s folks,� I said, �and take up trick shooting on the side.�
Clyde Boston squeezed out a smile. �Guess I�ll ride up to their house and ask about it.�
So I went along with him, and when we got to the green-and-white Flagler house on West Water Street, we saw a coupe parked in the drive. Clyde breathed rapidly for a moment; I saw his hands tighten on the steering wheel, until he could read the license number of the car. Clyde relaxed. It was a Vera Cruz County number; it was one of our own local cars; I remembered that I had seen Ira Flagler driving that car sometimes.
Clyde parked across the street, although down a little way. He got out on the driver�s side and I got out on the other side. When I walked around the rear of the car and looked up at the Flagler house, Nelly Tare was standing on the porch with a revolver in his hand.
I guess neither Clyde nor I could have said anything if we had been paid. Clyde didn�t have his own gun on; sheriffs didn�t habitually carry guns in our county anymore. There was Nelly on the porch, covering us and looking just about the same as ever, except that his shoulders had sagged and his chin seemed to have receded a good deal more.
He said, �Lay down on the ground. That�s right � both of you. Lay down. That�s right � keep your hands up.�
When we were on the ground, or rather on the asphalt pavement which formed the last block of Water Street, Nelly fired four shots. He put them all into the hood and engine of the car, and then we heard his feet running on the ground. I didn�t look for a minute, but Clyde had more nerve than I, and got up on his haunches immediately.
By that time Nelly was in the Flagler coupe. He drove it right across their vegetable garden, across Lou Miller�s yard, and out onto the pavement of Prospect Street. Prospect Street connected with a wide gravel road that went south toward the Rivermouth country and the town of Liberty beyond. Nelly put his foot on the gas; dust went high.
Those four bullets had made hash out of the motor. The starter was dead when Clyde got his foot on it; gas and water were leaking out underneath. Mrs. Ira Flagler stumbled out upon the porch with one of her children; they were both crying hysterically.
She said, �Oh, thank God he didn�t shoot you, Mr. Boston!�
Later she told her story. Nelly had showed up there via boxcar early that morning, but Ira was working on a hurry-up job at the garage and didn�t know about it. Nelly had made his sister and the children stay in the house all day. Finally he persuaded the youngest boy that it would be great fun and a joke on everybody if he would go downtown and buy him two boxes of .45 shells.
But all this revelation came later, for Clyde Boston was well occupied at the telephone. He called the courthouse and sent a carload of vigilantes after Nelly on Primary No. 37. He called the telephone office and had them notify authorities in Liberty, Prairie Flower, Mannville, and Fort Hood. Then he called the state capital and talked to federal authorities himself. Government men started arriving by auto and airplane within two hours.
About suppertime Nelly showed up at a farmhouse owned by Larry Larsen, fourteen miles southwest of Elm City. He had been circling around all afternoon, trying to break through the cordon. They had heavy trucks across all the roads; late-summer cornfields don�t make for good auto travel, even when there has been a drought.
He took Larsen�s sedan and made the farmer fill it with gas out of his tractor tank. Nelly had cut the telephone wires; he forced the farmer�s family to tie one another up, and then he tied the last one himself. Nelly saw to it that the tying was well done; it was after eight o�clock before one of the kids got loose and they shouted forth their story over a neighbor�s telephone.
Things were wild enough down at the Chronicle office that evening. But I had a reliable staff, and at eight-thirty I thought it was safe to take a run up to the courthouse.
�I kind of expected you�d be up, Dave,� said Clyde Boston.
I told him that I thought he�d be out on the road somewhere.
�Been out for the last four hours.� He took his feet down off the desk, and then put them up again. �If I can get loose from all these state and national efficiency experts, how�d you like to take a little drive with me in your car? Mine�s kind of out of order.�
Well, I told him that I�d be glad to drive him anywhere he said, but I didn�t want to come back with bullet holes in the cowling. So he got loose from the efficiency experts, and he made me strike out south of town and then east, on Primary No. 6.
Clyde didn�t talk. Usually it was his way to talk a lot, in a blissful, middle-aged, baldheaded fashion. We passed two gangs of guards and identified ourselves each time, and finally Clyde had me stop at a farm where some cousins of his lived. He borrowed a log chain � a good big one with heavy links. This rusty mass Clyde dumped down into my clean back seat, and then he directed me to drive south again.
The katydids exclaimed in every grove.
�You know,� said Clyde, �I used to do a lot of rabbit hunting and prairie-chicken hunting down this way, when I was younger. And you used to do a lot of hiking around down here with the boys. Fact is, only boys who were raised in these parts would know this country completely. Isn�t that a fact? Outside officers wouldn�t know it.�
Well, I agreed that they wouldn�t, and then Clyde began to talk about Nelly Tare. He said that Nelly�s one chance to get out of those several hundred square miles that he was surrounded in was to ride out on a railroad train. He wouldn�t be likely to try it on foot, not unless he was crazy, and Clyde Boston didn�t think he was crazy. Except gun crazy, as always.
�Now, the railroads all cross up here in this end of the county, up north of the river. Don�t they?�
�That�s right.�
�So to get from where Nelly was at suppertime to where he�d like to be, he�d have to go diagonally from southwest to northeast. Now, the river timber runs diagonally from southwest to northeast��
I began to see a little light. �You�re talking about the old Rivermouth road.� And Clyde said that he was.
He said that he had picnicked there with his family in recent years. The ancient timber road was still passable by car, if a driver proceeded slowly and cautiously enough. It meant fording several creeks; it couldn�t be managed when the creeks were up.
�It comes out on the prairie just below the old Bemis farm,� said Clyde. �You go down between pastures on a branch-off lane, and then you�re right in the woods. That�s where I think maybe he�ll come out.�
When he got to the Bemis place we turned off on the side lane and drove to the edge of the timber. The forest road emerged � a wandering sluice with yellow leaves carpeting it. We left my car parked at the roadside, and Clyde dragged the log chain down the timber road until he found a good place.
Cottonwoods and thin saplings made a wall along either side, where the road twisted out of the gully. A driver couldn�t tell that the road was blocked until he had climbed the last curve in low gear.
Clyde wrapped the log chain around two cottonwoods. It sagged, stiff and heavy, across the path.
I said, �He�ll kill you, Clyde. Don�t expect me to help you try to grab him and get killed at the same time.�
�There won�t be any killing.� Clyde settled himself in the darkness. �I�m going to take Nelly Tare back to Elm City. Alive.�

Old logs and gullies are thick in the Rivermouth country; hazel brush fairly blocks the forgotten road in a hundred places. It was long before Nelly�s headlights came sneaking through the trees. The katydids spoke a welcome; the dull parking lights went in and out, twisting, exploring, poking through the brush; they came on, with the motor growling in low.
Nelly made quite a spurt and went into second for a moment as the car swung up out of the gorge; sleek leaves flew from under his rear wheels; little rocks pattered back into the shrubbery.
Then Nelly saw the log chain. He jammed his brakes and the car slewed around until it was broadside. Nelly turned off the motor and lights in half a second; the car door swung; he was out on the log-chain side, and he had a gun in his hand.
�Don�t shoot, Nelly,� said Clyde Boston, stepping in front of the trees and turning on his flashlight.
I didn�t want to be killed, so I stood behind a tree and watched them. The flashlight thrust out a long, strong beam; Clyde stood fifteen feet away from the car�s radiator, but the shaft of his lamp was like whitewash on Nelly Tare.
�It�s Clyde,� the sheriff said. �Clyde Boston. You remember me? I was up at your sister�s place today.�
Nelly cried, �Turn off that light!�
�No,� Clyde said. �And I�m warning you not to shoot the light out, because I�m holding it right in front of my stomach. My stomach�s a big target. You wouldn�t want to shoot my stomach, would you, Nelly?�
Nelson Tare�s hair was too long, and he needed a shave. He looked like some wild thing that had been dug out of the woods. �Clyde! I�m telling you for the last time! Turn it off!�
Clyde�s voice was a smooth rumble. �Remember one time when we went hunting rabbits?� He edged forward a little. �You and Dave and me. Remember? A big jack sat down, waiting for you to kill him. And you couldn�t pull the trigger. You couldn�t kill him.�
Nelly had his face screwed into a wad, and his teeth showed between his lips.
�Never shot anything or anybody, did you, Nelly?� There was a snapping sound, and I jumped. It was only a stick breaking under Clyde�s foot as he moved nearer to the car. �You never shot a soul. Not a jackrabbit or anything. You couldn�t.�
He was only ten feet away from Nelly and Nelly�s gun.
�You just pretended you could. But the guards in Oklahoma and Missouri didn�t know you the way I do. They hadn�t ever gone hunting with you, had they?�
He took another step forward. Another. Nelly was something out of a waxworks in a sideshow, watching him come. Then a vague suffusion of light began to show around them; a carload of deputies had spotted my car at the head of the lane; their headlamps came hurtling toward us.
�You shot telephones off of desks,� Clyde purred to Nelly, �and tires off of cars. You�ve been around and you�ve done a lot of shooting. But you never shot things that the blood ran out of... Now, you drop your gun, Nelly. Drop it on the ground. Gosh, I was crazy this afternoon. I shouldn�t have laid down when you told me to. I should have just stood there.�
Maybe he was right and maybe he was wrong, I don�t know. The car stopped and I heard men yell, �Look out, Sheriff!� They were ready with their machine guns, trying to hustle themselves into some position where they could spatter the daylights out of Nelly Tare without shooting Clyde Boston too. Clyde didn�t give them a chance to do it. He dove forward; he flung his arms around Nelly and crushed him to the ground.
Nelly cried, and I don�t like to think about it; sometimes I wake up in the night and think I hear him crying. My memory goes back to our haymow days and to the rats in the chicken pen � the rats that Nelly couldn�t shoot � and I remember the bloody cottontails dangling from Clyde�s belt.
Nelly cried, but not solely because he was captured and would never be free again. He wept because the world realized something he had tried to keep hidden, even from himself. When he was taken back into prison, he wore an expression of tragic perplexity. It must have been hideous for him to know that he, who had loved guns his whole life long, should at last be betrayed by them.

Cyclists� Raid
FRANK ROONEY

THE STORY
Original publication:Harper�s, January 1951

Frank Rooney (1913�?), born in Kansas City, Missouri, was an actor as well as an author of short stories and novels, performing with Maurice Evans in Hamlet at the Hanna Theatre in Cleveland in 1946 after serving in the army during World War II.
He won a Guggenheim Fellowship in 1956 for his fiction. Among his novels were The Courts of Memory (1954), The Heel of Spring (1956), McGinnis Speaks (1960), and Shadow of God (1967), in which a young nun in the Far East is captured by Communists and must choose between death and sexual violation.
Although his novels were generally well-reviewed, it is Rooney�s short story, �Cyclists� Raid,� for which he is most remembered today.
The July 21, 1947, issue of Life magazine ran an article, with photographs, of what it called a �Cyclist�s Holiday.� It was, in fact, a three-day nightmare for the peaceful little town of Hollister, California, best-known for growing garlic, when it was invaded by an estimated four thousand motorcyclists for a rally over the Independence Day weekend.
This is how Life described the event: �Racing their vehicles down the main street and through traffic lights, they rammed into restaurants and bars, breaking furniture and mirrors. Some rested awhile by the curb. Others hardly paused. Police arrested many for drunkenness and indecent exposure but could not restore order. Finally, after two days, the cyclists left with a brazen explanation. �We like to show off. It�s just a lot of fun.� �
There is evidence that the article probably exaggerated the level of violence, as Hollister later invited motorcyclists back for a fiftieth anniversary celebration of the infamous weekend.
The article struck a chord with Rooney, inspiring his outstanding short story, which was selected for The Best American Short Stories in 1952. It did not take long for Stanley Kramer to recognize its cinematic appeal and the American classic film The Wild One was released in 1953.

THE FILM
Title: The Wild One, 1953
Studio: Columbia Pictures
Director: Laslo Benedek
Screenwriters: John Paxton, Ben Maddow
Producer: Stanley Kramer

THE CAST
��Marlon Brando (Johnny Strabler)
��Mary Murphy (Kathie Bleeker)
��Robert Keith (Sheriff Harry Bleeker)
��Lee Marvin (Chino)
��Jay C. Flippen (Sheriff Stew Singer)

Rooney�s short story re-creates the magazine article but raises the level of violence. The film adds a rivalry between two motorcycle gangs that results in violence between the gangs until the police order them out of town. They leave for a different town and largely spare the civilians who are enjoying the benefits of the cyclists� spending spree � especially at the bar. The law is represented by a single sheriff, who is quickly recognized as being weak and ineffectual, encouraging the gang to become more and more rowdy and violent.
The Beetles, headed by Chino, and the Black Rebels Motorcycle Club, led by Johnny Strabler, are bitter rivals, exacerbated when a member of the Black Rebels steals a trophy won by the Beetles, and fights ensue. Strabler, a cop-hating biker, is attracted to Kathie Bleeker, an innocent young waitress at the bar, who finds herself intrigued by the handsome, brooding young man.
Trouble escalates when gang members throw the sheriff into his own jail cell and then go after Kathie, his daughter, but Johnny rescues her. When he takes her for a drive, she decides that she would like to go away with him but he turns her down. Shocked and hurt, she cries and runs away with Johnny in pursuit. A group of tough town vigilantes misinterpret the scene, chase Johnny down, and beat him furiously.
The film does not include the major violent event in the short story, which did not occur in the real-life episode that inspired it. Instead, in spite of the violent activity displayed in the film, it tended to glamorize the bikers, who had never previously been seen in such a positive light. Instead of being seen merely as criminal thugs, they � particularly the charismatic character played by Marlon Brando � were portrayed as rebels. When Kathie asks Johnny what he is rebelling against, he replies, �Whaddaya got?�
Although now regarded as a great film, it was banned in Great Britain until 1968 because of its romanticizing of the violent motorcycle gangs.
The role of Chino originally had been given to Keenan Wynn, who spent weeks on the film during preproduction, but he was under contract to MGM, which refused to release him. He was replaced by Lee Marvin, who was often drunk during filming, both on- and offscreen. The animosity between him and Brando in the film�s scenario carried over to their private lives. When he was cast as Chino, Marvin did not know how to ride a motorcycle but he had no intention of being one-upped by Brando, so quickly learned, eventually becoming an enthusiastic racer.
The working titles of The Wild One during production were The Cyclists� Raid and Hot Blood.

CYCLISTS� RAID
Frank Rooney

Joel Bleeker, owner and operator of the Pendleton Hotel, was adjusting the old redwood clock in the lobby when he heard the sound of the motors. At first he thought it might be one of those four-engine planes on the flights from Los Angeles to San Francisco which occasionally got far enough off course to be heard in the valley. And for a moment, braced against the steadily approaching vibrations of the sound, he had the fantastic notion that the plane was going to strike the hotel. He even glanced at his daughter, Cathy, standing a few feet to his right and staring curiously at the street.
Then, with his fingers still on the hour hand of the clock, he realized that the sound was not something coming down from the air but the high, sputtering racket of many vehicles moving along the ground. Cathy and Bret Timmons, who owned one of the two drugstores in the town, went out onto the veranda, but Bleeker stayed by the clock, consulting the railroad watch he pulled from his vest pocket and moving the hour hand on the clock forward a minute and a half. He stepped back deliberately, shut the glass case, and looked at the huge brass numbers and the two ornate brass pointers. It was eight minutes after seven, approximately twenty-two minutes until sundown. He put the railroad watch back in his pocket and walked slowly and incuriously through the open doors of the lobby. He was methodical and orderly, and the small things he did every day � like setting the clock � were important to him. He was not to be hurried � especially by something as elusively irritating as a sound, however unusual.
There were only three people on the veranda when Bleeker came out of the lobby � his daughter Cathy, Timmons, and Francis LaSalle, co-owner of LaSalle and Fleet, Hardware. They stood together quietly, looking, without appearing to stare, at a long stern column of red motorcycles coming from the south, filling the single main street of the town with the noise of a multitude of pistons and the crackling of exhaust pipes. They could see now that the column was led by a single white motorcycle which, when it came abreast of the hotel, turned abruptly right and stopped. They saw, too, that the column, without seeming to slow down or to execute any elaborate movement, had divided itself into two single files. At the approximate second, having received a signal from their leader, they also turned right and stopped.
The whole flanking action, singularly neat and quite like the various vehicular formations he remembered in the army, was distasteful to Bleeker. It recalled a little too readily his tenure as a lieutenant colonel overseas in England, France, and finally Germany.
�Mr. Bleeker?�
Bleeker realized the whole troop � no one in the town either then or after that night was ever agreed on the exact number of men in the troop � had dismounted and that the leader was addressing him.
�I�m Bleeker,� Although he hadn�t intended to, he stepped forward when he spoke, much as he had stepped forward in the years when he commanded a battalion.
�I�m Gar Simpson and this is Troop B of the Angeleno Motorcycle Club,� the leader said. He was a tall, spare man, and his voice was coldly courteous to the point of mockery. �We expect to bivouac outside your town tonight and we wondered if we might use the facilities of your hotel. Of course, sir, we�ll pay.�
�There�s a washroom downstairs. If you can put up with that��
�That will be fine, sir. Is the dining room still open?�
�It is.�
�Could you take care of twenty men?�
�What about the others?�
�They can be accommodated elsewhere, sir.�
Simpson saluted casually and, turning to the men assembled stiffly in front of the hotel, issued a few quiet orders. Quickly and efficiently, the men in the troop parked their motorcycles at the curb. About a third of the group detached itself and came deferentially but steadily up the hotel steps. They passed Bleeker who found himself maneuvered aside and went into the lobby. As they passed him, Bleeker could see the slight converted movement of their faces � though not their eyes, which were covered by large green goggles � toward his daughter Cathy. Bleeker frowned after them but before he could think of anything to say, Simpson, standing at his left, touched his arm.
�I�ve divided the others into two groups,� he said quietly. �One group will eat at the diner and the other at the Desert Hotel.�
�Very good,� Bleeker said. �You evidently know the town like a book. The people, too. Have you ever been here before?�
�We have a map of all the towns in this part of California, sir. And of course we know the names of all the principal hotels and their proprietors. Personally, I could use a drink. Would you join me?�
�After you,� Bleeker said.
He stood watching Simpson stride into the lobby and without any hesitation go directly to the bar. Then he turned to Cathy, seeing Timmons and LaSalle lounging on the railing behind her, their faces already indistinct in the plummeting California twilight.
�You go help in the kitchen, Cathy,� Bleeker said. �I think it�d be better if you didn�t wait on tables.�
�I wonder what they look like behind those goggles,� Cathy said.
�Like anybody else,� Timmons said. He was about thirty, somewhat coarse and intolerant and a little embarrassed at being in love with a girl as young as Cathy. �Where did you think they came from? Mars?�
�What did they say the name of their club was?� Cathy said.
�Angeleno,� LaSalle said.
�They must be from Los Angeles. Heigh-ho. Shall I wear my very best gingham, citizen colonel?�
�Remember now � you stay in the kitchen,� Bleeker said.
He watched her walk into the lobby, a tall slender girl of seventeen, pretty and enigmatic, with something of the brittle independence of her mother. Bleeker remembered suddenly, although he tried not to, the way her mother had walked away from him that frosty January morning two years ago saying, �I�m going for a ride.� And then the two-day search in the mountains after the horse had come back alone and the finding of her body � the neck broken � in the stream at the foot of the cliff. During the war he had never really believed that he would live to get back to Cathy�s mother, and after the war he hadn�t really believed he would be separated from her � not again � not twice in so short a time.
Shaking his head � as if by that motion he could shed his memories as easily as a dog sheds water � Bleeker went in to join Gar Simpson who was sitting at a table in the barroom. Simpson stood politely when Bleeker took the opposite chair.
�How long do you fellows plan to stay?� Bleeker asked. He took the first sip of his drink, looked up, and stared at Simpson.
�Tonight and tomorrow morning,� Simpson said.
Like all the others, he was dressed in a brown windbreaker, khaki shirt, khaki pants, and, as Bleeker had previously observed, wore dark calf-length boots. A cloth and leather helmet lay on the table beside Simpson�s drink, but he hadn�t removed his flat green goggles, an accouterment giving him and the men in his troop the appearance of some tropical tribe with enormous semiprecious eyes, lidless and immovable. That was Bleeker�s first impression and, absurd as it was, it didn�t seem an exaggeration of fancy but of truth.
�Where do you go after this?�
�North.� Simpson took a rolled map from a binocular case slung over his shoulder and spread it on the table. �Roughly we�re following the arc of an ellipse with its southern tip based on Los Angeles and its northern end touching Fresno.�
�Pretty ambitious for a motorcycle club.�
�We have a month,� Simpson said. �This is our first week, but we�re in no hurry and we�re out to see plenty of country.�
�What are you interested in mainly?�
�Roads. Naturally, being a motorcycle club � you�d be surprised at the rate we�re expanding � we�d like to have as much of California as possible opened up to us.�
�I see.�
�Keeps the boys fit, too. The youth of America. Our hope for the future.� Simpson pulled sternly at his drink, and Bleeker had the impression that Simpson was repressing, openly, and with pride, a vast sparkling ecstasy.
Bleeker sat and watched the young men in the troop file upstairs from the public washroom and stroll casually but nevertheless with discipline into the dining room. They had removed their helmets and strapped them to their belts, each helmet in a prescribed position to the left of the belt-buckle, but � like Simpson � they had retained their goggles. Bleeker wondered if they ever removed the goggles long enough to wash under them and, if they did, what the flesh under them looked like.
�I think I�d better help out at the tables,� Bleeker said. He stood up, and Simpson stood with him. �You say you�re from Troop B? Is that right?�
�Correct. We�re forming Troop G now. Someday��
�You�ll be up to Z,� Bleeker said.
�And not only in California.�
�Where else for instance?�
�Nevada � Arizona � Colorado � Wyoming.�
Simpson smiled, and Bleeker, turning away from him abruptly, went into the dining room where he began to help the two waitresses at the tables. He filled water glasses, set out extra forks, and brought steins of beer from the bar. As he served the troop, their polite thank you�s ornate and insecure, irritated him. It reminded him of tricks taught to animals, the animals only being allowed to perform under certain obvious conditions of security. And he didn�t like the cool way they stared at the two waitresses, both older women and fixtures in the town, and then leaned their heads together as if every individual thought had to be pooled and divided equally among them. He admitted, after some covert study, that the twenty men were really only variations of one, the variations, with few exceptions, being too subtle for him to recognize and differentiate. It was the goggles, he decided, covering that part of the face which is most noteworthy and most needful for identification � the eyes and the mask around the eyes.
Bleeker went into the kitchen, pretending to help but really to be near Cathy. The protective father, he thought ironically, watching his daughter cut pie and lay the various colored wedges on the white blue-bordered plates.
�Well, Daddy, what�s the verdict?� Cathy looked extremely grave, but he could see that she was amused.
�They�re a fine body of men.�
�Uh-huh. Have you called the police yet?�
He laughed. �It�s a good thing you don�t play poker.�
�Child�s play.� She slid the last piece of blueberry pie on a plate. �I saw you through the door. You looked like you were ready to crack the Siegfried line � singlehanded.�
�That man Simpson.�
�What about him?�
�Why don�t you go upstairs and read a book or something?�
�Now, Daddy � you�re the only professional here. They�re just acting like little tin soldiers out on a spree.�
�I wish to God they were made of tin.�
�All right. I�ll keep away from them. I promise.� She made a gesture of crossing her throat with the thin edge of a knife. He leaned over and kissed her forehead, his hand feeling awkward and stern on her back.
After dinner the troop went into the bar, moving with a strange co-ordinated fluency that was both casual and military, and sat jealously together in one corner of the room. Bleeker served them pitchers of beer, and for the most part they talked quietly together, Simpson at their center, their voices guarded and urgent as if they possessed information which couldn�t be disseminated safely among the public.
Bleeker left them after a while and went upstairs to his daughter�s room. He wasn�t used to being severe with Cathy and he was a little embarrassed by what he had said to her in the kitchen. She was turning the collars of some of his old shirts, using a portable sewing machine he had bought her as a present on her last birthday. As he came in, she held one of the shirts comically to the floor lamp, and he could see how thin and transparent the material was. Her mother�s economy in small things, almost absurd when compared to her limitless generosity in matters of importance, had been one of the family jokes. It gave him an extraordinary sense of pleasure, so pure it was like a sudden inhalation of oxygen, to see that his daughter had not only inherited this tradition but had considered it meaningful enough to carry on. He went down the hall to his own room without saying anything further to her. Cathy was what he himself was in terms which could mean absolutely nothing to anyone else.
He had been in his room for perhaps an hour, working on the hotel accounts and thinking obliquely of the man Simpson, when he heard, faintly and apparently coming from no one direction, the sound of singing. He got up and walked to the windows overlooking the street. Standing there, he thought he could fix the sound farther up the block toward Cunningham�s bar. Except for something harsh and mature in the voices, it was the kind of singing that might be heard around a Boy Scout campfire, more rhythmic than melodic and more stirring than tuneful. And then he could hear it almost under his feet, coming out of the hotel lobby and making three or four people on the street turn and smile foolishly toward the doors of the veranda.
Oppressed by something sternly joyous in the voices, Bleeker went downstairs to the bar, hearing, as he approached, the singing became louder and fuller. Outside of Simpson and the twenty men in the troop there were only three townsmen � including LaSalle � in the bar. Simpson, seeing Bleeker in the door, got up and walked over to him, moving him out into the lobby where they could talk.
�I hope the boys aren�t disturbing you,� he said.
�It�s early,� Bleeker said.
�In an organization as large and selective as ours it�s absolutely necessary to insist on a measure of discipline. And it�s equally necessary to allow a certain amount of relaxation.�
�The key word is selective, I suppose.�
�We have our standards,� Simpson said primly.
�May I ask you what the hell your standards are?�
Simpson smiled. �I don�t quite understand your irritation, Mr. Bleeker.�
�This is an all-year-round thing, isn�t it? This club of yours?�
�Yes.�
�And you have an all-year-round job with the club?�
�Of course.�
�That�s my objection, Simpson. Briefly and simply stated, what you�re running is a private army.� Bleeker tapped the case slung over Simpson�s shoulder. �Complete with maps, all sorts of local information, and of course a lobby in Sacramento.�
�For a man who has traveled as widely as you have, Mr. Bleeker, you display an uncommon talent for exaggeration.�
�As long as you behave yourselves I don�t care what you do. This is a small town and we don�t have many means of entertainment. We go to bed at a decent hour and I suggest you take that into consideration. However, have your fun. Nobody here has any objections to that.�
�And of course we spend our money.�
�Yes,� Bleeker said. �You spend your money.�
He walked away from Simpson and went out onto the veranda. The singing was now both in front and in back of him. Bleeker stood for a moment on the top steps of the veranda looking at the moon, hung like a slightly soiled but luminous pennant in the sky. He was embarrassed by his outburst to Simpson and he couldn�t think why he had said such things. Private army. Perhaps, as Simpson had said, he was exaggerating. He was a small-town man and he had always hated the way men surrendered their individuality to attain perfection as a unit. It had been necessary during the war but it wasn�t necessary now. Kid stuff � with an element of growing pains.
He walked down the steps and went up the sidewalk toward Cunningham�s bar. They were singing there, too, and he stood outside the big plate-glass window peering in at them and listening to the harsh, pounding voices colored here and there with the sentimentalism of strong beer. Without thinking further he went into the bar. It was dim and cool and alien to his eyes, and at first he didn�t notice the boy sitting by himself in a booth near the front. When he did, he was surprised � more than surprised, shocked � to see that the boy wasn�t wearing his goggles but had placed them on the table by a bottle of Coca-Cola. Impulsively, he walked over to the booth and sat across from the boy.
�This seat taken?�
He had to shout over the noise of the singing. The boy leaned forward over the table and smiled.
�Hope we�re not disturbing you.�
Bleeker caught the word �disturbing� and shook his head negatively. He pointed to his mouth, then to the boy and to the rest of the group. The boy, too, shook his head. Bleeker could see that he was young, possibly twenty-five, and that he had dark straight hair cut short and parted neatly at the side. The face was square but delicate, the nose short, the mouth wide. The best thing about the boy, Bleeker decided, were his eyes, brown, perhaps, or dark gray, set in two distorted ovals of white flesh which contrasted sharply with the heavily tanned skin on the cheeks, forehead and jaws. With his goggles on he would have looked like the rest. Without them he was a pleasant young man, altogether human and approachable.
Bleeker pointed to the Coca-Cola bottle. �You�re not drinking.�
�Beer makes me sick.�
Bleeker got the word �beer� and the humorous ulping motion the boy made. They sat exchanging words and sometimes phrases, illustrated always with a series of clumsy, groping gestures until the singing became less coherent and spirited and ended finally in a few isolated coughs. The men in the troop were moving about individually now, some leaning over the bar and talking in hoarse whispers to the bartender, others walking unsteadily from group to group and detaching themselves immediately to go over to another group, the groups, usually two or three men, constantly edging away from themselves and colliding with and being held briefly by others. Some simply stood in the center of the room and brayed dolorously at the ceiling.
Several of the troop walked out of the bar, and Bleeker could see them standing on the wide sidewalk looking up and down the street � as contemptuous of one another�s company as they had been glad of it earlier. Or not so much contemptuous as unwilling to be coerced too easily by any authority outside themselves. Bleeker smiled as he thought of Simpson and the man�s talk of discipline.
�They�re looking for women,� the boy said.
Bleeker had forgotten the boy temporarily, and the sudden words spoken in a normal voice startled and confused him. He thought quickly of Cathy � but then Cathy was safe in her room � probably in bed. He took the watch from his vest pocket and looked at it carefully.
�Five minutes after ten,� he said.
�Why do they do that?� the boy demanded. �Why do they have to be so damned indecent about things like that? They haven�t got the nerve to do anything but stare at waitresses. And then they get a few beers in them and go around pinching and slapping � they��
Bleeker shivered with embarrassment. He was looking directly into the boy�s eyes and seeing the color run under the tears and the jerky pinching movement of the lids as against something injurious and baleful. It was an emotion too rawly infantile to be seen without being hurt by it, and he felt both pity and contempt for a man who would allow himself to display such a feeling � without any provocation � so nakedly to a stranger.
�Sorry,� the boy said.
He picked up the green goggles and fitted them awkwardly over his eyes. Bleeker stood up and looked toward the center of the room. Several of the men turned their eyes and then moved their heads away without seeming to notice the boy in the booth. Bleeker understood them. This was the one who could be approached. The reason for that was clear, too. He didn�t belong. Why and wherefore he would probably never know.
He walked out of the bar and started down the street toward the hotel. The night was clear and cool and smelled faintly of the desert, of sand, of heated rock, of the sweetly-sour plants growing without water and even of the sun which burned itself into the earth and never completely withdrew. There were only a few townsmen on the sidewalk wandering up and down, lured by the presence of something unusual in the town and masking, Bleeker thought, a ruthless and menacing curiosity behind a tolerant grin. He shrugged his shoulders distastefully. He was like a cat staring into a shadow the shape of its fears.
He was no more than a hundred feet from the hotel when he heard � or thought he heard � the sound of automatic firing. It was a well-remembered sound but always new and frightening.
Then he saw the motorcycle moving down the middle of the street, the exhaust sputtering loudly against the human resonance of laughter, catcalls, and epithets. He exhaled gently, the pain in his lungs subsiding with his breath. Another motorcycle speeded after the first, and he could see four of five machines being wheeled out and the figures of their riders leaping into the air and bringing their weight down on the starting pedals. He was aware, too, that the lead motorcycles, having traversed the length of the street, had turned and were speeding back to the hotel. He had the sensation of moving � even when he stood still � in the relation to the objects heading toward each other. He heard the high unendurable sound of metal squeezing metal and saw the front wheel of a motorcycle twist and wobble and its rider roll along the asphalt toward the gutter where he sat up finally and moved his goggled head feebly from side to side.
As Bleeker looked around him, he saw the third group of men which had divided earlier from the other two coming out of the bar across the street from Cunningham�s, waving their arms in recognizable motions of cheering. The boy who had been thrown from the motorcycle vomited quietly into the gutter. Bleeker walked very fast toward the hotel. When he reached the top step of the veranda, he was caught and jostled by some five or six cyclists running out of the lobby, one of whom fell and was kicked rudely down the steps. Bleeker staggered against one of the pillars and broke a fingernail catching it. He stood there for a moment, fighting his temper, and then went into the lobby.
A table had been overthrown and lay on its top, and wooden legs stiffly and foolishly exposed, its magazines scattered around it, some with their pages spread face down so that the bindings rose along the back. He stepped on glass and realized one of the panels in the lobby door had been smashed. One of the troop walked stupidly out of the bar, his body sagging against the impetus propelling him forward until without actually falling he lay stretched on the floor, beer gushing from his mouth and nose and making a green and yellow pool before it sank into the carpet.
As Bleeker walked toward the bar, thinking of Simpson and of what he could say to him, he saw two men going up the stairs toward the second floor. He ran over to intercept them. Recognizing the authority in his voice, they came obediently down the stairs and walked across the lobby to the veranda, one of them saying over his shoulder, �Okay, Pop, okay � keep your lid on.� The smiles they exchanged enraged him. After they were out of sight, he ran swiftly up the stairs, panting a little, and along the hall to his daughter�s room.
It was quiet and there was no strip of light beneath the door. He stood listening for a moment with his ear to the panels and then turned back toward the stairs.
A man or boy, any of twenty or forty or sixty identical figures, goggled and in khaki, came around the corner of the second-floor corridor and put his hand on the knob of the door nearest the stairs. He squeezed the knob gently and then moved on to the next door, apparently unaware of Bleeker. Bleeker, remembering not to run or shout or knock the man down, walked over to him, took his arm and led him down the stairs, the arm unresisting, even flaccid, in his grip.
Bleeker stood indecisively at the foot of the stairs, watching the man walk automatically away from him. He thought he should go back upstairs and search the hall. And he thought, too, he had to reach Simpson. Over the noise of the motorcycles moving rapidly up and down the street, he heard a crash in the bar, a series of drunken elongated curses, ending abruptly in a small sound like a man�s hand laid flatly and sharply on a table.
His head was beginning to ache badly and his stomach to sour under the impact of a slow and steady anger. He walked into the bar and stood staring at Francis LaSalle � LaSalle and Fleet, Hardware � who lay sprawled on the floor, his shoulders touching the brass rail under the bar and his head turned so that his cheek rubbed the black polished wood above the rail. The bartender had his hands below the top of the bar and he was watching Simpson and a half a dozen men arranged in a loose semicircle above and beyond LaSalle.
Bleeker lifted LaSalle, who was a little dazed but not really hurt, and set him on a chair. After he was sure LaSalle was all right, he walked up to Simpson.
�Get your men together,� he said. �And get them out of here.�
Simpson took a long yellow wallet folded like a book and laid some money on the bar.
�That should take care of the damages,� he said. His tongue was a little thick, and his mouth didn�t quite shut after the words were spoken, but Bleeker didn�t think he was drunk. Bleeker saw, too � or thought he saw � the little cold eyes behind the glasses as bright and as sterile as a painted floor. Bleeker raised his arm slightly and lifted his heels off the floor, but Simpson turned abruptly and walked away from him, the men in the troop swaying at his heels like a pack of lolling hounds. Bleeker stood looking foolishly after them. He had expected a fight, and his body was still poised for one. He grunted heavily.
�Who hit him?� Bleeker motioned toward LaSalle.
�Damned if I know,� the bartender said. �They all look alike to me.�
That was true, of course. He went back into the lobby, hearing LaSalle say, weakly and tearfully, �Goddamn them � the bastards.� He met Campbell, the deputy sheriff, a tall man with the arms and shoulders of a child beneath a foggy, bloated face.
�Can you do anything?� Bleeker asked. The motorcycles were racing up and down the street, alternately whining and backfiring, and one had jumped the curb and was cruising on the sidewalk.
�What do you want me to do?� Campbell demanded. �Put �em all in jail?�
The motorcycle on the sidewalk speeded up and skidded obliquely into a plate-glass window, the front wheel bucking and climbing the brick base beneath the window. A single large section of glass slipped edge-down to the sidewalk and fell slowly toward the cyclist who, with his feet spread and kicking at the cement, backed clumsily away from it. Bleeker could feel the crash in his teeth.
Now there were other motorcycles on the sidewalk. One of them hit a parked car at the edge of the walk. The rider standing astride his machine beat the window out of the car with his gloved fists. Campbell started down the steps toward him but was driven back by a motorcycle coming from his left. Bleeker could hear the squeal of the tires against the wooden riser at the base of the steps. Campbell�s hand was on his gun when Bleeker reached him.
�That�s no good,� he yelled. �Get the state police. Ask for a half dozen squad cars.�
Campbell, angry but somewhat relieved, went up the steps and into the lobby. Bleeker couldn�t know how long he stood on the veranda watching the mounting devastation on the street � the cyclist racing past store windows and hurling, presumably, beer bottles at the glass fronts; the two, working as a team, knocking down weighing machines and the signs in front of the motion-picture theater; the innumerable mounted men running the angry townspeople, alerted and aroused by the awful sounds of damage to their property, back into their suddenly lighted homes again or up the steps of his hotel or into niches along the main street, into doorways, and occasionally into the ledges and bays of glassless windows.
He saw Simpson � or rather a figure on the white motorcycle, helmeted and goggled � stationed calmly in the middle of the street under a hanging lamp. Presumably, he had been there for some time but Bleeker hadn�t seen him, the many rapid movements on the street making any static object unimportant and even, in a sense, invisible. Bleeker saw him now and he felt again that spasm of anger which was like another life inside his body. He could have strangled Simpson then, slowly and with infinite pride. He knew without any effort of reason that Simpson was making no attempt to control his men but waiting rather for that moment when their minds, subdued but never actually helpless, would again take possession of their bodies.
Bleeker turned suddenly and went back into the lobby as if by that gesture of moving away he could pin his thoughts to Simpson, who, hereafter, would be responsible for them. He walked over the desk where Timmons and Campbell, the deputy, were talking.
�You�ve got the authority,� Timmons was saying angrily. �Fire over their heads. And if that doesn�t stop them��
Campbell looked uneasily at Bleeker. �Maybe if we could get their leader��
�Did you get the police?� Bleeker asked.
�They�re on their way,� Campbell said. He avoided looking at Timmons and continued to stare hopefully and miserably at Bleeker.
�You�ve had your say,� Timmons said abruptly. �Now I�ll have mine.�
He started for the lobby doors, but Campbell, suddenly incensed, grabbed his arm.
�You leave this to me,� he said. �You start firing a gun��
Campbell�s mouth dropped, and Bleeker, turning his head, saw the two motorcycles coming through the lobby doors. They circled leisurely around for a moment and then one of them shot suddenly toward them, the goggled rider looming enormously above the wide handlebars. They scattered, Bleeker diving behind a pillar, and Campbell and Timmons jumping behind the desk. The noise of the two machines assaulted them with as much effect as the sight of the speeding metal itself.
Bleeker didn�t know why, in course of watching the two riders, he looked into the hall toward the foot of the stairway. Nor did it seem at all unreasonable that when he looked he should see Cathy standing there. Deeply, underneath the outward preoccupation of his mind, he must have been thinking of her. Now there she was. She wore the familiar green robe, belted and pulled in at the waist, and beneath its hem he could see the white slippers and the pink edge of her nightgown. Her hair was down, and he had the impression her eyes were not quite open, although, obviously, they were. She looked, he thought, as if she had waked, frowned at the clock, and come downstairs to scold him for staying up too late. He had no idea what time it was.
He saw � and of course Cathy saw � the motorcycle speeding toward her. He was aware that he screamed at her, too. She did take a slight backward step and raise her arms in a pathetic warding gesture toward the inhuman figure on the motorcycle, but neither could have changed � in that dwarfed period of time and in that short, unmaneuverable space � the course of their actions.
She lay finally across the lower steps, her body clinging to and equally arching away from the base of the newel post. And there was the sudden, shocking exposure of her flesh, the robe and gown torn away from the leg as if pushed aside by the blood welling from her thigh. When he reached her, there was blood in her hair, too, and someone � not Cathy � was screaming into his ears.
After a while the doctor came, and Cathy, her head bandaged and her legs in splints, could be carried into his office and laid on the couch. Bleeker sat on the edge of the couch, his hand over Cathy�s, watching the still white face whose eyes were closed and would not, he knew, open again. The doctor, after his first examination, had looked up quickly, and since Bleeker, too, had been bent over Cathy, their heads had been very close together for a moment. The doctor had assumed, almost immediately, his expression of professional austerity, but Bleeker had seen him in that moment when he had been thinking as a man, fortified of course by a doctor�s knowledge, and Bleeker had known then that Cathy would die but that there would be also this interval of time.
Bleeker turned from watching Cathy and saw Timmons standing across the room. The man was � or had been � crying, but his face wasn�t set for it, and the tears, points of colorless, sparkling water on his jaws, were unexpectedly delicate against the coarse texture of his skin. Timmons waved a bandaged hand awkwardly, and Bleeker remembered, abruptly and jarringly, seeing Timmons diving for the motorcycle which had reversed itself, along with the other, and raced out of the lobby.
There was no sound now either from the street or the lobby. It was incredible, thinking of the racket a moment ago, that there should be this utter quietude, not only the lack of noise but the lack of vibration of movement. The doctor came and went, coming to bend over Cathy and then going away again. Timmons stayed. Beyond shifting his feet occasionally, he didn�t move at all but stood patiently across the room, his face toward Cathy and Bleeker but not, Bleeker thought once when he looked up, actually seeing them.
�The police,� Bleeker said sometime later.
�They�re gone,� Timmons said in a hoarse whisper. And then after a while, �They�ll get �em � don�t worry.�
Bleeker saw that the man blushed helplessly and looked away from him. The police were no good. They would catch Simpson. Simpson would pay damages. And that would be the end of it. Who could identify Cathy�s assailant? Not himself, certainly � not Timmons nor Campbell. They were all alike. They were standardized figurines, seeking in each other a willful loss of identity, dividing themselves equally among one another until there was only a single mythical figure, unspeakably sterile and furnishing the norm for hundreds of others. He could not accuse something which didn�t actually exist.
He wasn�t sure of the exact moment when Cathy died. It might have been when he heard the motorcycle, unbelievably solitary in the quiet night, approaching the town. He knew only that the doctor came for the last time and that there was now a coarse, heavy blanket laid mercifully over Cathy. He stood looking down at the blanket for a moment, whatever he was feeling repressed and delayed inside him, and then went back to the lobby and out onto the veranda. There were a dozen men standing there looking up the street toward the sound of the motorcycle, steadily but slowly coming nearer. He saw that when they glanced at each other their faces were hard and angry but when they looked at him they were respectful and a little abashed.
Bleeker could see from the veranda a number of people moving among the smashed store-fronts, moving, stopping, bending over and then straightening up to move somewhere else, all dressed somewhat extemporaneously and therefore seeming without purpose. What they picked up they put down. What they put down they stared at grimly and then picked up again. They were like a dispossessed minority brutally but lawfully discriminated against. When the motorcycle appeared at the north end of the street, they looked at it and then looked away again, dully and seemingly without resentment.
It was only after some moments that they looked up again, this time purposefully, and began to move slowly toward the hotel where the motorcycle had now stopped, the rider standing on the sidewalk, his face raised to the veranda.
No one on the veranda moved until Bleeker, after a visible effort, walked down the steps and stood facing the rider. It was the boy Bleeker had talked to in the bar. The goggles and helmet were hanging at his belt.
�I couldn�t stand it any longer,� the boy said. �I had to come back.�
He looked at Bleeker as if he didn�t dare look anywhere else. His face was adolescently shiny and damp, the marks, Bleeker thought, of a proud and articulate fear. He should have been heroic in his willingness to come back to the town after what had been done to it, but to Bleeker he was only a dirty little boy returning to a back fence his friends had defaced with pornographic writing and calling attention to the fact that he was afraid to erase the writing but was determined nevertheless to do it. Bleeker was revolted. He hated the boy far more than he could have hated Simpson for bringing this to his attention when he did not want to think of anything or anyone but Cathy.
�I wasn�t one of them,� the boy said. �You remember, Mr. Bleeker. I wasn�t drinking.�
This declaration of innocence � this willingness to take blame for acts which he hadn�t committed � enraged Bleeker.
�You were one of them,� he said.
�Yes. But after tonight��
�Why didn�t you stop them?� Bleeker demanded loudly. He felt the murmur of the townspeople at his back and someone breathed harshly on his neck. �You were one of them. You could have done something. Why in God�s name didn�t you do it?�
�What could I do?� the boy said. He spread his hands and stepped back as if to appeal to the men beyond Bleeker.
Bleeker couldn�t remember, either shortly after or much later, exactly what he did then. If the boy hadn�t stepped back like that � if he hadn�t raised his hand... Bleeker was in the middle of a group of bodies and he was striking with his fists and being struck. And then he was kneeling on the sidewalk, holding the boy�s head in his lap and trying to protect him from the heavy shoes of the men around him. He was crying out, protesting, exhorting, and after a time the men moved away from him and someone helped him carry the boy up the steps and lay him on the veranda. When he looked up finally, only Timmons and the doctor were there. Up and down the street there were now only shadows and the diminishing sounds of invisible bodies. The night was still again as abruptly as it had been confounded with noise.
Some time later Timmons and the doctor carried the boy, alive but terribly hurt, into the hotel. Bleeker sat on the top step of the veranda, staring at the moon which had shifted in the sky and was now nearer the mountains in the west. It was not in any sense romantic or inflamed but coldly clear and sane. And the light it sent was cold and sane and lit in himself what he could have liked to hide.
He could have said that having lost Cathy he was not afraid any longer of losing himself. No one would blame him. Cathy�s death was his excuse for striking the boy, hammering him to the sidewalk, and stamping on him as he had never believed he could have stamped on any living thing. No one would say he should have lost Cathy lightly � without anger and without that appalling desire to avenge her. It was utterly natural � as natural as a man drinking a few beers and riding a motorcycle insanely through a town like this. Bleeker shuddered. It might have been all right for a man like Timmons who was and would always be incapable of thinking what he � Joel Bleeker � was thinking. It was not � and would never be � all right for him.
Bleeker got up and stood for a moment on the top step of the veranda. He wanted, abruptly and madly, to scream his agony into the night with no more restraint than that of an animal seeing his guts beneath him on the ground. He wanted to smash something � anything � glass, wood, stone � his own body. He could feel his fists going into the boy�s flesh. And there was that bloody but living thing on the sidewalk and himself stooping over to shield it.
After a while, aware that he was leaning against one of the wooden pillars supporting the porch and aware, too, that his flesh was numb from being pressed against it, he straightened up slowly and turned to go back into the hotel.
There would always be time to make his peace with the dead. There was little if any time to make his peace with the living.

Murder on the Waterfront
BUDD SCHULBERG

THE STORY
Original publication:Collier�s, October 1, 1954

Trying to distinguish among the most outstanding achievements of Seymour �Budd� Wilson Schulberg (1914�2009) is a serious challenge.
His 1941 novel What Makes Sammy Run? was an expos� of a corrupt Hollywood that made him a pariah in his own city and the industry in which he had labored since his teenage years. Though born in New York City, his father, B. P. Schulberg, moved the family to Hollywood when Budd was eight. B. P. Schulberg wrote film scenarios but quickly became a successful producer, partnering with Louis Mayer, so his son grew up in the environment of the movie business. He worked in the Paramount publicity department at the age of seventeen, writing phony biographies of the studio�s actors. After graduating from Dartmouth, he returned to Hollywood to work on screenplays.
Schulberg lamented that his novel What Makes Sammy Run? became a kind of handbook for ambitious young businessmen, embracing the notion of success without conscience of its principal character, Sammy Glick, whose name has entered the language. �Going through life with a conscience,� he says, �is like driving your car with your brakes on.�
An expos� of a different arena in American life was featured in The Harder They Fall (1947), a hard-hitting boxing novel that was later filmed with Humphrey Bogart. Schulberg later became the first boxing editor of Sports Illustrated. He also wrote the screenplay for A Face in the Crowd (1957), based on his own short story.
After �Murder on the Waterfront� was published in a magazine in 1954, Schulberg rewrote it as a full-length novel, published in 1955 as Waterfront, by which time it had already become a successful motion picture. The 1954 film won eight Academy Awards, including those for Schulberg�s screenplay and Elia Kazan�s award as best director.
Schulberg and Kazan, both members of the Communist Party in the late 1930s, had been called to testify before the House Un-American Activities Committee in 1951, where they named seventeen members of the party.
�It�s not a pleasant thing,� Schulberg said of naming names. �My own feeling was that while I didn�t like the committee being so right-wing, I didn�t think it was healthy having a secret organization trying to control the Writers Guild. I felt it was wrong and undermining democracy.� He said that he welcomed the opportunity to denounce the Communist Party, even though it had caused him to be ostracized by much of the Hollywood community.
The iconic motion picture, and the story on which it was based, is an expos� of the corrupt unions that dominated New York City�s dockworkers. Terry Malloy, an ex-prizefighter, watches union thugs kill a man but stays silent until he meets the dead man�s sister and, guided by a fearless priest, begins to revolt against the mobsters.

THE FILM
Title: On the Waterfront, 1954
Studio: Columbia Pictures
Director: Elia Kazan
Screenwriter: Budd Schulberg
Producer: Sam Spiegel

THE CAST
��Marlon Brando (Terry Malloy)
��Karl Malden (Father Barry)
��Lee J. Cobb (Johnny Friendly)
��Rod Steiger (Charley Malloy)
��Eva Marie Saint (Edie Doyle)

On the Waterfront remains one of the greatest films in the history of American cinema. Schulberg�s expos� of the corruption on the docks resulted in the AFL�CIO expelling the East Coast Longshoreman�s Union because of its ties to organized crime. Every major element of its crusade against corruption and its courageous whistle-blower emanates from Schulberg�s original story.
Many of the characters were based on real-life people: Terry Malloy on Anthony DeVincenzo, longshoreman and the defiant leader of the revolt, as well as a witness in the trial against the union leaders; Father Barry on waterfront priest John M. Corridan; and Johnny Friendly, an amalgam of union leader Michael Clemente and notorious mobster Albert Anastasia. They had been profiled in a series of twenty-four articles by Malcolm Johnson for the New York Sun, winning him a Pulitzer Prize. Schulberg was fascinated by the story and researched the longshoremen and their mobster-dominated union for years.
The trial in which Terry Malloy testifies against the mob has been identified as a parallel to Kazan and Schulberg�s testimony at HUAC�s investigation of Communist influence in Hollywood. Kazan agrees that it was but Schulberg denied it, pointing out that he had written the first version of On the Waterfront years before he was called before the committee.
Certainly, the film had important social protest elements, but it also achieved greatness with its portrayals of individuals. In one of its most memorable scenes, Terry Malloy talks to his brother, Charley. �You don�t understand,� he says to the man who let him down. �I could�ve had class. I could�ve been a contender; I could�ve been somebody instead of a bum, which is what I am.�
Named one of the greatest films of all time on virtually every survey conducted, On the Waterfront�s eight Oscars tied Gone with the Wind (1939) and From Here to Eternity (1953) for the most awards at the time.

MURDER ON THE WATERFRONT
Budd Schulberg

The alarm was about to ring when Matt Gillis reached out his bearlike, heavy-muscled arm and shut it off. Habit. Half-past six. Summer with the light streaming in around the patched window shades, and winter when half-past six was black as midnight. Matt stretched his heavyweight, muscular body and groaned. Habit woke you up at half-past six every morning, but habit didn�t make you like it � not on these raw winter mornings when the wind blew in from the sea, whipping along the waterfront with an intensity it seemed to reserve for longshoremen. He shivered in anticipation.
Matt listened to the wind howling through the narrow canyon of Eleventh Street and thought to himself: Another day, another icy-fingered, stinking day. He pushed one foot from under the covers to test the temperature, and then quickly withdrew it into the warmth of the double bed again. Cold. Damn that janitor, Lacey � the one they all called Rudolph because of his perpetually red nose. Never enough heat in the place. Well, the landlord was probably saying, what do they expect for twenty-five a month?
Matt rolled over heavily, ready for the move into his work clothes. �Matt?� his wife, Franny, murmured, feeling for him drowsily in the dark. �I�ll get up; fix you some coffee.�
�It�s all right.� His buxom Fran. Matt patted her. Her plump-pretty Irish face was still swollen with sleep. For a moment he remembered her as she had been fifteen years ago: the prettiest kid in the neighborhood � bright, flirty, sky-blue eyes and a pug nose, a little bit of a girl smothered in Matt�s big arms, a child in the arms of a grizzly. Now she was plump all over, something like him on a smaller, softer scale, as if she had had to grow along his lines to keep him company.
�Matt, you don�t mind me gettin� fat?� she had whispered to him one night in the wide, metal-frame bed after the kids finally had fallen asleep.
�Naw, you�re still the best-lookin� woman in the neighborhood,� Matt had said gallantly.
�At least you can always find me in the dark,� Fran had giggled. They had got to laughing then, until Fran had to stop him because everything Matt did, he did big � laugh, fight, eat, drink, tell off the mob in the union. Even when he thought he was talking normally, he shouted, he bellowed, so when he had chuckled there in the bed, the children � Tom and Mickey and Kate and Johnny and Peggy, the five they had had so far � had stirred in their beds and Fran had said, �Shhh, if the baby wakes up you�ll be walkin� the floor with her.�
Matt swung his long legs out of the bed and felt the cold touch of the linoleum. He sat there a moment in his long underwear, thinking � he wasn�t sure of what; the day ahead, the days of his youth, the time his old man came home from the pier with three fingers off his right hand (copper sheeting � cut off at the knuckle nice and clean), and all those years the old man battled for his compensation. It was all the old man could talk about, finally, and got to be a joke � never to Pop, but to Matt and his brothers when they were big enough to support him.
Big Matt sat there on the edge of the bed rubbing sleep out of his eyes, thinking, thinking, while his wife, warm and sweet and full in her nightgown, half rose behind him and whispered, �Coffee? Let me get up and make you a cup of coffee.� She wanted to say more; she wanted to say, �Look, Matt honey, I know what it is to go down there to the shape-up when the sun is still climbing up the backs of the buildings. I know what it is for you to stand there with three-four hundred other men and have the hiring boss, Fisheye Moran, look you over like you was so much meat in a butcher shop. I know what it is for you to go to work every morning like you had a job � only you haven�t got a job unless Fisheye, the three-time loser put there by the Village mob, hands you a brass check.� She wanted to say, �Yes, and I know what it is for you to be left standing in the street; I know what you feel when the hiring boss looks through you with those pale blue fisheyes that give him his name.� That�s all today, come back tomorra.
Matt was on his feet now, a burly bear in his long underwear, stretching and groaning to push himself awake. Fran started to get up, but he put his big hand on her shoulder and pushed her back into the warm bed. Well, all right. She was glad to give in. When could a body rest except these precious few minutes in the early morning? �You be careful now, Matt. You be careful. Don�t get in no trouble.�
Fran knew her Matt, the Irish-thick rebel of Local 474, one of the lionhearted � or foolhardy � handful who dared speak up against the Lippy Keegan mob, which had the longshore local in their pocket, and the loading racket, the lunch-hour gambling, and all the other side lines that bring in a quick dollar on the docks. Lippy and his goons ran the neighborhood like storm troopers, and longshoremen who knew what was good for them went along with Keegan�s boys and took what they could get. Matt was always trying to get others to back him up, but the fear was too deep. �Matt, I got me wife and kids to think about; leave me alone,� they�d say, and push their thirty cents across the bar for another whiskey.
Matt tried to make as little noise as possible as he went down the creaky stairway. He closed the tenement door behind him and stood a moment in the clammy morning, feeling the weather. He zipped up his windbreaker and pulled his old cap down on his forehead. Then he drew his head down into the heavy collar, threw out his chest, and turned his face into the wind. It was a big, strong-boned, beefy face, with a heavy jaw and a broken nose, a face that had taken plenty. Over the years the Keegan boys had developed a begrudging respect for Matt. They had hit him with everything and he still kept coming on. The gift of getting up � that�s what they called it on the waterfront.
Matt ducked into the Longdock Bar & Grill on the corner across the street from the pier. It was full of longshoremen grabbing a cup of coffee and maybe some ham and eggs before drifting over to the shape-up. There were men of all sizes and ages, with weatherbeaten faces like Matt�s, many of them with flattened noses, trophies of battles on the docks and in the barrooms; here and there were ex-pugs with big-time memories: the cheers of friends and five hundred dollars for an eight-rounder. Threading through the dock workers was a busy little man whose name was Billy Morgan, though everybody called him �J.P.� because he was the money-lender for the mob. If you didn�t work, J.P. was happy to lend you a deuce or half a bill, at ten per cent a week. If you fell too far behind, J.P. whispered to Fisheye, and Fisheye threw you a couple of days work until the loan was paid off. They had you coming and going, the mob. Matt looked at J.P. and turned away.
Over in the corner were a couple of Lippy�s pistols, Specs Sinclair, a mild-looking, pasty-skinned man who didn�t look like an enforcer but had maybe a dozen stiffs to his credit, and Feets McKenna, a squat muscle man who could rough-and-tumble with the best. Feets was sergeant-at-arms for the local. Specs, for whom signing his name was a lot of writing, was recording secretary. Matt looked straight at them to show he wasn�t backing away, ever. Union officials. Only three-time losers need apply.
Matt pushed his way into the group at the short-order counter. They were men dressed like himself, in old trousers and flannel shirts, with old caps worn slightly askew in the old-country way. They all knew Matt and respected the way he stood up; but a stand-up guy, as they called him, was nobody you wanted to get close to. Not if you wanted to work and stay in one piece in Lippy Keegan�s sector of the harbor.
Matt was waiting for his coffee when he felt a fist smash painfully into his side. He winced and started an automatic counter at whoever it was, and then he looked down and grinned. He should have known. It was Runt Nolan, whose hundred ring battles and twenty five years of brawling on the docks were stamped into his flattened face. But a life of beatings had failed to deaden the twinkle in his eyes. Runt Nolan was always seeing the funny side, even when he was looking down the business end of a triggerboy�s .38. Where other longshoremen turned away in fear from Lippy�s pistoleros, Runt always seemed to take a perverse delight in baiting them. Sometimes they laughed him off and sometimes, if he went on provoking them � and longshoremen were watching to see if Runt could get away with it � they would oblige him with a blackjack or a piece of pipe. Runt had a head like a rock and more lives than a pair of cats, and the stories of his miraculous recoveries from these beatings had become a riverfront legend.
Once they had left him around the corner in the alley lying face down in his own blood, after enough blows on the noggin to crack the skull of a horse; and an hour later, when everyone figured he was on his way to the morgue, damned if he didn�t stagger back into the Longdock and pound the bar for whiskey. �I should worry what they do to me, I�m on borried time,� Runt Nolan liked to say.
Runt grinned when he saw Matt rub his side with mock resentment. �Mornin�, Matt me lad, just wanted t� see if you was in condition.�
�Don�t be worryin� about my condition. One more like that and I�ll stand you right on your head.�
�Come on, you big blowhard, I�m ready for you.� Runt fell into a fierce boxing stance and jabbed his small knuckle-broken left fist into Matt�s face.
Matt got his coffee and a sinker and sat down at one of the small tables with Runt. Runt was rarely caught eating. He seemed to consider the need for solid food something of a disgrace, a sign of weakness. Whiskey and beer and maybe once a day a corned-beef sandwich � that was Runt�s diet, and in the face of medical science it had kept him wiry and resilient at fifty-five.
�What kind of a boat we got today?� Matt asked. Runt lived in a two-dollar hotel above the Longdock Bar and he was usually up on his shipping news.
�Bananas,� Runt said, drawing out the middle vowel in disgust.
�Bananas!� Matt groaned. Bananas meant plenty of shoulder work, toting the heavy stalks out the hold. A banana carrier was nothing less than a human pack mule. There was only one good thing about bananas: the men who worked steady could afford to lay off bananas, and so there was always a need for extra hands. The docker who had no in with the hiring boss, and even the fellow who was on the outs with the Keegan mob, stood a chance of picking up a day on bananas.
By the time Matt and Runt reached the pier, ten minutes before the seven-thirty whistle, there were already a couple of hundred men on hand, warming themselves around fires in metal barrels and shifting their feet to keep the numbness away. Some of them were hard-working men with families, professional longshoremen whose Ireland-born fathers had moved cargo before them. And some of them were only a peg above the bum, casuals who drifted in for a day now and then to keep themselves in drinking money. Some of them were big men with powerful chests, large, raw-faced men who looked like throwbacks to the days of bare-knuckle fights-to-a-finish. Some of them were surprisingly slight, wizen-faced men in castoff clothing, the human flotsam of the waterfront.
Fisheye came out of the pier, flanked by a couple of the boys, �Flash� Gordon and �Blackie� McCook. There were about three hundred longshoremen waiting for jobs now. Obediently they formed themselves into a large horseshoe so Fisheye could look them over. Meat in a butcher shop. The men Fisheye wanted were the ones who worked. You kicked back part of your day�s pay to Fisheye or did favors for Lippy if you wanted to work regular. You didn�t have to have a record, but a couple of years in a respectable pen didn�t do you any harm.
�I need two hundred banana carriers.� Fisheye�s hoarse voice seemed to take its pitch from the foghorns that barked along the Hudson. Jobs for two hundred men at a coveted $2.27 an hour. The three, maybe four hundred men eyed one another in listless rivalry. �You � and � you � Pete � okay, Slim...� Fisheye was screening the men with a cold, hard look. Nearly twenty years ago a broken-down dock worker had gone across the street from the shape-up. �No work?� the bartender had said, perfunctorily, and the old man had answered, �Nah, he just looked right through me with those blasted fisheyes of his.� Fisheye � it had made the bartender laugh, and the name had stuck.
Anger felt cold and uncomfortable in Matt�s stomach as he watched Fisheye pass out those precious tabs. He didn�t mind seeing the older men go in, the ones he had shaped with for years, especially family men like himself. What gave him that hateful, icy feeling in his belly was seeing the young kids go in ahead of him, new-generation hoodlums like the fresh-faced Skelly kid who boasted of the little muscle jobs he did for Lippy and the boys as his way of paying off for steady work. Young Skelly had big ideas, they said around the bar. One of these days he might be crowding Lippy himself. That�s how it went down here. �Peaches� Maloney had been Number One � until Lippy dumped him into the gutter outside the Longdock. Matt had seen them come and go. And all the time he had stood up proud and hard while lesser men got the work tabs and the gravy.
Fisheye almost had his two hundred men now. He put his hand on Runt Nolan�s shoulder. �All right, you little sawed-off rat, go on in. But remember I�m doin� ya a favor. One word out of line and I�ll bounce ya off the ship.�
Runt tightened his hands into fists, wanting to stand up and speak his mind. But a day was a day and he hadn�t worked steady enough lately to keep himself in beers. He looked over at Matt with a helpless defiance and went on into the pier.
Matt waited, thinking about Fran and the kids. And he waited, thinking at Fisheye: It ain�t right, it ain�t right, a bum like you havin� all this power. He couldn�t keep it out of his face. Fisheye flushed and glared back at him and picked men all around Matt to round out his two hundred. He shoved Matt�s face in it by coming toward him as if he were going to pick him and then reaching over his shoulder for Will Murphy, a toothless old sauce hound whom Matt could outwork five for one. There never had been enough caution in Matt, and now he felt himself trembling with anger. He was grabbing Fisheye before he had time to think it out, holding the startled boss by the thick lapels of his windbreaker.
�Listen to me, you fathead bum. If you don�t put me on today I�ll break you in two. I got kids to feed. You hear me, Fisheye?�
Fisheye pulled himself away and looked around for help. Blackie and young Skelly moved in.
�Okay, boys,� Fisheye said, when he saw they were there. �I c�n handle this myself. This bigmouth is dumb, but he�s not so dumb he wants to wind up in the river. Am I right, Matt me lad?�
In the river. A senseless body kicked off the stringpiece into the black and secretive river, while the city looked the other way. Cause of death: accidental drowning. Dozens and dozens of good men had been splashed into the dark river like so much garbage. Matt knew some of the widows who had stories to tell, if only someone would listen. In the river. Matt drew away from Fisheye. What was the use? Outnumbered and outgunned. But one of these days � went the dream � he and Runt would get some action in the local, some following; they�d call a real election and�
Behind Matt a big truck blasted its horn, ready to drive into the pier. Fisheye thumbed Matt to one side. �All right, get moving, you�re blocking traffic, we got a ship to turn around.� Matt spat into the gutter and walked away.

Back across the street in the Longdock, Matt sat with a beer in front of him, automatically watching the morning television: some good-looking, fast-talking dame selling something � yatta-ta yatta-ta yatta-ta. In the old days, at least you had peace and quiet in the Longdock until the boys with the work tabs came in for lunch. Matt walked up the riverfront to another gin mill and sat with another beer. Now and then a fellow like himself would drift in, on the outs with Lippy and open to Matt�s arguments about getting up a petition to call an honest union election: about time we got the mob�s foot off�n our necks; sure, they�re tough, but if there�s enough of us... it was the old dream of standing up like honest-to-God Americans instead of like oxen with rings in their noses.
Matt thought he was talking quiet but even his whisper had volume, and farther down the bar Feets and Specs were taking it in. They weren�t frowning or threatening, but just looking, quietly drinking and taking it all in.
When Matt finished his beer and said see-ya-later, Specs and Feets rose dutifully and followed him out. A liner going downriver let out a blast that swallowed up all the other sounds in the harbor. Matt didn�t hear them approach until Feets had a hand on his shoulder. Feets was built something like Matt, round and hard. Specs was slight and not much to look at. He wore very thick glasses. He had shot the wrong fellow once. Lippy had told him to go out and buy a new pair of glasses and warned him not to slip up that way again.
�What d�ya say, Matt?� Feets asked, and from his tone no one could have thought them anything but friends.
�Hello, Feets, Specs,� Matt said.
�Listen, Matt, we�d like to talk to you a minute,� Feets said.
�Then talk,� Matt said. �As long as it�s only talk, go ahead.�
�Why do you want to give us so much trouble?� Specs said � any defiance of power mystified him. �You should straighten yourself out, Matt. You�d be working three-four days a week if you just learned to keep that big yap of yours shut.�
�I didn�t know you were so worried about whether I worked or not.�
�Matt, don�t be such a thickheaded mick,� Feets argued. �Why be agitatin� alla time? You ain�t gonna get anywheres, that�s for sure. All ya do is louse yourself up with Lippy.�
Matt said something short and harsh about Lippy. Feets and Specs looked pained, as if Matt were acting in bad taste.
�I wish you wouldn�t say stuff like that,� Specs said. His face got very white when he was ready for action. On the waterfront he had a reputation for enjoying the trigger squeezing. �You keep saying that stuff and we�ll have to do something about it. You know how Lippy is.�
Matt thought a moment about the danger of saying what he wanted to say: Fran and the kids home waiting for money he�d have to borrow from the moneylender. Why look for trouble? Why buck for the bottom of the river? Was it fair to Fran? Why couldn�t he be like so many other longshoremen � like Flanagan, who had no love for Lippy Keegan but went along to keep food on the table? Lippy ran the piers just like he owned them. You didn�t have to like Lippy, but it sure made life simpler if he liked you.
Matt thought about all this, but he couldn�t help himself. He was a self-respecting man, and it galled him that a pushy racketeer � a graduate of the old Arsenal Mob � and a couple of punks could call themselves a union. I shouldn�t say this. Matt was thinking, and he was already saying it:
�Yeah, I know how Lippy is. Lippy is gonna get the surprise of his stinkin� life one of these days. Lippy is gonna find himself��
�You dumb harp.� Feets said. �You must like to get hit in the head.�
�There�s lots I like better,� Matt admitted. �But I sure as hell won�t back away from it.�
Feets and Specs looked at each other and the glance said clearly: What are you going to do with a thickhead like this? They shrugged and walked away from Matt, back to their places at the bar. Later in the day they would give Lippy a full account and find out the next move. This Matt Gillis was giving their boss a hard time. Everything would be lovely down here if it wasn�t for this handful of talk-back guys. They leaned on the bar with a reassuring sense that they were on the side of peace and stability, that Matt Gillis was asking for trouble.
Matt met Runt in the Longdock around five-thirty. Runt was buying because he had the potatoes in his pocket. They talked about this petition they were getting up to call a regular meeting. Runt had been talking to a couple of old-timers in his hatch gang who were half scared to death and half ready to go along. And there were maybe half a dozen young fellows who had young ideas and no use for the old ways of buying jobs from Fisheye and coming on the double whenever Lippy whistled. Another round or two and it was suppertime.
�Have another ball, Matt. The money�s burnin� a hole in me pocket.�
�Thanks, Runt, but I gotta get home. The wife�ll be hittin� me with a mop.� This was a familiar, joking threat in the Gillis domain.
Matt wiped his mouth with his sleeve and rubbed his knuckles on Runt�s head. �Now don�t get in no arguments. You watch yourself now.� It was bad business, Matt knew, bucking the mob and hitting the bottle at the same time. They could push you into the drink some night and who was to say you weren�t dead drunk, just another �death by accidental drowning.�
Matt was worried about Runt as he walked up the dark side street to his tenement. Runt took too many chances. Runt liked to say, �I had me fun and I drunk me fill. What�ve I got to lose?�
I better keep my eye on the little fella now that we�re pushin� so hard for this up-and-up election, Matt was thinking, when he felt something solid whop him just behind the ear. The blow had force enough to drop a horse but Matt half turned, made a club of his right hand and was ready to wield it when the something solid whopped him again at the back of his head. He thought it was the kid, the Skelly punk, there with Feets, but he wasn�t sure. It was dark and his head was coming apart. In a bad dream something was swinging at him on the ground � hobnailed shoes, the finishing touch. Feets, they called him. The darkness closed in over him like a black tarpaulin...

�
Everybody was talking at once and � was it time for him to get up and shape?�� he was sprawled on the bed in his room. Go �way, lemme sleep.
�Matt, listen, this is Doc Wolff.� The small, lean-faced physician was being pushed and breathed on. �The rest of you go on, get out of here.�
Half the tenement population was crowded into the Gillises� narrow flat. Mrs. Geraghty, who was always like that, took the kids up to eat at her place. Doc Wolff washed out the ugly wounds in Matt�s scalp. Half the people in the neighborhood owed him money he would never see � or ask for. Some of the old-timers still owed his father, who insisted on practicing at seventy-five. Father and son had patched up plenty of wounds like these. They were specialists on blackjack, steel-pipe and gun-butt contusions. Jews in an Irish district, they never took sides, verbally, in the endless guerrilla war between the dock mob and the �insoigents.� All they could do, when a longshoreman got himself in a fix like this, was to overlook the bill. The Wolffs were still poor from too much overlooking.
�Is it serious, Doctor?�
�We�d better X-ray, to make sure it isn�t a skull fracture. I�d like to keep him in St. Vincent�s a couple of days.�
It was no fracture, just a couple of six-inch gashes and a concussion � a neat professional job performed according to instructions. �Don�t knock him out of the box for good. Just leave him so he�ll have something to think about for a week or two.�
On the second day Runt came up with a quart and the good news that the men on the dock were signing the petition. The topping of Matt had steamed them up, where Lippy had figured it would scare them off. Runt said he thought they had enough men, maybe a couple of dozen, to call a rank-and-file meeting.
Father Conley, a waterfront priest with savvy and guts, had offered the rectory library as a haven.
But that night Fran sat at the side of Matt�s bed in the ward for a long talk-to. She had a plan. It had been on her mind for a long time. This was her moment to push it through. Her sister�s husband worked for a storage company. The pay was good, the work was regular, and best of all there weren�t any Lippy Keegans muscling you if you didn�t play it their way. This brother-in-law said there was an opening for Matt. He could come in on a temporary basis and maybe work his way into regular union membership if he liked it. The brother-in-law had a little pull in that direction.
�Please, Matt. Please.� It was Fran�s domestic logic against his bulldog gift of fighting back. If he was a loner like Runt Nolan, he could stand up to Lippy and Specs and Feets and young Skelly and the rest of that trash all he wanted. But was it fair to Fran and the kids to pass up a sure seventy-five dollars a week in order to go hungry and bloody on the piers?
�Why does it always have to be you that sticks his neck out? Next time it�ll be worse. They�ll...�
Yes, Matt knew. The river: Lippy Keegan�s silent partner, the old North River, waiting for him in the dark.
�Okay, Franny,� Matt was saying under his bandages. �Okay. Tell Denny� � that was the brother-in-law � �I�ll take the job.�

In the storage vaults it was nice and quiet. The men came right to work from their homes. There was none of that stopping in at the corner and shooting the breeze about ships coming in and where the jobs might be � no hit or miss. The men were different too: good steady workers who had been there for years, not looking for any excitement. It seemed funny to Matt not to be looking behind him to see if any of Lippy�s boys were on his tail, funny to have money in his pockets without having to worry how he was going to pay it back to the loan sharks.
When Matt had been there three weeks, Fran went out and bought herself a new dress � the first new one in almost two years. And the following Sunday they went up to the park and had lunch at the cafeteria near the zoo � their first visit to a restaurant in Lord knows when. Fran put her hand in Matt�s and said, �Oh, Matt, isn�t this better? Isn�t this how people are supposed to live?�
Matt said yeah, he guessed so. It was good to see Fran happy and relaxed, no longer worried about food on the table for the kids, or whether he�d get home in one piece. Only � he couldn�t put it into words, but when he got back to work on the fifth floor of the huge storage building, he knew what was going to come over him.
And next day it did, stronger than at any time since he started. He wondered what Runt was doing, and Jocko and Bagles and Timmy and the rest of the gang in the Longdock. He hadn�t been in since the first week he started at the storage. The fellows had all asked him how he was feeling and how he liked the new job, but he felt something funny about them, as if they were saying, �Well, you finally let Lippy run you off the docks, huh, Matt?� �All that big talk about cleaning up the union and then you fold like an accordion, huh, Matt?� It was in their eyes � even Runt�s.
�Well, I�m glad to see you got smart and put your hook away,� Runt actually said. �Me, I�d do the same if I was a family man. But I always run too fast for the goils to catch me.� Runt laughed and poked Matt lightly, but there was something about it wasn�t the same.
Matt ran into Runt on the street a week or so later and asked him how everything was going. He had heard the neighborhood scuttlebutt about a new meeting coming up in the parish house. A government labor man was going to talk to them on how to get their rights. Father Conley had pulled in a trade-union lawyer for them and it all seemed to be moving ahead.
But Runt was secretive with Matt. Matt felt the brush; he was an outsider now. Runt had never said a word in criticism of Matt�s withdrawal from the waterfront � just occasional cracks about fellows like himself who were too dumb to do anything else but stand their ground and fight it out. But it got under Matt�s skin. He had the face of a bruiser, and inlanders would think of him as �tough-looking.� But actually Matt was thinskinned, emotional, hypersensitive. Runt wouldn�t even tell him the date of the secret meeting, just asked him how he liked the storage job.
�It�s a real good deal,� Matt said. No seven-thirty shape-up. No muscle men masquerading as shop stewards. The same check every week. What more could he want?
What more than stacking cardboard containers in a long tunnel-like room illuminated by neon tubing? Matt wondered what there was about the waterfront. Why did men humiliate themselves by standing like cattle in the shape-up? What was so good about swinging a cargo hook � hoisting cement, copper ore, coffee, noxious cargoes that tickled your throat and maybe were slowly poisoning you?
But that didn�t tell the whole story, Matt was thinking as he handled the storage containers automatically. There was the salt air; there were the ships coming in from Spain, from South America, Greece, all over the world. There was the way the river sparkled on a bright day. And there was the busy movement of the harbor: the sound of the ferries, the tugs, the barges, the freighters, and the great luxury ladies with their autocratic noses in the air. There were the different kinds of cargoes to handle � furs, perfume, sardines, cognac � and who was to blame them if they got away with a bottle or two; it wasn�t pilferage on the waterfront until you trucked it away. There was the teamwork of a good gang working the cargo from the hatch and over the deck to the pier: the winch men, the deck men, the hatch boss, the high-low drivers, everybody moving together to an unstated but strongly felt rhythm that could be thrown off if just one man in a twenty-three-man gang didn�t know his job. And then there were the breaks for lunch � not cold sandwiches in a metal container, but a cut of hot roast beef in the bar across the street, with a cold beer to wash it down. And there was the talk of last night�s fight or today�s ball game or the latest cute trick pulled off by the longshore racketeers.
The waterfront: the violent, vivid, restless, corrupted, �we�re-doin�-lovely� waterfront.
Matt felt that way for days and said nothing about it. He�d sit in the front room with his shoes off, drinking beer, reading the tabloids, and wondering until it ached him what Runt and the boys were up to.
One evening when he came home, Flanagan and Bennett and some of the other neighbors were busy talking on the steps. Matt heard. �Maybe he�s just on one of his periodicals and he�s sleeping it off somewheres.� And, �He coulda shipped out somewhere. He used to be an A. B. and he is just ornery enough to do it.� And Matt heard, �When he gets his load on, anything c�n happen. He could walk off the end of the pier into the river and think he was home in bed.�
Runt Nolan! No hide nor hair of him in three days, Flanagan said. Matt ran upstairs to tell Fran. She saw the look in his eyes when he talked about Runt, who always said he was �on borried time.� �Now, Matt, no use getting yourself excited. Wait and see. Now, Matt.� She saw the look in his eyes was the old look, before he settled for the cozy inland job with the storage company.
He paced up and down, but the children got on his nerves and he went over to talk to Father Conley. The father was just as worried as Matt. Specs had been warning Runt not to hold any more meetings in the rectory. Specs had told Runt to take it easy for his own good.
Matt went home after a while but he couldn�t sleep. At one-thirty in the morning he put his clothes back on and went down to the Longdock. What�s the story, and news of Runt?
Nine days later there was news of Runt. The police department had made contact with Runt, by means of a grappling hook probing the soft, rotten bottom of the river. Runt wasn�t �on borried time� any more. He had paid back every minute of it. Cause of death: accidental drowning. On the night of his disappearance, Runt had been seen wandering the gin mills in a state of inebriation. In other words, bagged. There were no marks of violence on Runt. How could anyone prove he hadn�t slipped. The good old North River, Lippy�s silent partner, had done it again.

It was a good funeral. Everybody in the neighborhood was there � even Lippy Keegan, and Specs and Skelly and the rest of the boys. After the Mass, Father Conley came out on the sidewalk, and Matt and some of the others who were closest to Runt gathered around to hear what the father had to say.
They had seen the father steamed before but never like this. �Accident my eye,� he said. �If they think we�re going to take this lying down, they�re dumber than I think they are.�
�What can we do, Father?�
Everybody looked around. It was Flanagan, who had come up behind Matt; Flanagan, who always played it very cozy with the Keegans. But like most of the others, he had liked having Runt around � that cocky little bantam. The Longdock wouldn�t be the same without him. It looked like Runt, at the bottom of the river, had done more damage to Lippy than when he was around the docks shooting off his mouth.
Father Conley said, �We�re going to keep this case alive. We�ll question every single person who talked to Runt the day they hit him in the head. We�ll keep needling the police for action. Keegan hasn�t heard the end of Runt Nolan.�
�Now�s the time to put somebody up to run for president against Lippy,� the Bennett kid said.
Everybody looked at Matt. Matt looked down at his uncomfortable black shoes. He would have given anything to have been with Runt the night Keegan�s cowboys caught up with the little guy.
�That�s right, keep pressing them,� Father Conley said. �Maybe they don�t know it yet, but times are changing. One of these days you�re going to knock them out of the box for good.� He looked at Matt and said, �I can help you. But I can�t do it for you. It takes leadership.�
Matt looked down at the sidewalk. He always felt strange in his dark blue suit. He looked over at Fran, talking with some of the other wives. In his mind, Fran and the storage company and the welfare of the kids were all churning around with Runt and what Father Conley was saying and the faces of these dock workers looking at him and waiting for him...

The morning after the funeral Matt�s alarm clock split the silence at six-thirty. Matt swung his legs over the side of the bed. Fran stirred behind him. �I�ll get up make you some coffee.� She sat up and they looked at each other.
�I�m sorry, Fran, I��
�Don�t be,� she said.
Even before what happened to Runt, she had felt it coming. And on the way home from church he had said, �All the fellers liked Runt. There�ll be hell to pay. Now�s the time to get �em movin� in the right direction.�
Fran, sitting up in bed behind him, said, �Don�t get in no more trouble than you can help, Matt.�
Matt stood up and stretched, groaned, and reached for his pants. �Don�t worry, I�m gonna watch myself, I ain�t gonna take no crazy chances like Runt, Lord-�ve-mercy-on-�im.�
She wasn�t even disappointed about the storage job. A storage man is a storage man, a longshoreman is a longshoreman. In the deepest part of her mind she had known that all along.
�I�ll get up make you some coffee,� she said again, as she had a thousand times before, as she would � if he was lucky � a thousand times again.
For a moment he roughed her up affectionately. �You�re gettin� fat, honey.� Then he was pulling his wool checkerboard shirt on over his long underwear. If there was enough work, Fisheye was liable to pick him, just to make it look good in case there was an investigation.
The cargo hook felt good in his belt. He zipped up his windbreaker, told Fran not to worry, set his cap at the old-country angle, and tried not to make too much noise on the creaky stairway as he made his way down through the sleeping tenement.
Flanagan was coming out of his door as Matt reached the bottom landing. The old docker was yawning and rubbing sleep out of his eyes but he grinned when he saw who it was.
�Matt me lad, we�ll be needin� ya, that�s for sure.�
We. It had taken Flanagan a long time to get his mouth around that we. There wasn�t any we over at the storage company. Matt nodded to Flanagan, a little embarrassed, and fussed with his cap like a pitcher.
�Once a stand-up guy, always a stand-up guy, huh, Matt?�
Matt grunted. He didn�t want them to make too much of a deal out of it. Matt felt better when he got outside and the wind came blowing into his face. It felt good � like the cargo hook on his hip, familiar and good.
As they reached the corner, facing the elevated railroad tracks that ran along the river, two figures came up from a basement � Specs Sinclair and young Skelly. Specs had a bad cold. He was a sinus sufferer in the winter-time. He wished he was down in Miami scoring on the horses.
�So you want more?� he said to Matt, daubing his nose with a damp handkerchief. �We run you out of here once but you ain�t satisfied. What�s a matter, you lookin� to wear cement shoes?�
Matt gazed at him and felt pleased and excited that he was back with this old hoodlum Sinclair and this punk Skelly. They were like old friends in reverse.
�Quit racing your motor,� Matt said. �It ain�t gonna be so easy this time. None of us is gonna go wanderin� around alone half gassed like Runt Nolan. We�re stickin� together now. And Father Conley�s got the newspapers watchin�. You hit me in the head and next thing you know they�ll hit you with ten thousand volts.�
Specs looked at Skelly. Everything was getting a little out of hand, there was no doubt about it. In the old days you could knock off an old bum like Nolan and that was the end of it. This Matt Gillis, why didn�t he stay in cold storage? For the first time in his life Specs worried whether Lippy Keegan would know the next move.
Matt crossed the street and pushed open the door of the Longdock. Everybody knew he was back. Everybody was going to be watching him. He wished Runt would come over and stick him in the side with a left hand. He knew it wasn�t very likely, but it made him feel better to wonder if that scrappy little son-of-a-biscuit-eater was going to be watching too.

I Love You to Death
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The Chink and the Child
THOMAS BURKE

THE STORY
Original publication:Colour, October 1915; first collected in Limehouse Nights (London, Grant Richards, 1916)

Sydney Thomas Burke (1886�1945) was born in the London suburb of Clapham, but when he was only a few months old his father died and he was sent to the East End to live with his uncle until the age of ten, when he was put into a home for respectable middle-class children without means. He sold his first story, �The Bellamy Diamonds,� when he was fifteen. His landmark volume, Limehouse Nights (1916), collected romantic but violent stories of the Chinese district of London. It was enormously popular and, though largely praised by critics, there were objections to the depictions of interracial relationships, opium use, and other �depravities.�
Lucy Burrows, a beautiful child, lives with her brutal, drunken, prizefighting father, who incessantly abuses her. In one of his rages, he throws her out of their home after beating her and she finds refuge in the apartment of a gentle Chinese shopkeeper who cares for and falls in love with her. When her father discovers her whereabouts, he drags her back home in a drunken fury, resulting in tragedy.

THE FILM
Title: Broken Blossoms, 1919
Studio: United Artists
Director: D. W. Griffith
Screenwriter: D. W. Griffith
Producer: D. W. Griffith

THE CAST
��Lillian Gish (Lucy Burrows)
��Richard Barthelmess (Cheng Huan)
��Donald Crisp (Battling Burrows)

The story line of the silent film closely follows that of the story, though the hero, Cheng Huan, has been made more palatable for movie audiences. In Burke�s story, he is a dirty, lazy former sailor from Shanghai who is now living in London�s Chinatown where he spends his meager funds in opium dens and whorehouses.
Griffith, known for his efforts to battle intolerance, changes Cheng Huan into a Buddhist priest who came to England to teach Westerners the gentle spirituality of his religion.
Broken Blossoms was only the second film ever released by the new movie company United Artists and it proved a financial bonanza as critics praised it and audiences flocked to theaters to see it. Its production and subsequent success are all the more remarkable considering that there was a strong anti-Chinese sensibility in both England and the United States following the Boxer Rebellion and fears of the Yellow Peril, inflamed by William Randolph Hearst and his newspapers.
The film was remade in 1936 by Twickenham Studios in England, opening in May of 1936 in England and in the United States early in 1937. It was directed by John Brahm, produced by Julius Hagen, and had a screenplay by Emlyn Williams, who also starred as Cheng; Dolly Haas played Lucy Burrows and Arthur Margetson was Battling Burrows.

THE CHINK AND THE CHILD
Thomas Burke

It is a tale of love and lovers that they tell in the low-lit Causeway that slinks from West India Dock Road to the dark waste of waters beyond. In Pennyfields, too, you may hear it; and I do not doubt that it is told in far-away Tai-Ping, in Singapore, in Tokio, in Shanghai, and those other gay-lamped haunts of wonder whither the wandering people of Limehouse go and whence they return so casually. It is a tale for tears, and should you hear it in the lilied tongue of the yellow men, it would awaken in you all your pity. In our bald speech it must, unhappily, lose its essential fragrance, that quality that will lift an affair of squalor into the loftier spheres of passion and imagination, beauty and sorrow. It will sound unconvincing, a little... you know... the kind of thing that is best forgotten. Perhaps...
But listen.
It is Battling Burrows, the lightning welter-weight of Shadwell, the box o� tricks, the Tetrarch of the ring, who enters first. Battling Burrows, the pride of Ratcliff, Poplar, and Limehouse, and the despair of his manager and backers. For he loved wine, woman, and song; and the boxing world held that he couldn�t last long on that. There was any amount of money in him for his parasites if only the damned women could be cut out; but again and again would he disappear from his training quarters on the eve of a big fight, to consort with Molly and Dolly, and to drink other things than barley-water and lemon-juice.
Wherefore Chuck Lightfoot, his manager, forced him to fight on any and every occasion while he was good and a money-maker; for at any moment the collapse might come, and Chuck would be called upon by his creditors to strip off that �shirt� which at every contest he laid upon his man.
Battling was of a type that is too common in the eastern districts of London; a type that upsets all accepted classifications. He wouldn�t be classed. He was a curious mixture of athleticism and degeneracy. He could run like a deer, leap like a greyhound, fight like a machine, and drink like a suction-hose. He was a bully; he had the courage of the high hero. He was an open-air sport; he had the vices of a French decadent.
It was one of his love adventures that properly begins this tale; for the girl had come to Battling one night with a recital of terrible happenings, of an angered parent, of a slammed door... In her arms was a bundle of white rags. Now Battling, like so many sensualists, was also a sentimentalist. He took that bundle of white rags; he paid the girl money to get into the country; and the bundle of white rags had existed in and about his domicile in Pekin Street, Limehouse, for some eleven years. Her position was nondescript; to the casual observer it would seem that she was Battling�s relief punch-ball � an unpleasant post for any human creature to occupy, especially if you are a little girl of twelve, and the place be the one-room household of the lightning welter-weight. When Battling was cross with his manager... well, it is indefensible to strike your manager or to throw chairs at him, if he is a good manager; but to use a dog-whip on a small child is permissible and quite as satisfying; at least, he found it so. On these occasions, then, when very cross with his sparring partners, or over-flushed with victory and juice of the grape, he would flog Lucy. But he was reputed by the boys to be a good fellow. He only whipped the child when he was drunk; and he was only drunk for eight months of the year.
For just over twelve years this bruised little body had crept about Poplar and Limehouse. Always the white face was scarred with red, or black-furrowed with tears; always in her steps and in her look was expectation of dread things. Night after night her sleep was broken by the cheerful Battling�s brute voice and violent hands; and terrible were the lessons which life taught her in those few years. Yet, for all the starved face and the transfixed air, there was a lurking beauty about her, a something that called you in the soft curve of her cheek that cried for kisses and was fed with blows, and in the splendid mournfulness that grew in eyes and lips. The brown hair chimed against the pale face, like the rounding of a verse. The blue cotton frock and the broken shoes could not break the loveliness of her slender figure or the shy grace of her movements as she flitted about the squalid alleys of the docks; though in all that region of wasted life and toil and decay, there was not one that noticed her, until...
Now there lived in Chinatown, in one lousy room over Mr. Tai Fu�s store in Pennyfields, a wandering yellow man, named Cheng Huan. Cheng Huan was a poet. He did not realize it. He had never been able to understand why he was unpopular; and he died without knowing. But a poet he was, tinged with the materialism of his race, and in his poor listening heart strange echoes would awake of which he himself was barely conscious. He regarded things differently from other sailors; he felt things more passionately, and things which they felt not at all; so he lived alone instead of at one of the lodging-houses. Every evening he would sit at his window and watch the street. Then, a little later, he would take a jolt of opium at the place at the corner of Formosa Street.
He had come to London by devious ways. He had loafed on the Bund at Shanghai. The fateful intervention of a crimp had landed him on a boat. He got to Cardiff, and sojourned in its Chinatown; thence to Liverpool, to Glasgow; thence, by a ticket from the Asiatics� Aid Society, to Limehouse, where he remained for two reasons � because it cost him nothing to live there, and because he was too lazy to find a boat to take him back to Shanghai.
So he would lounge and smoke cheap cigarettes, and sit at his window, from which point he had many times observed the lyrical Lucy. He noticed her casually. Another day, he observed her, not casually. Later, he looked long at her; later still, he began to watch for her and for that strangely provocative something about the toss of the head and the hang of the little blue skirt as it coyly kissed her knee.
Then that beauty which all Limehouse had missed smote Cheng. Straight to his heart it went, and cried itself into his very blood. Thereafter the spirit of poetry broke her blossoms all about his odorous chamber. Nothing was the same. Pennyfields became a happy-lanterned street, and the monotonous fiddle in the house opposite was the music of his fathers. Bits of old song floated through his mind: little sweet verses of Le Tai-pih, murmuring of plum blossom, rice-field and stream. Day by day he would moon at his window, or shuffle about the streets, lighting to a flame when Lucy would pass and gravely return his quiet regard; and night after night, too, he would dream of a pale, lily-lovely child.
And now the Fates moved swiftly various pieces on their sinister board, and all that followed happened with a speed and precision that showed direction from higher ways.
It was Wednesday night in Limehouse, and for once clear of mist. Out of the colored darkness of the Causeway stole the muffled wail of reed instruments, and, though every window was closely shuttered, between the joints shot jets of light and stealthy voices, and you could hear the whisper of slippered feet, and the stuttering steps of the satyr and the sadist. It was to the caf� in the middle of the Causeway, lit by the pallid blue light that is the symbol of China throughout the world, that Cheng Huan came, to take a dish of noodle and some tea. Thence he moved to another house whose stairs ran straight to the street, and above whose doorway a lamp glowed like an evil eye. At this establishment he mostly took his pipe of �chandu� and a brief chat with the keeper of the house, for, although not popular, and very silent, he liked sometimes to be in the presence of his compatriots. Like a figure of a shadowgraph he slid through the door and up the stairs.
The chamber he entered was a bit of the Orient squatting at the portals of the West. It was a well-kept place where one might play a game of fan-tan, or take a shot or so of li-un, or purchase other varieties of Oriental delight. It was sunk in a purple dusk, though here and there a lantern stung the glooms. Low couches lay around the walls, and strange men decorated them: Chinese, Japs, Malays, Lascars, with one or two white girls; and sleek, noiseless attendants swam from couch to couch. Away in the far corner sprawled a lank figure in brown shirting, its nerveless fingers curled about the stem of a spent pipe. On one of the lounges a scorbutic nigger sat with a Jewess from Shadwell. Squatting on a table in the center, beneath one of the lanterns, was a musician with a reed, blinking upon the company like a sly cat, and making his melody of six repeated notes.
The atmosphere churned. The dirt of years, tobacco of many growings, opium, betel nut, and moist flesh allied themselves in one grand assault against the nostrils.
As Cheng brooded on his insect-ridden cushion, of a sudden the lantern above the musician was caught by the ribbon of his reed. It danced and flung a hazy radiance on a divan in the shadow. He saw � started � half rose. His heart galloped, and the blood pounded in his quiet veins. Then he dropped again, crouched, and stared.
O lily-flowers and plum blossoms! O silver streams and dim-starred skies! O wine and roses, song and laughter! For there, kneeling on a mass of rugs, mazed and big-eyed, but understanding, was Lucy... his Lucy... his little maid. Through the dusk she must have felt his intent gaze upon her; for he crouched there, fascinated, staring into the now obscured corner where she knelt.
But the sickness which momentarily gripped him on finding in this place his snowy-breasted pearl passed and gave place to great joy. She was here; he would talk with her. Little English he had, but simple words, those with few gutturals, he had managed to pick up; so he rose, the masterful lover, and, with feline movements, crossed the nightmare chamber to claim his own.
If you wonder how Lucy came to be in this bagnio, the explanation is simple. Battling was in training. He had flogged her that day before starting work; he had then had a few brandies � not many, some eighteen or nineteen � and had locked the door of his room and taken the key. Lucy was, therefore, homeless, and a girl somewhat older than Lucy, so old and so wise, as girls are in that region, saw in her a possible source of revenue. So there they were, and to them appeared Cheng.
From what horrors he saved her that night cannot be told, for her ways were too audaciously childish to hold her long from harm in such a place. What he brought to her was love and death.
For he sat by her. He looked at her � reverently yet passionately. He touched her � wistfully yet eagerly. He locked a finger in her wondrous hair. She did not start away; she did not tremble. She knew well what she had to be afraid of in that place; but she was not afraid of Cheng. She pierced the mephitic gloom and scanned his face. No, she was not afraid. His yellow hands, his yellow face, his smooth black hair... well, he was the first thing that had ever spoken soft words to her; the first thing that had ever laid a hand upon her that was not brutal; the first thing that had deferred in manner towards her as though she, too, had a right to live. She knew his words were sweet, though she did not understand them. Nor can they be set down. Half that he spoke was in village Chinese; the rest in a mangling of English which no distorted spelling could possibly reproduce.
But he drew her back against the cushions and asked her name, and she told him; and he inquired her age, and she told him; and he had then two beautiful words which came easily to his tongue. He repeated them again and again:
�Lucia... li�l Lucia... Twelve... Twelve.� Musical phrases they were, dropping from his lips, and to the child who heard her name pronounced so lovingly, they were the lost heights of melody. She clung to him, and he to her. She held his strong arm in both of hers as they crouched on the divan, and nestled her cheek against his coat.
Well... he took her home to his wretched room.
�Li�l Lucia, come-a-home... Lucia.�
His heart was on fire. As they slipped out of the noisomeness into the night air and crossed the West India Dock Road into Pennyfields, they passed unnoticed. It was late, for one thing, and for another... well, nobody cared particularly. His blood rang with soft music and the solemnity of drums, for surely he had found now what for many years he had sought � his world�s one flower. Wanderer he was, from Tuan-tsen to Shanghai, Shanghai to Glasgow... Cardiff... Liverpool... London. He had dreamed often of the women of his native land; perchance one of them should be his flower. Women, indeed, there had been. Swatow... he had recollections of certain rose-winged hours in coast cities. At many places to which chance had led him a little bird had perched itself upon his heart, but so lightly and for so brief a while as hardly to be felt. But now � now he had found her in this alabaster Cockney child. So that he was glad and had great joy of himself and the blue and silver night, and the harsh flares of the Poplar Hippodrome.
You will observe that he had claimed her, but had not asked himself whether she were of an age for love. The white perfection of the child had captivated every sense. It may be that he forgot that he was in London and not in Tuan-tsen. It may be that he did not care. Of that nothing can be told. All that is known is that his love was a pure and holy thing. Of that we may be sure, for his worst enemies have said it.
Slowly, softly they mounted the stairs to his room, and with almost an obeisance he entered and drew her in. A bank of cloud raced to the east and a full moon thrust a sharp sword of light upon them. Silence lay over all Pennyfields. With a birdlike movement, she looked up at him � her face alight, her tiny hands upon his coat � clinging, wondering, trusting. He took her hand and kissed it; repeated the kiss upon her cheek and lip and little bosom, twining his fingers in her hair. Docilely and echoing the smile of his lemon lips in a way that thrilled him almost to laughter, she returned his kisses impetuously, gladly.
He clasped the nestling to him. Bruised, tearful, with the love of life almost thrashed out of her, she had fluttered to him out of the evil night.
�O li�l Lucia!� And he put soft hands upon her, and smoothed her and crooned over her many gracious things in his flowered speech. So they stood in the moonlight, while she told him the story of her father, of her beatings, and starvings, and unhappiness.
�O li�l Lucia... White Blossom... Twelve... Twelve years old!�
As he spoke, the clock above the Milwall Docks shot twelve crashing notes across the night. When the last echo died, he moved to a cupboard, and from it he drew strange things... formless masses of blue and gold, magical things of silk, and a vessel that was surely Aladdin�s lamp, and a box of spices. He took these robes, and, with tender, reverent fingers, removed from his White Blossom the besmirched rags that covered her, and robed her again, and led her then to the heap of stuff that was his bed, and bestowed her safely.
For himself, he squatted on the floor before her, holding one grubby little hand. There he crouched all night, under the lyric moon, sleepless, watchful; and sweet content was his. He had fallen into an uncomfortable posture, and his muscles ached intolerably. But she slept, and he dared not move nor release her hand lest he should awaken her. Weary and trustful, she slept, knowing that the yellow man was kind and that she might sleep with no fear of a steel hand smashing the delicate structure of her dreams.
In the morning, when she awoke, still wearing her blue and yellow silk, she gave a cry of amazement. Cheng had been about. Many times had he glided up and down the two flights of stairs, and now at last his room was prepared for his princess. It was swept and garnished, and was an apartment worthy a maid who is loved by a poet-prince. There was a bead curtain. There were muslins of pink and white. There were four bowls of flowers, clean, clear flowers to gladden the White Blossom and set off her sharp beauty. And there was a bowl of water, and a sweet lotion for the bruise on her cheek.
When she had risen, her prince ministered to her with rice and egg and tea. Cleansed and robed and calm, she sat before him, perched on the edge of many cushions as on a throne, with all the grace of the child princess in the story. She was a poem. The beauty hidden by neglect and fatigue shone out now more clearly and vividly, and from the head sunning over with curls to the small white feet, now bathed and sandaled, she seemed the living interpretation of a Chinese lyric. And she was his; her sweet self, and her prattle, and her birdlike ways were all his own.
Oh, beautifully they loved. For two days he held her. Soft caresses from his yellow hands and long, devout kisses were all their demonstration. Each night he would tend her, as might mother to child; and each night he watched and sometimes slumbered at the foot of her couch.
But now there were those that ran to Battling at his training quarters across the river, with the news that his child had gone with a Chink � a yellow man. And Battling was angry. He discovered parental rights. He discovered indignation. A yellow man after his kid! He�d learn him. Battling did not like men who were not born in the same great country as himself. Particularly he disliked yellow men. His birth and education in Shadwell had taught him that of all creeping things that creep upon the earth the most insidious is the Oriental in the West. And a yellow man and a child. It was... as you might say... so... kind of... well, wasn�t it? He bellowed that it was �unnacherel.� The yeller man would go through it. Yeller! It was his supreme condemnation, his final epithet for all conduct of which he disapproved.
There was no doubt that he was extremely annoyed. He went to the Blue Lantern, in what was once Ratcliff Highway, and thumped the bar, and made all his world agree with him. And when they agreed with him he got angrier still. So that when, a few hours later, he climbed through the ropes at the Netherlands to meet Bud Tuffit for ten rounds, it was Bud�s fight all the time, and to that bright boy�s astonishment he was the victor on points at the end of the ten. Battling slouched out of the ring, still more determined to let the Chink have it where the chicken had the ax. He left the house with two pals and a black man, and a number of really inspired curses from his manager.
On the evening of the third day, then, Cheng slipped sleepily down the stairs to procure more flowers and more rice. The genial Ho Ling, who keeps the Canton store, held him in talk some little while, and he was gone from his room perhaps half-an-hour. Then he glided back, and climbed with happy feet the forty stairs to his temple of wonder.
With a push of a finger he opened the door, and the blood froze on his cheek, the flowers fell from him. The temple was empty and desolate; White Blossom was gone. The muslin hangings were torn down and trampled underfoot. The flowers had been flung from their bowls about the floor, and the bowls lay in fifty fragments. The joss was smashed. The cupboard had been opened. Rice was scattered here and there. The little straight bed had been jumped upon by brute feet. Everything that could be smashed or violated had been so treated, and � horror of all � the blue and yellow silk robe had been rent in pieces, tied in grotesque knots, and slung derisively about the table legs.
I pray devoutly that you may never suffer what Cheng Huan suffered in that moment. The pangs of death, with no dying; the sickness of the soul which longs to escape and cannot; the imprisoned animal within the breast which struggles madly for a voice and finds none; all the agonies of all the ages � the agonies of every abandoned lover and lost woman, past and to come � all these things were his in that moment.
Then he found voice and gave a great cry, and men from below came up to him; and they told him how the man who boxed had been there with a black man; how he had torn the robes from his child, and dragged her down the stairs by her hair; and how he had shouted aloud for Cheng and had vowed to return and deal separately with him.
Now a terrible dignity came to Cheng, and the soul of his great fathers swept over him. He closed the door against them, and fell prostrate over what had been the resting place of White Blossom. Those without heard strange sounds as of an animal in its last pains; and it was even so. Cheng was dying. The sacrament of his high and holy passion had been profaned; the last sanctuary of the Oriental � his soul dignity � had been assaulted. The love robes had been torn to ribbons; the veil of his temple cut down. Life was no longer possible; and life without his little lady, his White Blossom, was no longer desirable.
Prostrate he lay for the space of some five minutes. Then, in his face all the pride of accepted destiny, he arose. He drew together the little bed. With reverent hands he took the pieces of blue and yellow silk, kissing them and fondling them and placing them about the pillow. Silently he gathered up the flowers, and the broken earthenware, and burnt some prayer papers and prepared himself for death.
Now it is the custom among those of the sect of Cheng that the dying shall present love-gifts to their enemies; and when he had set all in order, he gathered his brown canvas coat about him, stole from the house, and set out to find Battling Burrows, bearing under the coat his love-gift to Battling. White Blossom he had no hope of finding. He had heard of Burrows many times; and he judged that, now that she was taken from him, never again would he hold those hands or touch that laughing hair. Nor, if he did, could it change things from what they were. Nothing that was not a dog could live in the face of this sacrilege.
As he came before the house in Pekin Street, where Battling lived, he murmured gracious prayers. Fortunately, it was a night of thick river mist, and through the enveloping velvet none could observe or challenge him. The main door was open, as are all doors in this district. He writhed across the step, and through to the back room, where again the door yielded to a touch.
Darkness. Darkness and silence, and a sense of frightful things. He peered through it. Then he fumbled under his jacket � found a match � struck it. An inch of candle stood on the mantel-shelf. He lit it. He looked round. No sign of Burrows, but... Almost before he looked he knew what awaited him. But the sense of finality had kindly stunned him; he could suffer nothing more.
On the table lay a dog-whip. In the corner a belt had been flung. Half across the greasy couch lay White Blossom. A few rags of clothing were about her pale, slim body; her hair hung limp as her limbs; her eyes were closed. As Cheng drew nearer and saw the savage red rails that ran across and across the beloved body, he could not scream � he could not think. He dropped beside the couch. He laid gentle hands upon her, and called soft names. She was warm to the touch. The pulse was still.
Softly, oh, so softly, he bent over the little frame that had enclosed his friend-spirit, and his light kisses fell all about her. Then, with the undirected movements of a sleep-walker, he bestowed the rags decently about her, clasped her in strong arms, and crept silently into the night.
From Pekin Street to Pennyfields it is but a turn or two, and again he passed unobserved as he bore his tired bird back to her nest. He laid her upon the bed, and covered the lily limbs with the blue and yellow silks and strewed upon her a few of the trampled flowers. Then, with more kisses and prayers, he crouched beside her.
So, in the ghastly Limehouse morning, they were found � the dead child, and the Chink, kneeling beside her, with a sharp knife gripped in a vice-like hand, its blade far between his ribs.
Meantime, having vented his wrath on his prodigal daughter, Battling, still cross, had returned to the Blue Lantern, and there he stayed with a brandy tumbler in his fist, forgetful of an appointment at Premierland, whereby he should have been in the ring at ten o�clock sharp. For the space of an hour Chuck Lightfoot was going blasphemously to and fro in Poplar, seeking Battling and not finding him, and murmuring, in tearful tones: �Battling � you dammanblasted Battling � where are yeh?�
His opponent was in his corner sure enough, but there was no fight. For Battling lurched from the Blue Lantern to Pekin Street. He lurched into his happy home, and he cursed Lucy, and called for her. And finding no matches, he lurched to where he knew the couch should be, and flopped heavily down.
Now it is a peculiarity of the reptile tribe that its members are impatient of being flopped on without warning. So, when Battling flopped, eighteen inches of writhing gristle upreared itself on the couch, and got home on him as Bud Tuffit had done the night before � one to the ear, one to the throat, and another to the forearm.
Battling went down and out.
And he, too, was found in the morning, with Cheng Huan�s love-gift coiled about his neck.

A Retrieved Reformation
O. HENRY

THE STORY
Original publication:Cosmopolitan, April 1903 (under the title �A Retrieved Reform�); first collected under its more familiar title in O. Henry�s Roads of Destiny (New York, Doubleday, Page, 1909)

It is reasonable to suggest that for a number of years, soon after the turn of the nineteenth century, William Sydney Porter (1862�1910), known as O. Henry, was the most popular and beloved author in America. His beautiful, heartwarming tales featured ordinary people who, when confronted by difficult situations, behaved generously and selflessly.
It was an uncommon O. Henry story that didn�t make a reader shed a tear or break into a grin � often with the surprise ending that became the author�s trademark. His stories touched such a wide readership that it was almost inevitable that scores of plays, motion pictures, and radio and television programs were soon based on his work.
Many of his more than six hundred stories have been criticized by some for being overly sentimental, but they remain staples of the American literary canon � notably such classics as �The Gift of the Magi,� �The Last Leaf,� �The Ransom of Red Chief,� and �A Retrieved Reformation.� The O. Henry Memorial Award Prize Stories, a prestigious annual anthology of the year�s best short stories named in his honor, has been published since 1919.

THE FILM
Title: Alias Jimmy Valentine, 1928
Studio: Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer
Director: Jack Conway
Screenwriters: Sarah Y. Mason, A. P. Younger, and Joseph Farnham
Producer: Irving Thalberg

THE CAST
��William Haines (Jimmy Valentine)
��Lionel Barrymore (Doyle)
��Leila Hyams (Rose)

Seven years after �A Retrieved Reform� was first published in 1903, it began a successful Broadway run with the title that remains familiar more than a century later, Alias Jimmy Valentine. It was adapted by Paul Armstrong and starred H. B. Warner as the world�s greatest safecracker, now retired because of his love for a woman. The play, and the films that followed, all closely adhere to the story line that places Jimmy in a hopeless dilemma, having to choose between allowing a child to die in a locked �foolproof� safe and continue his happy life or crack it open and go back to jail. A 1921 stage revival, also successful, featured Otto Kruger in the title role.
The first film version starred Robert Warwick in a 1915 silent. A bigger budget 1920 silent version featured Bert Lytell. But it was the landmark 1928 version that was Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer�s first partially talking film. The groundbreaking film for the studio had been produced as a silent but, as the new era of sound films was beginning, the producer had Barrymore and Haines return to repeat their scenes, adding sound for the last two reels.
The first dramatic version with a title different from Alias Jimmy Valentine was The Return of Jimmy Valentine (1936) with Roger Pryor, in which a reporter writes a series of articles speculating about whether the legendary safecracker is still alive. He thinks he has tracked down the old criminal who now is a respected bank manager in a small town. The last film (though there were numerous later radio and television adaptations) was Affairs of Jimmy Valentine (1942), starring Dennis O�Keefe, in which the advertising agency for the Jimmy Valentine radio program offers $100,000 to anyone who can find the real Valentine, who now is a middle-aged newspaper editor played by Roman Bohnen.

A RETRIEVED REFORMATION
O. Henry

In the prison shoe-shop, Jimmy Valentine was busily at work making shoes. A prison officer came into the shop, and led Jimmy to the prison office. There Jimmy was given an important paper. It said that he was free.
Jimmy took the paper without showing much pleasure or interest. He had been sent to prison to stay for four years. He had been there for ten months. But he had expected to stay only three months. Jimmy Valentine had many friends outside the prison. A man with so many friends does not expect to stay in prison long.
�Valentine,� said the chief prison officer, �you�ll go out tomorrow morning. This is your chance. Make a man of yourself. You�re not a bad fellow at heart. Stop breaking safes open, and live a better life.�
�Me?� said Jimmy in surprise. �I never broke open a safe in my life.�
�Oh, no,� the chief prison officer laughed. �Never. Let�s see. How did you happen to get sent to prison for opening that safe in Springfield? Was it because you didn�t want to tell where you really were? Perhaps because you were with some lady, and you didn�t want to tell her name? Or was it because the judge didn�t like you? You men always have a reason like that. You never go to prison because you broke a safe.�
�Me?� Jimmy said. His face still showed surprise. �I was never in Springfield in my life.�
�Take him away,� said the chief prison officer. �Get him the clothes he needs for going outside. Bring him here again at seven in the morning. And think about what I said, Valentine.�
At a quarter past seven on the next morning, Jimmy stood again in the office. He had on some new clothes that did not fit him, and a pair of new shoes that hurt his feet. These are the usual clothes given to a prisoner when he leaves the prison.
Next they gave him money to pay for his trip on a train to the city near the prison. They gave him five dollars more. The five dollars were supposed to help him become a better man.
Then the chief prison officer put out his hand for a handshake. This was the end of Valentine, Prisoner 9762. Mr. James Valentine walked out into the sunshine.
He did not listen to the song of the birds or look at the green trees or smell the flowers. He went straight to a restaurant. There he tasted the first sweet joys of being free. He had a good dinner. After that he went to the train station. He gave some money to a blind man who sat there, asking for money, and then he got on the train.
Three hours later he got off the train in a small town. Here he went to the restaurant of Mike Dolan.
Mike Dolan was alone there. After shaking hands he said, �I�m sorry we couldn�t do it sooner, Jimmy my boy. But there was that safe in Springfield, too. It wasn�t easy. Feeling all right?�
�Fine,� said Jimmy. �Is my room waiting for me?�
He went up and opened the door of a room at the back of the house. Everything was as he had left it. It was here they had found Jimmy, when they took him to prison. There on the floor was a small piece of cloth. It had been torn from the coat of the cop, as Jimmy was fighting to escape.
There was a bed against the wall. Jimmy pulled the bed toward the middle of the room. The wall behind it looked like any wall, but now Jimmy found and opened a small door in it. From this opening he pulled out a dust-covered bag.
He opened this and looked lovingly at the tools for breaking open a safe. No finer tools could be found any place. They were complete; everything needed was here. They had been made of a special material, in the necessary sizes and shapes. Jimmy had planned them himself, and he was very proud of them.
It had cost him over nine hundred dollars to have these tools made at a place where they make such things for men who work at the job of safe-breaking.
In half an hour Jimmy went downstairs and through the restaurant. He was now dressed in good clothes that fitted him well. He carried his dusted and cleaned bag.
�Do you have anything planned?� asked Mike Dolan.
�Me?� asked Jimmy as if surprised. �I don�t understand. I work for the New York Famous Bread and Cake Makers Company. And I sell the best bread and cake in the country.�
Mike enjoyed these words so much that Jimmy had to take a drink with him. Jimmy had some milk. He never drank anything stronger.
A week after Valentine, 9762, left the prison, a safe was broken open in Richmond, Indiana. No one knew who did it. Eight hundred dollars were taken.
Two weeks after that, a safe in Logansport was opened. It was a new kind of safe; it had been made, they said, so strong that no one could break it open. But someone did, and took fifteen hundred dollars.
Then a safe in Jefferson City was opened. Five thousand dollars were taken. This loss was a big one. Ben Price was a cop who worked on such important matters, and now he began to work on this.
He went to Richmond, Indiana, and to Logansport, to see how the safe-breaking had been done in those places. He was heard to say: �I can see that Jim Valentine has been here. He is in business again. Look at the way he opened this one. Everything easy, everything clean. He is the only man who has the tools to do it. And he is the only man who knows how to use tools like this. Yes, I want Mr. Valentine. Next time he goes to prison, he�s going to stay there until his time is finished.�
Ben Price knew how Jimmy worked. Jimmy would go from one city to another far away. He always worked alone. He always left quickly when he was finished. He enjoyed being with nice people. For all these reasons, it was not easy to catch Mr. Valentine.
People with safes full of money were glad to hear Ben Price was at work trying to catch Mr. Valentine.
One afternoon Jimmy Valentine and his bag arrived in a small town named Elmore. Jimmy, looking as young as a college boy, walked down the street toward the hotel.
A young lady walked across the street, passed him at the corner, and entered a door. Over the door was the sign, �The Elmore Bank.� Jimmy Valentine looked into her eyes, forgetting at once what he was. He became another man. She looked away, and brighter color came into her face. Young men like Jimmy did not appear often in Elmore.
Jimmy saw a boy near the bank door, and began to ask questions about the town. After a time the young lady came out and went on her way. She seemed not to see Jimmy as she passed him.
�Isn�t that young lady Polly Simpson?� asked Jimmy.
�No,� said the boy. �She�s Annabel Adams. Her father owns this bank.�
Jimmy went to the hotel, where he said his name was Ralph D. Spencer. He got a room there. He told the hotel man he had come to Elmore to go into business. How was the shoe business? Was there already a good shoe-shop?
The man thought that Jimmy�s clothes and manners were fine. He was happy to talk to him.
Yes, Elmore needed a good shoe-shop. There was no shop that sold just shoes. Shoes were sold in the big shops that sold everything. All business in Elmore was good. He hoped Mr. Spencer would decide to stay in Elmore. It was a pleasant town to live in and the people were friendly.
Mr. Spencer said he would stay in the town a few days and learn something about it. No, he said, he himself would carry his bag up to his room. He didn�t want a boy to take it. It was very heavy.
Mr. Ralph Spencer remained in Elmore. He started a shoe-shop. Business was good.
Also he made many friends. And he was successful with the wish of his heart. He met Annabel Adams. He liked her better every day.
At the end of a year everyone in Elmore liked Mr. Ralph Spencer. His shoe-shop was doing very good business. And he and Annabel were going to be married in two weeks. Mr. Adams, the small-town banker, liked Spencer. Annabel was very proud of him. He seemed already to belong to the Adams family.
One day Jimmy sat down in his room to write this letter, which he sent to one of his old friends:
Dear Old Friend:
I want you to meet me at Sullivan�s place next week, on the evening of the 10th. I want to give you my tools. I know you�ll be glad to have them. You couldn�t buy them for a thousand dollars. I finished with the old business � a year ago. I have a nice shop. I�m living a better life, and I�m going to marry the best girl on earth two weeks from now. It�s the only life � I wouldn�t ever again touch another man�s money. After I marry, I�m going to go further west, where I�ll never see anyone who knew me in my old life. I tell you, she�s a wonderful girl. She trusts me.
Your old friend, Jimmy.

On the Monday night after Jimmy sent this letter, Ben Price arrived quietly in Elmore. He moved slowly about the town in his quiet way, and he learned all that he wanted to know. Standing inside a shop, he watched Ralph D. Spencer walk by.
�You�re going to marry the banker�s daughter, are you, Jimmy?� said Ben to himself. �I don�t feel sure about that!�
The next morning Jimmy was at the Adams home. He was going to a nearby city that day to buy new clothes for the wedding. He was also going to buy a gift for Annabel. It would be his first trip out of Elmore. It was more than a year now since he had done any safe-breaking.
Most of the Adams family went to the bank together that morning. There were Mr. Adams, Annabel, Jimmy, and Annabel�s married sister with her two little girls, aged five and nine. They passed Jimmy�s hotel, and Jimmy ran up to his room and brought along his bag. Then they went to the bank.
All went inside � Jimmy, too, for he was one of the family. Everyone in the bank was glad to see the good-looking, nice young man who was going to marry Annabel. Jimmy put down his bag.
Annabel, laughing, put Jimmy�s hat on her head and picked up the bag. �How do I look?� she asked. �Ralph, how heavy this bag is! It feels full of gold.�
�It�s full of some things I don�t need in my shop,� Jimmy said. �I�m taking them to the city, to the place where they came from. That saves me the cost of sending them. I�m going to be a married man. I must learn to save money.�
The Elmore bank had a new safe. Mr. Adams was very proud of it, and he wanted everyone to see it. It was as large as a small room, and it had a very special door. The door was controlled by a clock. Using the clock, the banker planned the time when the door should open. At other times no one, not even the banker himself, could open it. He explained about it to Mr. Spencer. Mr. Spencer seemed interested but he did not seem to understand very easily. The two children, May and Agatha, enjoyed seeing the shining heavy door, with all its special parts.
While they were busy like this, Ben Price entered the bank and looked around. He told a young man who worked there that he had not come on business; he was waiting for a man.
Suddenly there was a cry from the women. They had not been watching the children. May, the nine-year-old girl, had playfully but firmly closed the door of the safe. And Agatha was inside.
The old banker tried to open the door. He pulled at it for a moment. �The door can�t be opened,� he cried. �And the clock � I hadn�t started it yet.�
Agatha�s mother cried out again.
�Quiet!� said Mr. Adams, raising a shaking hand. �All be quiet for a moment. Agatha!� he called as loudly as he could. �Listen to me.� They could hear, but not clearly, the sound of the child�s voice. In the darkness inside the safe, she was wild with fear.
�My baby!� her mother cried. �She will die of fear! Open the door! Break it open! Can�t you men do something?�
�There isn�t a man nearer than the city who can open that door,� said Mr. Adams, in a shaking voice. �My God! Spencer, what shall we do? That child � she can�t live long in there. There isn�t enough air. And the fear will kill her.�
Agatha�s mother, wild too now, beat on the door with her hands. Annabel turned to Jimmy, her large eyes full of pain, but with some hope, too. A woman thinks that a man she loves can somehow do anything.
�Can�t you do something, Ralph? Try, won�t you?�
He looked at her with a strange soft smile on his lips and in his eyes.
�Annabel,� he said, �give me that flower you are wearing, will you?�
She could not believe that she had really heard him. But she put the flower in his hand. Jimmy took it and put it where he could not lose it. Then he pulled off his coat. With that act, Ralph D. Spencer passed away and Jimmy Valentine took his place.
�Stand away from the door, all of you,� he commanded.
He put his bag on the table, and opened it flat. From that time on, he seemed not to know that anyone else was near. Quickly he laid the shining strange tools on the table. The others watched as if they had lost the power to move.
In a minute Jimmy was at work on the door. In ten minutes � faster than he had ever done it before � he had the door open.
Agatha was taken into her mother�s arms.
Jimmy Valentine put on his coat, picked up the flower and walked toward the front door. As he went he thought he heard a voice call, �Ralph!� He did not stop.
At the door a big man stood in his way.
�Hello, Ben!� said Jimmy, still with his strange smile. �You�re here at last, are you? Let�s go. I don�t care, now.�
And then Ben Price acted rather strangely.
�I guess you�re wrong about this, Mr. Spencer,� he said. �I don�t believe I know you, do I?�
And Ben Price turned and walked slowly down the street.

The Death Watch
EDGAR WALLACE

THE STORY
Original publication:The Thriller, February 13, 1932; first collected in Sergeant Sir Peter (London, Chapman & Hall, 1932)

The prolific Richard Horatio Edgar Wallace (1875�1932) reputedly wrote more than 170 novels, 18 stage plays, 957 short stories, and elements of numerous screenplays and scenarios, including the first British sound version of The Hound of the Baskervilles; an astounding 160 films, both silent and sound, have been based on his books and stories. The most famous film based on his work is King Kong (1933), for which he, along with Merian C. Cooper, came up with the idea and wrote the story, though Wallace received no credit when the film was released.
In �The Death Watch,� Peter Dunn is an aristocratic Scotland Yard police sergeant who is on holiday but has a busy week, falling for a young woman and catching a gang of bank robbers who had spent nine years in prison and returned to retrieve their long-hidden loot.

THE FILM
Title: Before Dawn (1933)
Studio: RKO Radio Pictures
Director: Irving Pichel
Screenwriter: Garrett Fort
Producer: Merian C. Cooper (executive); Shirley Burden (associate)

THE CAST
��Stuart Erwin (Dwight Wilson)
��Dorothy Wilson (Patricia �Mlle Mystera� Merrick)
��Warner Oland (Dr. Paul Cornelius)

The story line of Before Dawn follows that of the short story only slightly, the only plot element to be retained being the search for money that had been stolen years before. It is now set in the United States and involves a clairvoyant who helps solve the case.
The planned title for the film was Death Watch but RKO offered a fifty-dollar prize for a new title. Both Ginger Rogers and Betty Furness had been announced for roles in the film but neither made an appearance.
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Lee Smitt had no police record and no apparent nationality, though he claimed to be American, and the claim was not disputed. Certainly he had lived in the United States, and it was pretty easy to locate the area, for in the early days he had the rapid-fire lingo of the Middle West, which is so disconcerting to the leisurely Southerners and a source of amusement in New York.
Red Fanderson was undoubtedly American, and had probably come from English stock who were Sanderson in the days when people wrote S�s like F�s.
Joe Kelly was just cosmopolitan: he knew Paris, spoke French rather well, had seen the inside of two French prisons, and had had a narrow escape of taking the rap at Cayenne, which is frequently and inaccurately referred to as Devil�s Island, for Devil�s Island is only a bit of it.
They came unobtrusively into London in the days when Sergeant Peter Dunn was newly come to the Criminal Investigation Department and was sitting at the feet of Inspector Sam Allerway, learning his business.
There were quite a number of people who thought that when he succeeded to his title and fortune, he should have retired gracefully from the force.
A certain lordly relative once expressed this point of view, and Peter asked:
�When you became Lord Whatever-your-name-is, did you give up golf?�
�No,� said the staggered aristocrat.
�Very well then,� said Peter.
�I really don�t see the connection,� said his baffled lordship. �Police work isn�t a game?�
�You don�t know the half of it,� said Peter.
And here he was, learning his business from Sam Allerway.
There was nobody more competent to teach a young officer than Sam. He was a great detective, the greatest in our generation. He might have reached the highest rank, but he drank a little, gambled a lot, and was notoriously in debt, and therefore suspect; though Sam had never taken a cent from any illicit source in his life.
There is a popular delusion that high officers at Scotland Yard own rows of houses and have considerable investments. No doubt very large presents have been made and accepted by grateful citizens who have benefited by the genius and prescience of men at Scotland Yard. It is against all regulations, but it is not against human nature.
Perhaps, if Sam had been offered some big presents by the law-abiding people he had helped, he might have accepted them, but all his offers had come from the wrong end of the business.
�You can�t learn this too soon, Peter,� he said. �The crook�s money has got two hooks to it � and those hooks never come out! This doesn�t affect you, because you�ve got all the money in the world, and I know just what�s going to happen to the bird who tries to slip you a monkey for giving him five minutes to get out of the house.�
Sam Allerway was never a popular man with his superiors. His acid gibings made him no friends. He had a trick of summarizing the character and the disposition of his chiefs in one biting and uncomplimentary phrase, and, but for the fact that he was a brilliant thief-catcher, he would never have progressed as far as inspector.
One of the few people who respected him and understood him was a certain J. G. Reeder, who at that time was associated with the Bankers� Trust as their private detective and investigator; but as Mr. Reeder does not come into this story it will be sufficient to sum up the character of Sam Allerway in his words:
�The criminal classes would be well advised,� he said, �and be giving no more than what is due, if they erected a statue to the man who � um � introduced old brandy into our country.�
Old brandy was Sam Allerway�s weakness. But he was perfectly sober on the night the Canadian Bank of Commerce was robbed of 830,00��Canadian dollars.
The robbery was effected between five o�clock on a Saturday afternoon and seven o�clock on the Sunday morning. Three men had concealed themselves in an office immediately above the bank premises. The Canadian Bank of Commerce was situated in a large corner block facing Trafalgar Square.
The lower floor and the basement were entirely occupied by the bankers, the five floors above being given over to various businesses, that immediately above the bank premises being occupied by an insurance company. The block had been specially built and was the bank�s property. Between the insurance office and the banking department was a concrete floor which was further strengthened by an iron grid set in the centre of the solid concrete.
On the day of the robbery Trafalgar Square was filled with an organized demonstration of the unemployed. Parties arrived from various parts of London, each headed by a band and carrying their banners and slogans. All the police reserves were gathered to deal with possible disturbances.
Another favourable circumstance for the burglars was that a section of the roadway before the bank was being torn up to deal with a faulty gas main. All that afternoon with the indifferent music of the brass bands there had mingled the staccato rattle of automatic roadbreakers.
There could be no question that pneumatic drills were also used by the burglars, and that they synchronized their operations with those of the workmen outside. The concrete dwelling was broken through immediately above the manager�s office, which was locked, and to which the two watchmen on the premises had no access.
As to whether there were two watchmen present or not when the floor was pierced is a question which has never been satisfactorily settled. Both men swore they were on the premises, but it is almost certain that one of them went out for an hour, and during that hour the thieves got into the manager�s room, unlocked the door on the inside, slugged the one remaining watchman, whom they surprised as he was looking through the plate-glass window at the demonstrators, and tied him up.
The second watchman was knocked out near the side entrance of the bank, in circumstances which suggested that he must have come in from the outside at some time in the afternoon, since there was no hiding place where his attackers could wait except behind the door.
The two men were blindfolded before they were tied up and gagged. They were unable to give any description of the burglars, and, but for the circumstance that the first man had been blindfolded with one of the robber�s own handkerchiefs, which bore a laundry mark, no evidence at all might have been secured that would convict them or even give the police a reasonable clue.
The three men had an excellent kit of tools. They were able to open the vault door, cut through the bars of an inner grille, and remove every scrap of currency in the vault.
Every hour the bank was closed a patrolling policeman, passing the side entrance of the bank, pressed a small bell push and waited till he received an answering clang from a bell set in the wall. Evidently the thieves knew the bank method thoroughly, for he and his relief received all the signals until eight o�clock. At that hour, when the policeman pressed the bell, he received no answer. He tried again, but with no further success, and in accordance with practice he reported the fact to headquarters at Cannon Row, which is Scotland Yard.
He then made his way to the front of the bank and peered in. Two lights were burning, as usual, and there was no sign that anything was wrong. He rapped on the front door, received no answer, and waited here until a squad car came from headquarters, carrying his immediate chief, and, what was more important, duplicate keys of the bank, which were kept at Cannon Row in a case, the glass of which had to be smashed before they could be taken out.
The discovery of the robbery was immediately made. One of the two watchmen was sent off to hospital in an ambulance, the second taken to the station for questioning. Within half an hour the big chiefs of Scotland Yard were at the bank, making their investigations, and Allerway was allocated to the case.
�This is not an English job,� he said, when he had made an inspection of the tools. �It is a Yankee crowd or a French crowd, and it�s nine to one in favour of America.�
�I suppose,� said his chief, who did not like him (he was afterwards dismissed for incompetence by the Kenley Commission), �you�re going on the fact that the tools are American made? Well��
�They�re English made,� said Allerway, �as you would have seen if the Lord had given you good eyesight and you weren�t too lazy to look.�
Allerway used to talk like this to chief inspectors, and that was why he was not particularly popular.
He began his search like the workman he was. By the Monday morning he had identified Red Fanderson as the owner of the handkerchief. He had a room off the Waterloo Bridge Road, and a search of this led Allerway to a very high-class hotel in the West End and to the discovery of a gentlemanly guest who had left on the previous day after ostentatiously labelling his baggage for Canada.
Here Allerway had a lucky break. There had been staying in the hotel a southern European royalty, who had been photographed by a newspaper man as he left the hotel one morning. Quite unconsciously Mr. Lee Smitt, who had also chosen that moment to leave the hotel, had appeared in the background. With him had vanished his valet, Joseph Kelly, pleasantly spoken, a favourite in the couriers� room, and quite a modest personality.
The police throughout the country were warned. A week later Sam picked up a new clue. A man answering Lee Smitt�s description had purchased a second-hand car and had it registered in the name of Gray. He had chosen an American car of a very popular make.
�The number plate�� began the garage man.
�You can forget the number plate: he�s got another one by now,� said Sam.
It was Peter Dunn�s first big case, and he was thrilled. He hardly got any sleep in the first week of the chase, and on the night the three men were located he was ready to drop; but the news that the car had been seen passing through Slough galvanized him to life.
It was a foul night; rain was pouring in buckets, and a gale of wind was sweeping up from the southwest. They picked up the trail at Maidenhead, lost it again at Reading, cut back to Henley without any greater success. At six o�clock in the morning the car was seen at Andover and a barrage laid down, but Lee doubled back towards Guildford. It was on the Guildford Road that they came head to head, the squad car and that which carried the wanted men. Lee tried to dart past, but the squad driver rammed him.
There were in the police car, besides the driver, only Peter Dunn and Inspector Sam Allerway, but the three men offered no resistance.
Peter took charge of the prisoners, and Sam drove the car back. They stopped at a little wayside inn, and here Sam searched the car. He found nothing in the shape of property. There were two suitcases, containing the belongings of the prisoners, but no money.
It was curious, the number of people who had seen Lee Smitt and his three companions, if not leaving the bank carrying a suitcase, at least in the vicinity of the bank. Yet they might have escaped conviction on the ground of insufficient evidence if Sam Allerway had not dug up from a railway luggage room a duplicate set of bank-smashing tools. It was on this evidence that the three men went down for twelve years.
It was this evidence which spurred Lee Smitt to make his remarkable statement, that in the car when he was captured were four packages of Canadian currency value, $60,000. Smitt told the judge that Sam had promised to make it light for him if he could slip these in his pocket and forget them. It was a crude lie. Peter Dunn stood in the court raging. But it was one of those lies which had possibilities. People read the account and said: �Well, I wonder...?� There was a departmental inquiry. Sam Allerway was crushed, beaten. He turned up for the meeting of the board, drunk and truculent, and was dismissed from the force.
A fortnight later they picked his body out of the Thames.
Two years after that Peter Dunn was the principal witness at another staff inquiry, and the chief inspector who had been responsible for Allerway�s ruin was dismissed with ignominy and narrowly escaped a term of imprisonment.
Where was the bulk of the money taken from the Canadian Bank of Commerce? Scotland Yard thought it had been sent abroad, divided into thousands of small sums and sent through the post to an American address. It was a simple method of disposing of paper currency, and practically undetectable.
Interrogated at intervals at Dartmoor, Lee Smitt hinted that this had been the method of disposal. But there were shrewd men at Scotland Yard who pointed out that at the time the money had been stolen the men had been fugitives, and that there had been a special watch placed by the post office on all bulky packages addressed to the United States.
Peter�s own report on the case is worth quoting:
�These three men arrived in England six months before the robbery, which was not only perfectly planned, but their getaway was as skilfully arranged. They had a car to take them to the coast, but this was damaged in a collision; otherwise the second car would not have been purchased. Lee Smitt is a man with an American police record: he was concerned in three bank robberies, was sentenced to from five to twenty years in Sing Sing, but was released on a technicality when the case went to the Appellate Court. He is a man of brilliant education, and there is no evidence that he had any confederate in the United States. Every important bank in America has complied with the request of Scotland Yard to render an account of suspicious deposits made by mail from England, and nothing out of the ordinary has been discovered.�
Nine years later the three men were released from Dartmoor, escorted to Southampton, and put on a boat bound for the United States. The New York police reported their arrival. And that, so far as Peter Dunn was concerned, was the end of the case.
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It was in the late summer of the next year that he became acquainted with the Death Watch, and in the strangest and most unusual circumstances.
Peter Dunn was taking a vacation. His idea of a vacation was to hire a little cabin cruiser and move leisurely from Kingston to Oxford, camping at night by any promising meadow, stopping at the towns to purchase his supplies and, with the aid of a gramophone and a small library of books which he brought with him, pass the evenings that separated him from the morning�s plunge in the river and another day of progress through a procession of locks towards the historic city he knew so well.
Between Lockton and Bourne End the hills rise steeply. It is a wild and a not particularly cheerful spot in the daytime. He arrived at his anchorage late at night, tied up to the weedy bank, pulled down the fly-proof shutters of his cabin, and cooked his evening meal.
It was not a night which attracted holiday makers to the river. A drizzle of rain was falling; a chill wind blew down the river, and when the sun set he was glad to pull on an extra warm pullover. He did not know this part of the river at all, and had a feeling that it was some distance from a road. He neither saw motorcar lights nor heard the hum of engines.
Peter cursed the English summer, pulled close the door of his little cabin, and spent ten minutes destroying such inquisitive flying things as had found their way into the interior.
He was trying to read a German work on criminal practice, but found it difficult to keep his eyes open. At nine o�clock he got into his pajamas, extinguished the little reading lamp, and slipped into bed.
He was not a heavy sleeper, but certain notes woke him more quickly than others. He could sleep through the heavy rumble of traffic and the sound of deep-throated klaxon horns, but a shrill note amidst the noise would wake him instantly.
He was awake before he realized he had been asleep. It was a woman�s scream; there was no doubt about it. He heard it repeated and tumbled out of his bunk, listening. It was a scream of terror � somebody was in horrible fear.
He pulled a waterproof coat over his pajamas, pushed open the door of the cabin, and came out to the little well deck. Somebody was crashing through the undergrowth. He heard a woman�s sobs.
�Who�s there?� he called.
Going into the cabin, he found his hand torch and sent a powerful beam into the darkness.
The girl who was found by the light stood, terrified, staring towards him. She was in her nightdress and an old, discoloured robe. Her hair was awry. The round, moon-like face was distorted with fear.
�It�s all right,� said Peter.
Evidently something in his voice reassured her, for she came scrambling down the steep bank.
�Don�t come any farther. I�ll pull my boat in. What is the matter?�
She did not answer until he had grabbed the mooring rope and drawn the stern of the boat into the bank. The hand he took was deadly cold, and she was shivering from head to foot.
�Get me away out of here � get me away quickly!� she sobbed. �That horrible thing...! I wouldn�t stay another night... I heard the death watch, too, and I told Mr. Hannay, and he only laughed.�
�You�ve seen something disagreeable, have you?� said Peter.
He had taken her to his cabin and put a rug around her. An unprepossessing young woman, he classified her without difficulty, and when she told him later that she was a housemaid he was rather surprised that she had attained even to that position.
He had some hot coffee in a thermos flask, which he had put away against his early morning breakfast. He gave her this, and she became more coherent.
�I work in Mr. Hannay�s house, sir... it used to be one of Diggin�s Follies. You know the place?�
�No, I don�t know the place,� said Peter. �Who is Mr. Hannay?�
She was very vague about Mr. Hannay, except that he was a rich gentleman �in the drapery.�
Apparently it was the death watch that worried her. She had heard it again and again. Two other servants had left because, when the death watch sounded, something always happened. She had heard the click-click-click of it in the wall.
�When you hear that, somebody�s going to die.�
�I know the superstition,� said Peter with a smile. �It�s a little beetle, and he�s quite harmless.�
She shook her head.
�Not here, sir.� She was very serious. �When you hear the death watch at Chesterford something always happens.�
Peter heard a voice hailing the boat from the bank and went outside. He saw a tall, thin man who carried a torch in his hand.
�Have you seen a girl?� asked a booming voice.
�I�ve got her here � yes,� said Dick.
�I�m Mr. Hannay, of Chesterford.� The voice had a certain pomposity and self-importance. �One of those stupid servants has been making a fuss because she heard the death watch and thought she saw something... she ran out of the house before I could stop her.�
�If you please, sir� � the girl had come out of the cabin and stood behind Peter � �I was so frightened, sir.�
�Come back to the house immediately,� said Hannay�s voice. �Really, it is too absurd of you, making me ridiculous and making yourself ridiculous. Ghosts! Whoever heard of ghosts?�
�I saw it, sir.�
�Rubbish!� said Mr. Hannay. �Come along. I�ll take you back to the house.�
Peter was a little relieved. He had no particular desire to accommodate a young lady for the remainder of the night. His little clock told him it was just after midnight, and he did not relish the prospect of sitting up all night with a companion whose only topic of conversation was ghosts and death watches. He helped the girl to the shore.
�Thank you very much, Mr.�� uh�?�
Peter did not oblige him with his name. He was glad when the girl had gone, but for an hour he lay, turning from side to side in his bunk, speculating upon this strange little adventure. Death watch? Ghosts? He smiled.
He was just dozing off when there came another interruption. He got out of bed and again went out of the cabin, not in too good a temper. The man on the bank had no lantern.
�Excuse me, sir, are you the gentleman that gave shelter to Lile?�
For a reason best known to himself Peter went suddenly cold.
�Yes,� he said quietly.
�She took away your rug. Mr. Hannay asked me to return it to you.�
All Peter�s irritation was gone now. Dimly he could see the man on the bank. He had left his lantern in the cabin, but evidently the man on the bank could see him.
�Will you catch, sir?�
Something was thrown at him; the soft mass of the rug struck him in the chest.
�Have you got it? Good-night, sir.�
The man went scrambling up the steep path to the invisible house. Peter stood for a long time, the rain pattering on the shoulders of his waterproof.
�Good Lord!� he said softly.
He went back to the cabin, switched on the light, and sat down.
�Who the dickens was Diggin?� he asked aloud at the end of an hour of thought. �And what was his peculiar brand of folly?�
He left his moorings just after daybreak, stopped at Marlow, and went ashore, and at that unearthly hour engaged a room at the Red Lion, where he finished his interrupted sleep. At ten o�clock his boat was still moored at the big boathouse, and Peter was pursuing inquiries.
Diggin was a builder, long since dead. He had conceived the idea of building two villas on the crests of two identical hills. They were not good villas, but they were very precious in the sight of Mr. Diggin, who had been both the architect and the builder. They suffered from this disadvantage, that they were near no main road, were indeed almost unapproachable, since in the days when they were built the motorcar was an unknown method of transport. They were red brick villas, with bow windows and slate roofs, altogether unlovely, and they were called �Diggin�s Follies� because nobody wanted to buy them or hire them. Even the advent of the motorcar did not make them any more desirable.
The week before his death Mr. Diggin had sold one and the land on which it stood to a man who intended starting a poultry farm. He had never started it. The second, and more important, sale was conducted by Mr. Diggin�s executor, and the purchaser was Mr. Hannay, who had so built onto this villa that it had lost its native ugliness and had attained the dignity of a country home.
�In fact, Chesterford is one of the nicest houses in these parts,� said Peter�s informant. �It has beautiful grounds, a bathing pool, and everything.�
Mr. Hannay apparently was a wholesale draper who had passed his responsibilities on to a limited liability company in the days when company promoters were paying enormous sums for likely propositions. He had one child, a daughter � her name was Patricia. Peter had a glimpse of her, driving a big Rolls through the town. She wore a blue tennis jacket, and a gaily coloured scarf about her throat. Her head was bare, and her brown hair was flying in all directions. Pretty, he thought; but then, Peter had this weakness, that he believed most women were pretty.
His very discreet inquiries produced no stories of ghosts � at least, no ghosts attached to Chesterford. Yet something peculiar was happening in Mr. Hannay�s house. Servants were leaving; few stayed there more than a week � this he learned at a local employment agency. The butler had left a month before and had been replaced. Two cooks had left in one week; there had been five new maids in the house in the past two months.
Mr. Hannay was a gentleman of irreproachable character. He was rich, a churchgoer, had a large electric canoe and two cars. Obviously he was not a flighty man: a plain, matter-of-fact, sober, rather intolerant citizen, so far as Peter could make out. There had been some feeling locally because, at a recent Parliamentary election, he had discharged two gardeners who had had the temerity to vote for the Labour candidate and, very foolishly, had boasted of their fell deed.
He was, in fact, the kind of man one might meet in any small English town, who believed that the country was going to the devil and that something ought to be done about it.
Three days of his vacation Peter gave up to a little private investigation. He went near enough to the house to catch a glimpse of Miss Patricia driving the yellow Rolls, and was considerably impressed.
The household, he discovered, consisted of Mr. Hannay and his daughter, a working butler named Higgins, two maids, one of whom had left in a hurry � Peter supposed this was his terrified guest � and a gardener-chauffeur who had recently been engaged.
Peter made a very careful survey of the grounds, but did not approach the house. It was easier to examine the second of Mr. Diggin�s Follies, for the red brick villa stood more or less as it had been delivered from its maker�s hands: an atrocity of a building, gaunt, desolate. It stood in two acres of untidy ground. No attempt had been made to form a garden; the weeds were knee-high; the windows blurred with the rains and dust of years. In one part of the field � it was little more � he found the old chicken huts that had been delivered years before and had been stacked at the back of the house. The weather had taken toll of them: most of them had fallen to pieces.
He cleaned a pane of glass with his handkerchief and stared into an empty room, the walls of which had been covered with a paper of atrocious pattern. It was peeling from the walls, and as he stared he saw a little brown form whisk across the floor and disappear into a cavity which he identified as the fire grate.
�Rats and rubbish,� said Peter.
He tried the doors, front and back: they were locked. At the back door he thought he saw the trace of a footprint, but this was not remarkable: the people in the neighbourhood often came over to stare at Diggin�s Folly; they overran the surrounding ground, and would have picnicked there if its bleak character had encouraged such a frivolity.
About twenty years before, the gloomy house had gained notoriety as the scene of a very commonplace murder. A tramp woman had been murdered by another wanderer of the road, who had long since fallen through the trap in expiation of his crime. It was when he was making inquiries about this deserted place that Peter heard the first hint of a ghost.
The place was reputedly haunted, or had enjoyed that reputation till the public grew tired of its mystery. Yet Peter discovered an elderly man who had seen the old tramp woman walking in the grounds of the house, wringing her hands and moaning.
�I admit I�d been drinking that night,� said his informant, �but I know when I�ve had enough.�
�That,� said Peter, �is a more common illusion than ghosts.�
He had three weeks� vacation. Nearly a week of it was gone. He went up to Scotland Yard and saw his chief.
�Surely, you can have six weeks if you want it. It�s due to you, but you told me that three would be sufficient?�
Peter explained that he needed the rest. He had just finished with an important and tiring case, and the extra leave was granted.
He had another object in coming to town. He collected his car. Peter Dunn was a rich man. It was the complaint of Scotland Yard that he ought not to be there at all.
He came back this time to Maidenhead. He did not want to be at Marlow too long, and with his car the question of distance was no object.
It was not to be supposed that his presence in the immediate neighbourhood of Chesterford should pass unnoticed. After dinner one night Pat Hannay asked a question.
�A young man? Good heavens, I don�t notice young men! One of the maids� admirers � that new girl, Joyce, is rather pretty.�
�He doesn�t look like a maid�s admirer,� said Pat. �In fact, I cherish the romantic impression that he might be waiting to catch a glimpse of me.�
�Nonsense!� said her father.
�You�re very rude,� said Pat, and then: �Do you realize that we know hardly anybody in this neighbourhood? We�ve got a lovely tennis court that nobody plays tennis on, and even my London friends do not come to Chesterford.�
Mr. Hannay looked at her in amazement.
�Why on earth do you want people here?� he said. �Half the delight of the country is that one is alone.�
�It isn�t half my delight, or even a quarter of it,� said Patricia Hannay, and went on without a pause: �He was rather nice looking.�
�Who was?� asked her baffled father. �Oh, the young man you saw? Well� � heavily jocose � �why don�t you ask him to play tennis with you?�
�I thought of that,� said Pat, and then struck a more serious note. �You know the cook has left?�
�Has she?� said Mr. Hannay in astonishment. �I thought to-night�s dinner was extraordinarily good��
�I cooked it,� said Pat. �It was rather fun, but if I did it more than twice it would be a bore. Daddy, do you realize what an awfully ugly house this is?�
She was touching Mr. Hannay�s tenderest point. He was an amateur architect. It was his boast that he had designed the additions that had turned a villa that was plain to the point of ugliness into something which bore a resemblance to a charming country house.
�I don�t mean that the architecture�s ugly,� said Pat, hastily tactful, �but it�s so isolated, and I can almost understand the servants getting ideas about ghosts and groanings and rappings. Why don�t you let it, Daddy? That was a magnificent offer you had the other day.�
�Let it?� scoffed Mr. Hannay. �Absurd! It would be � um � derogatory to my position. I can�t let furnished houses. I either close them up or sell them. I was saying to Dr. Herzoff at the club � he�s an excellent player; in fact, I had all my work cut out to beat him��
She had heard of Dr. Herzoff before.
�Is he living at the clubhouse?�
�I don�t know where he�s living � at some hotel in the neighbourhood. A charming fellow, with a tremendous sense of humour��
�Which means he laughs at your jokes and hasn�t heard your ancient stories, Daddy. Does he play tennis?�
Hannay thought he might.
After tea the next night Pat strolled out down to the lower garden. Beyond the trim box hedge ran a road which had not been a road at all until Mr. Hannay had made it. It was here she had seen the mysterious young man who had excited her interest. She wondered what he would say if, with the boldness of despair, she invited him to a game of singles. She was a little disappointed that she had not the opportunity of making this test.
That night there came a crisis in the affairs of Chesterford. Pat was in that pleasant stage between sleep and wakefulness when she heard a shrill outcry. She sat up in bed, listening. From somewhere near at hand she heard a �click-click-click,� and, despite her philosophy, shivered.
The death watch! She had heard it before, but not quite so distinctly. Again came the scream. She reached for her dressing gown and slipped out of bed. In another second she was in the corridor.
The maid�s room was at the end of the passage. She tried the door; it was locked, but the incoherent babble of sound which came from within told her she had not made any mistake.
Mr. Hannay had heard the cry. Pat turned her head at the snap of his lock. He came out, a gaunt figure, more exasperated than frightened.
�What the devil�s the matter?� he asked.
Pat did not answer. She was rattling the handle of the maid�s door.
�Joyce! Joyce! What is the matter? Open the door.�
The key turned and the door opened. Joyce stood there in her nightgown, her eyes staring wildly.
�Oh, miss, I saw it!� she gasped. �I saw it as plainly as...�
�Saw what?�
Pat brushed past her into the room, closing the door. The girl fell back on the edge of her bed, her face in her hands.
�What did you see?� asked Pat again.
For a little time the maid did not speak.
�It seemed to pass through the door, miss,� she said in a hollow tone, �and I locked the door before I came to bed. It walked slowly past me and sort of disappeared... it was almost as if it walked through the wall.�
�It was a nightmare,� said Pat, her heart quaking.
Joyce shook her head vigorously.
�Oh, no, miss, it wasn�t. There was no nightmare about that. It happened, just as the other girls said it happened. And I wasn�t asleep; I was wide awake � as much awake as I am at this very minute.�
Pat meditated for a second. She simply dared not ask any more questions: this type of terror grew on what it fed on. Then her natural curiousity overcame her discretion.
�What was it like?�
�A horrible-looking man. He had a terrible face. Dressed in tramp�s clothes... dirty-looking... he was awful. There was blood on his hands; it seemed to be dripping as he walked!�
Pat looked at her helplessly, then went to the door and opened it.
�May my father come in?�
Hannay was standing outside.
�Joyce says she saw a ghost � a tramp or something, with blood on his hands.�
�Stuff and nonsense!� growled Mr. Hannay. �She must have been dreaming.�
The maid looked up at him resentfully.
�It�s not stuff and nonsense, sir, and I�ve not been dreaming.�
She got up suddenly from the bed, walked to the window, and, drawing aside the thick curtains, peered out. Pat saw her draw back, an expression of horror on her face.
�Look!�
Hannay pushed her out of the way, and, throwing open the casement window, thrust out his head. Then a chill ran down his spine, for he saw the man distinctly. He was tall, grotesque in the moonlight, a figure that moved and made strange and hideous noises as it walked.
�That�s him,� quavered Joyce. �Do you hear? That was what I heard... quite near, miss!�
There was perplexity on Hannay�s face, anxiety on Pat�s, twitching terror on the face of the maid. Pat supposed, with a quiet malice, that the girl found some enjoyment in her terror � was at least laying the foundation for horrific stories to be told to her friends.
�I was wide awake. He came so close to me I could have touched him.�
She seemed loth to leave the subject.
�What did he look like?� asked Mr. Hannay.
�She�s told you once,� said Pat impatiently.
But Joyce was not to be denied her narrative.
�His face was horrible!� She shuddered. �Like a man who was dead!�
�Come into the library,� said Pat to her father.
She turned to the maid.
�You�d better wake up Peterson and get him to give you something hot to drink.�
They left the girl sitting on the edge of the bed, covering her face with her hands. Mr. Hannay led the way, walking to his desk in the library. It was the one spot in the house where he could command any situation. And here was a situation which asked for command. Yet, as was his wont, he waited for a lead from his daughter. Mr. Hannay initiated nothing. He found the weak place in the suggestions of others, and by this process, which operated throughout his life, he had amassed a fortune.
�Father, we�ve got to do something.�
Nobody knew this better than Mr. Hannay.
�Well, what do you expect me to do?� he asked.
There was an obvious solution, and she suggested it.
�Send for the police,� she said.
Her father snorted.
�And make myself a laughing stock! Police � ghosts! I�ve never heard such nonsense! Don�t you suppose that that idea has already been considered by me and rejected?�
�What are we going to do about it?� she asked squarely. �Daddy, I can�t go on; this thing is getting on my nerves.�
It was getting on Mr. Hannay�s nerves also.
�It is all very stupid,� he said.
There was a little pause as he thought, his head on his hands.
�That man I met at the golf club... Professor Herzoff � he�s a very well known scientist. Have you heard of him?�
Patricia shook her head.
�Neither have I,� admitted Hannay na�vely. �It�s very odd, we were talking about ghosts. I don�t know what fool brought it up. He believes in them.�
Pat stared at him.
�Is he grown up... and believes in ghosts?�
�He�s grown up and believes in ghosts,� said Hannay firmly. �I�ll bring him over to-morrow morning. He might give us a new angle to the situation.�
It was not the first time Mr. Hannay had evaded the big issue. Always to-morrow something would be done. Pat sighed.
�I want a new cook to the situation,� she said. �That�s the third servant we�ve lost in a fortnight. After all, these people have seen things.�
�I don�t believe it,� said Mr. Hannay irritably. �It�s all imagination. Ghosts � bah! Death watches � rubbish!�
She held up her finger to enjoin silence. From somewhere near at hand the death watch was tapping rhythmically, noisily, ominously.
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Mr. Herzoff � when he was called �Professor� he generally protested � was a man of middle height, spare of frame, delicately featured. His hair was grey; his long, rather sensitive face almost colourless. Behind his horn-rimmed glasses were a pair of dark eyes, and the stare of these could be very disconcerting.
It was generally believed at the Mansion Golf Club that he was wealthy. He used to speak disparagingly of his little house at Weisseldorf, but from what he said once they gathered that his little house was a respectable-sized castle.
His appearances at the club were of a fugitive character. He had been a member for many years, but when he made his last appearance the staff had almost entirely changed. He played a good game of golf, was quiet, unassuming, and an authority on almost every kind of subject from economics to wild-game hunting.
Mr. Hannay found him singularly sympathetic when, a little shamefacedly and with understandable hesitation, he broached this question of the supernatural.
The Professor must come over and see his house. Mr. Hannay was very proud of Chesterford, and never tired of exhibiting it. Most people who accepted his invitation had gone away unimpressed. Mr. Herzoff, on the other hand, stood before the house and pointed out certain admirable features of architecture which its designer had never noticed before. Mr. Hannay, with some pride, personally conducted his guest through the house. They came at last to a drawing room which owed much of its loveliness, if the truth be told, to the insistence of the builder upon certain characteristics, for which Mr. Hannay now took all the credit.
�If I may express the opinion, it�s a very beautiful home,� said Mr. Herzoff.
Hannay agreed.
�All that panelling came out of the Duke of � well, I forget his name, but anyway he was a duke; had a ch�teau in France. I�ve had big offers to let it, but no, sir! A man from London was up here a month ago, trying to get it. He told me to write my own cheque.�
�I can understand your reluctance,� said Herzoff politely, and waited for the story which had been promised him. �You say something happened here last night?�
Mr. Hannay took a deep breath.
�I am going to tell you,� he said. �There have been some queer things happening here. At least, these servants say so. I tell �em that the death watch is all nonsense. It�s a little beetle that gets into the wood and starts knocking to attract the attention of the female beetle.�
Mr. Herzoff smiled. He knew the insect.
�That is what it has all grown out of,� said Hannay. �They think the tapping means somebody�s going to die. That is the superstition. You get one or two hysterical girls around the place and they�ll imagine anything.�
Mr. Herzoff appeared thoroughly interested.
�What have they heard or what have they seen?� he asked.
Mr. Hannay explained.
�I don�t believe in it � understand that. They must have left the wireless on one night. They heard voices talking � people quarrelling.�Then the old cook saw a man walking on the lawn. Some down-and-out looking around for a place to sleep, I imagine. Last night the maid saw him again.�
Mr. Herzoff frowned. His dark eyes focused upon his host. Evidently he was impressed.
�They heard people quarrelling � a man and a woman? That�s queer,� he said. �That�s very queer!�
�Why, what do you mean?� asked Hannay, alarmed.
The Professor did not attempt to explain what he meant. He asked one or two questions. What time was it at night when this quarrelling was heard? When he was told eleven, he started.
�Is there any significance in that?� asked Mr. Hannay anxiously.
�No,� said the other slowly. �Only I would rather like to be here at eleven o�clock one night.�
�Would you?� asked Hannay eagerly. �I was hoping you would offer to do that. I�ll have your things brought over from the hotel.�
Mr. Herzoff hesitated for the fraction of a second.
�You�d be doing me a favour,� Hannay went on. �I�ll tell you the truth, Mr. Herzoff. All this talk about ghosts and voices is getting me � er � rather worried.�
Herzoff looked at him thoughtfully.
�I don�t want you to believe for one moment that I am an authority on the occult. I have dabbled in it just a little, as every scientist must. Generally speaking, all this ghost business has a very simple explanation. Either somebody is trying to fool you or somebody is lying to you. If you see it yourself, that is quite another matter, but it is not conclusive. If you think your daughter won�t object to my staying��
�She�ll be delighted,� said Hannay, with great heartiness.
Pat had been into Marlow, shopping, and was approaching Quarry Hill when there shot out of the Henley Road a business-like little racing car. She swerved violently to the left and jammed on her brakes, hot with annoyance, not unconscious of the fact that she herself had been travelling at a very good speed.
Peter Dunn, who drove the offending car, stopped within a few inches of her running board and eyed her reproachfully.
�There is a notice telling you to go slow,� said Pat indignantly. �Can�t you read?�
Peter shook his head.
�No; I can do almost everything but read,� he said calmly.
She was breathless, still angry, yet mindful of the fact that here within a few feet of her sat the mysterious young man whose constant appearances near the house had excited her interest.
�You might have killed me,� she said.
�I might have killed myself, which is also important.�
His callousness and effrontery took her remaining breath away.
�Very charmingly put,� she said, maintaining her politeness with difficulty.
�I�m very sorry to have frightened you,� he said, and that was exasperating.
�I�m not frightened! Do you mind backing your car so that I can go on?�
He made no attempt to move.
�Can�t you go on unless I back my car?� he asked innocently.
�Can�t you see?�
She was furious with him.
He nodded.
�Well, do something, please!�
And then he asked a surprising question.
�Aren�t you Miss Patricia Hannay?�
�That is my name, yes,� she said coldly.
�Good Lord! What a bit of luck! You�re the one person in the world I want to meet. My name is��
�I don�t want to know your name,� she said haughtily.
�The first name is Peter�� he began.
�I�m thrilled,� she said. �Will you please back your car?�
Peter�s gesture was one of despair.
�May I make a confession? This is a new car, and I don�t know how it works. I only know the self-starter and the brake.�
She looked at him suspiciously.
�It doesn�t sound true, does it? Well, it isn�t. Before I back I want to ask you something, Miss Hannay; and, first, I want to apologize to you for giving you such a fright.�
�If you imagine I�m frightened by a�� She hesitated for a word.
�Say it,� he said gently. �Don�t spare my feelings. �Brute� was the word you were thinking of��
�I wasn�t,� she said tartly, and looked round.
A car was behind her, waiting to pass.
�We�re holding up the traffic.�
But he was indifferent.
�I�ll bet nothing frightens you � bad driving, collisions � ghosts��
He paused inquiringly, and saw her start.
�What do you mean � ghosts?� she said, a little breathlessly. �What do you know?�
Peter shrugged his shoulders.
�I was in a boat the other night. One of your maids came flying down the hill, babbling of bogeys.�
She did not reply, but just stared at him. And then:
�Will you let me go?� she asked.
He put his car into reverse and drew clear, and her machine jerked forward and went flying up Quarry Hill. Peter followed at a more leisurely pace, but when he came to the open road at the top she was out of sight.
So that was the man?... She was not quite sure of him. Usually she could place men � especially young men � but for the moment he eluded classification. He was not unpleasant, but she resented his assurance, which made her feel something of a fool, certainly a little on the inferior side.
As she came up the drive to Chesterford she saw a stranger standing by her father�s side under the white portico, but she instantly recognized him by the description her father had given as the redoubtable Herzoff. Mr. Hannay introduced him.
�I�m afraid I�m taking advantage of your father�s hospitality, Miss Hannay � I am the unexpected guest.�
She smiled at this.
�Not altogether unexpected. We�re rather glad to have you. I hope you won�t die of indigestion, for the new cook will not be here for two or three days.�
Apparently he had been on the point of leaving when she arrived. He was driving over to his hotel to collect his baggage. She thought that, if she had not known who he was, she would have placed him as a scientist. He was what a scientist should look like, she thought.
�It will be charming to have him, but why is he coming to stay with us just now?� she asked. �By the way, does he play tennis?�
Mr. Hannay shook his head.
�I�m afraid he doesn�t. The fact is, he�s rather keen to go into this ghost business.�
She made a wry little face as she walked into the house.
�Does he know all about it, too?�
�Why �too�?� asked Mr. Hannay with a frown, and she told him of her adventure.
�I don�t know who this young man is, but apparently the fact that we are troubled with ghosts��
�Don�t say �troubled with ghosts,� � said Mr. Hannay irritably. �It sounds as though we were troubled with cockroaches.�
�They�re worse than cockroaches,� said Pat. �Well, he�s heard about them... this young man.�
�Who is he?� asked Mr. Hannay.
Patricia, peeling her gloves, sighed impatiently.
�I don�t know, Daddy � he�s just a young man. And rather impertinent. No, I wouldn�t say that � not impertinent. But he�s a little unusual.�
�Does he live about here?�
She changed the subject.
�What did you tell Mr. Herzoff?�
Hannay was rather vague. He had told him about the voices and the people talking and the death watch...
�Did you tell him about the dog that was found dead on the lawn?� she asked quietly.
Mr. Hannay winced. That was the one subject that he did not discuss. He had bought a dog, a trained police dog, and it had died in most peculiar circumstances. Higgins, the new butler, had been the sole witness, and there was the dog, stiff on the lawn, to support the testimony.
Higgins came in at that moment, a melancholy-looking man, with a weakness for taking away drinks that had not been drunk and tidying things unnecessarily.
�You saw it, Higgins?�
�Yes, miss, I saw it. You were talking about the dog, sir? I don�t want to see anything like it again.�
�He might have been poisoned,� growled Hannay.
Higgins shook his head sadly.
�Why, sir, who could have poisoned him? I was watching him. He walked out onto the lawn. I could see him plainly in the moonlight. And then I saw this woman in white come out of the trees, and she sort of lifted her hand. The old dog howled and just dropped.�
He took his handkerchief from his trousers pocket and dabbed his forehead with great precision.
�And the next minute, sir� � impressively � �I heard the death watch � right in my room where there isn�t any panelling.�
�Why didn�t I see it?� asked Hannay irritably, and Higgins looked pained.
�Because, sir, if I may respectfully suggest it, you were asleep, and therefore you wasn�t looking. And if you was asleep and wasn�t looking you couldn�t see anything. That�s been my experience, sir. It�s got me, sir.� He was very serious. �I�ve been with some of the best families in the country and I�ve never seen anything like this happen.�
He looked round over his shoulder as though he expected to find some supernatural eavesdropper.
�The house is haunted, sir,� he said in a lowered voice.
�Nothing of the sort,� snapped Hannay. �I will see just what is going to happen.�
Higgins sighed, gathered up the glasses onto a tray, and shook his head.
�You won�t see anything unless you keep awake, sir � that�s my experience,� he said.
�I�ll keep awake all right,� said Hannay grimly. �Have a bedroom got ready for Professor Herzoff. He�s coming to stay here to-night.�
When Higgins had gone:
�The death watch, my dear, as I have explained before��
Pat groaned.
�Is a little beetle ringing up his girl friend � I know all about that. I learnt it at school,� she said.
She met the new gardener that afternoon. It was no unique experience to come across odd people working about the house whom she had never seen before. It was less of an experience to meet servants in the morning and find they had disappeared by the evening.
She came across a big man working with a hoe on the edge of the lawn. He grinned at her and nodded. He was not a pleasant sight. He had broad shoulders and a round, odd-looking head. His features were irregular; he had the biggest and ugliest mouth she had ever seen in a man.
�Are you the new gardener?� she asked.
He grinned again.
�Yes, miss, I am. Name of Standey. I�m a bit new to this place, so you�ll have to excuse me.�
She remembered then that there had been no flowers in the house for two or three days, and told him.
There was something about him she did not like. He was staring at her with frank admiration. There was in his attitude an insolence which she resented.
�I don�t see why they want flowers when you�re around, miss,� he said, with clumsy gallantry. �I don�t think I am likely to grow anything as pretty as you.�
She stared at him, open-eyed. This was a new experience for her, and not a particularly pleasant one.
�Go up to the house and see the maid,� she said coldly. �Ask her what flowers she wants.�
He did not stir: he stood, leaning on his hoe, his pale eyes devouring her.
�I�ll be going up to get my tea in a minute�� he began.
�Go up now,� she said, and he went reluctantly.
She told herself it was the sort of thing she must expect if they engaged incompetent servants. The man was probably a gardener�s labourer who had seized the opportunity of promoting himself to a position which he could not adequately fill.
From the lawn to the box hedge which surrounded the western confines of the property was only a few yards. She was unaware that she had attracted an audience, and not until she heard a soft laugh did she turn round quickly. It was the young man who called himself Peter.
�What a lad!� said Peter. �One of the old cave-man school.�
Recovering from her surprise, she looked at him coldly.
�He was very impertinent,� she said. �There seems to be an epidemic of that sort of thing.�
Peter grinned.
�And I am part of the disease?� he said. �Yet the last thing in the world I want to be is impertinent. What is his name?�
She was eyeing him steadily, and there was no encouragement in her glance.
�I didn�t ask him for his card,� she said, �and anyway, you can�t read,� she added maliciously.
Peter grinned again.
�That was a little joke. I should have explained it at the time. All my jokes require an explanatory footnote. As a matter of fact, I am a pretty good reader.�
She nodded.
�There is a board on the gate you came through,� she said significantly.
�I know,� said Peter. �It says �Private. Please keep out.� I thought it was unnecessarily brusque, even rude.�
For some reason or other she was exasperated; unreasonably so she agreed to herself.
�You�re lucky not to have met the dog�� she began.
�He would have been lucky to have met me,� said Peter quietly. �I understand your dog died with dramatic suddenness after seeing a ghost.�
�Who told you that?� she gasped.
�Je sais tout � French. As a matter of fact, I�m terribly interested in your affairs, Miss Hannay. I know it�s abominable of me, but I can�t know too much about you, and if I could only have a talk with you for ten minutes��
�The odd thing is that I don�t want to talk to you even for one minute.�
She saw him look past her and turned her head. Standey, the new gardener, was coming away from the house and walking towards her.
�That isn�t odd � it�s inhuman,� said Peter. �You ought to be ashamed of yourself.�
�Is that all you have to say?� she asked stiffly.
�You�ve got a guest coming, haven�t you? He dresses for dinner � one of the old Austrian aristocracy.�
She half turned to leave him, but it was not so easy: the temptation was to go on talking.
�The gardener�s coming back. Perhaps you�d like to ask him what he wears for dinner.�
She saw Peter�s face cloud.
�No, I don�t think I�ll wait for your attractive henchman,� he said. �You and I will meet another time, perhaps.�
�I hope not,� she said.
She was a little startled that the fact of the gardener�s presence should make him withdraw with such speed. What interest did Chesterford have for him?
Later in the afternoon she saw him again. At the western end of the property, where the ground began to slope down towards the river, was a thick belt of pine trees. Here, even before Mr. Hannay had improved the property, was a black wooden hut, which was now used to house the lawn mower and other garden implements. He was standing against this, turning over with the toe of his shoe a big heap of mould that was stored there. She hesitated for a second and then began walking towards him, but Peter saw her coming, and when she had rounded a big rhododendron bush which for the moment obliterated a view of the hut, he had disappeared.
He had been very much interested in this heap of earth and in the wheel tracks which led from the hut. He had tried to open the door, but it was fastened with a staple and a patent padlock.
He went to the car he had parked in the side road and drove off. His inquiries that morning had located the cook who had recently left. She was staying with relations on the Reading Road � a stout, placid woman, who was very disinclined to discuss her late employer. After a while, however, Peter persuaded her to talk.
She liked Mr. Hannay; she thought Patricia was �a sweet young thing�; but for Chesterford itself she had little use.
�I don�t mind burglars and tramps,� she said, �but it was these goings on at night that worried me. Howlings and shriekings, and people fighting on the lawn � it got so bad, sir, that I couldn�t sleep.�
She believed in the death watch. The demise of her own mother had been foretold. She had heard the tick-tick-tick of this mysterious agent, and a picture fell from the wall for no reason that was ascertainable.
�What other noises did you hear at night?� asked Peter.
She had heard a sort of thudding, she said vaguely, as if somebody were digging. Then one morning she had come down into her kitchen and found that the door had been forced. There were signs of muddy feet on her clean floor. Whoever it was had left a key behind.
�A key?� said Peter quickly. �What sort of a key?�
The ex-cook smiled broadly.
�Would you like to see it?�
�Have you got it?� asked Peter eagerly.
She had brought it away with her as a souvenir of her alarming experience. Going out of the room, she came back with an old-fashioned-looking key in her hand. It had rusted but had been recently cleaned.
�It didn�t belong to any of our doors; we�ve got those patent little locks � what do you call them?�� with flat keys. Yale locks. I meant to give it to Mr. Higgins, the new butler who came in, but I forgot.�
�Would you mind if I kept it for a day or two?� asked Peter.
She demurred at this.
�I don�t know whether I ought to do that. It might open somebody�s door, and I should feel responsible.�
Ultimately he persuaded her, and he went back with a clue which, he told himself, might not be a clue at all.
When he got back to his room he examined the key carefully. There was no maker�s name on the handle; it was, in fact, the type of key which fitted a lock which was not made nowadays. Then an idea occurred to him, and he sat up. It would fit the kind of lock that Mr. Diggin would have chosen.
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The Professor came over in the afternoon, and Pat was a little startled when she heard that the Professor was dressing for dinner. This was unusual: neither Pat nor her father dressed except when they were going out. She hastily changed her dress to match the splendour of their guest.
Since he had arrived Mr. Herzoff had spent his time making a minute inspection of every room in the house, including her own. He had followed this up by a very careful survey of the grounds; but he had nothing new to offer at dinner in the shape of a solution. Since Pat was very human, she was pleased with his praise of her dinner.
Mr. Herzoff was the most satisfactory guest they had had. He liked his room; he thought the view charming. His presence, at any rate, had one pleasing result: no sound disturbed the stillness of the house that night, and even the death watch maintained a complete silence.
Peter Dunn spent a long time on the telephone that morning: a longer time communing with himself. He strolled through the crowded streets of Maidenhead and stopped before a secondhand bookshop. Outside were a number of shelves on which the gems of literature of other ages were displayed. He saw one stout volume, read the title, and grinned. The title was � Advice to a Young Lady of Fashion. The price was two-pence. Peter put the heavy volume under his arm, not knowing exactly how his jest might develop.
It developed unusually, it turned out, for that afternoon he had a sudden spasm of panic, and in the centre of that panic aura floated the trim figure of a girl who, for some reason or other, had become very important to him.
He spent the afternoon working clumsily, and left just before sunset, with the bulky book in his pocket. He waited till dark before he approached Diggin�s Folly. The gaunt house was an ugly smear against the evening sky when he drove his car into its grounds and cautiously approached the house.
Taking from his pocket the key the cook had given him, he inserted it in the front door. His heart beat a little faster when the key turned and the door opened to his touch. The hinges did not squeak as he had expected. He had sufficient curiosity to stop, after he had shut the door, and examine them with his hand-lamp. There was oil there, recently applied.
He waited, straining his ears, but there was no sound except the scurry of tiny feet. Generations of rats had been born and lived in this deserted building. Every step he took sent some terrified rodent to cover.
He went from room to room on the ground floor and found nothing. He climbed the stairs that creaked under him, inspected three small rooms, and found them empty. The door of the fourth was locked.
From his inside pocket he took a flat leather case, fitted a pick-lock to the handle, and probed inside the keyhole. Presently the wards shot back; he turned the handle and entered.
Somebody had been living here. There was a table with three empty china jugs and a couple of plates on it. In a cupboard he found two new empty suitcases. Continuing his search, he made a startling discovery. In another cupboard, whose lock he picked, he found, wrapped in oil-paper, three automatic pistols of heavy calibre, and stacked near them six boxes of cartridges. He rewrapped the pistols, locked the cupboard, and went out of the room, carefully locking the door behind him. He did not go to his car, but pushed through the hedge which separated Hannay�s property from its desolate neighbour.
The chances of seeing Pat were, he knew, remote, unless he went to the house and asked for her, and that was the one thing he did not wish to do.
As he came along the fringe of pines he thought he saw a man crossing the lawn towards the gate, and he drew back under cover. Apparently he had been seen, for the man stopped, and Peter sensed, rather than saw, that he was looking in his direction.
He could see the light in the drawing room. Evidently dinner had finished. Peter sat down on the stump of a tree and waited patiently for developments.
There was a feeling of tension at Chesterford that night. The servants felt it. Pat had a sense of foreboding which she could not analyze or understand, and when Joyce asked if she might stay up in the kitchen with Higgins she pretended she did not know why the girl should prefer the company of that uninspiring man to the comfort of her own little room.
�I suppose,� said the Professor when the girl had gone, �she is still shaky over what happened last night � the man who walked through her room? By the way, was the door locked?�
Pat nodded.
�But the window was open.�
�It was much too small for anybody to get out that way,� said Hannay.
Higgins came in at that moment. He looked a little perturbed.
�Excuse me, sir, have you another guest coming to-night?�
Hannay shook his head.
�Why?� asked Pat quickly.
�There�s a man been hanging around this house ever since dark,� said Higgins. �I saw him slip back into the wood when he saw me.�
�When was this?� asked Hannay.
�About five minutes ago. As a matter of fact, I thought I saw him in the garden this morning, talking to you, miss.�
Pat felt her face go red and was furious.
�Somebody talking to you in the garden this morning?� said Hannay, frowning.
Pat nodded.
�Yes, it was the man I... his name is Peter. I told you about him.�
She was a little incoherent.
�But it�s absurd, Higgins. He wouldn�t be here to-night. Why should he be?�
She made an excuse a little later and went to her room. Mr. Hannay looked after her.
�I�ve never seen Pat like that,� he said slowly, but evidently the Professor was not interested in the unusual behaviour of Miss Patricia Hannay.
After the door closed on her he sat for a long time, his fingertips together, his eyes on the carpet.
�Do you mind if I speak very plainly to you, my friend?� he said.
Mr. Hannay was quite willing to accept any amount of plain speaking.
�You told me� � Herzoff spoke slowly � �that you had an offer to rent this house. Why don�t you take it and get away for a month or two?�
Hannay bridled.
�Because a few silly women��
Herzoff stopped him with a gesture.
�Your man Higgins isn�t a woman, and he�s not exactly silly. And I�m a scientist, Mr. Hannay, and I�m not stupid either. I have told you before that, while I�m willing to accept evidence or proof of spiritual phenomena, I am not by any means superstitious.�
Suddenly he raised his hand.
�Listen!� he whispered.
The tick-tick-tick of the death watch was distinct � a slow, rhythmical tapping. Herzoff went to the wall and listened.
�It�s here,� he said.
He crossed the room and listened again at the panelling there.
�It�s here also,� he said.
Then he turned and looked at the startled householder.
�This is not a beetle, Mr. Hannay,� he said slowly, and looked at the watch on his wrist. �It�s just about now that one should hear it.�
Hannay swallowed something.
�What do you mean?� he asked shakily.
Herzoff came back, pulled up a chair to the round table that was in the centre of the room, and sat down.
�Do you remember � or, if you don�t remember, you�ve possibly heard � that there was a murder committed on the adjoining property?�
Hannay nodded.
�Since you spoke to me I have been making inquiries, and the general opinion seems to be that this wretched woman was not murdered where her body was found, but somewhere here, and to that murder I ascribe all these peculiar phenomena which you have witnessed or heard about.�
Hannay felt a cold chill creeping down his spine. Yet it was hot, so much so that it was necessary to wipe his forehead of the moisture which had suddenly come there.
The Professor took a little package of papers from his pocket and opened them. They were typewritten.
�I�ll give you all the facts of the case,� he began. �I took some trouble to collect them...�
Upstairs in her room Pat had written her second letter. Her little desk was near the window, overlooking the garden. The desk itself was placed in a set of bookshelves that covered one side of the wall from the window to the door.
She had blotted the address when the rattle of stones against her window made her jump. For a moment she was too terrified to act, then, drawing aside the curtains, she pushed open the window. Beneath her she saw a figure, not difficult to recognize.
�How dare you do that!� she said unsteadily. �If you don�t go away I�ll call my father.�
�I want to see you,� said Peter earnestly. �It�s terribly important.�
She was less frightened now.
�Go away,� she commanded angrily, �or I�ll phone the police.�
She did not see Peter smile.
�I�m afraid you�ll find the wires are disconnected. You didn�t know that, did you, but they�re dead. I�ve a little instrument here� � he took something from his pocket that looked like a watch � �and I�ve taken the trouble to make a few tests.�
It was all Greek to her.
�What do you want?�
�I want to talk to you. Will you come down?�
She shook her head.
�Then let me come up. I swear I won�t hurt you or offend you in any way.�
�Don�t be ridiculous.�
She thought for a moment, then:
�Go to the front door and knock, and I�ll come down and see you in the dining room.�
�No, thank you,� said Peter, with the utmost politeness. �I never meet ladies in dining rooms; it spoils the romance. Let me come up.�
Then she remembered.
�Who told you the wires were cut?�
�I didn�t say �cut,� I said �disconnected.� Let me come up, only for a second.�
Without waiting for her permission he jumped up onto the window sill below, caught a stout tendril of a vine that ran up by her window, and drew himself breast-high, his elbow on the sill. She stepped back and stared at him. She had a wild inclination to push him from his insecure foothold, for she supposed that his feet were resting on something.
�First of all, let me give you this.�
He lugged from his pocket a book. From where he was he could just reach the bookshelf, and, by bracing his feet in a fork of the vine, could give himself the necessary purchase. He thrust the book into a vacant place on the shelf.
�Now listen, and don�t interrupt,� said Peter dictatorially. �I�m putting that book there because you may be in some danger. I want you to give me your word of honour that you won�t touch it � until there is urgent need.�
She was staggered by the request.
�Is this your idea of a joke��
�It�s no joke,� said Peter. �The title�s a joke � it�s called Advice to a Young Lady of Fashion � God knows, you want no advice! You must promise me you won�t tell your father or anybody else that I gave it to you.�
She looked at the dingy cover. Even at the distance at which she stood she could decipher the faded red title.
�What is it?�
She reached out her hand for it, but he stopped her.
�Word of honour?� he demanded sternly, and meekly she repeated the words.
Peter listened.
�Do you want to know why I�m hanging round and why I forced my acquaintance on you this morning? Oh, yes, I did it deliberately. I could easily have avoided you. I was going to slow the car, when I saw it was you.�
�Why are you here?� asked Pat, and Peter Dunn�s face became suddenly stern.
�I�m here to clear the reputation of the best man that ever lived,� he said, and in another second he had disappeared.
She looked down, but he was not in sight, and she stood, puzzled and bewildered, until she heard a sound that made her blood turn to ice.
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The Professor was nearing the end of his narrative.
�They were tramps to the world, but they had known one another many years before, in happier circumstances.�
He had a majestic delivery; gave to the most commonplace story the dignity of history.
�Both had deteriorated through the years, and he was a brute, more like a beast than a man. Then, one day, when they had touched the lowest depths, they met in this neighbourhood. The murder was committed� � his voice was slow and impressive � �in that wooden hut on the edge of your grounds. A witness heard the sobbing of the woman, saw the door of the hut open slowly, and the murderer come out.�
He stopped for a moment.
�And that is what has been seen since.�
Mr. Hannay shivered.
�I don�t believe it�� he began.
�That is my theory,� said the Professor. �She was in the hut when he found her. The sound you hear is not the tapping of an insect, it is the tapping on the door of the hut when the murderer sought admission.�
His eyes suddenly travelled to the door of the library.
�Look!� he said huskily.
The door was ajar, opening slowly, without any human agency.
Hannay started to his feet; his legs gave way under him, but with an effort he braced himself and ran to the open door. There was nobody there.
�Who is it?� he asked hoarsely.
From the dark passage came the sound of a woman sobbing, and then a bestial scream that sent him reeling back.
Pat heard it and came flying down the stairs. She saw her father standing at the open door of the library, transfixed, his face pale, his mouth open ludicrously.
�What is it?� she asked.
�Did you hear anything?� demanded Hannay shakily. �This is the finish, Pat... we�ll get out of this house to-morrow.�
The Professor nodded slowly.
�That is the wisest decision you have ever made, Mr. Hannay,� he said.
Morning brought a blue sky and a flood of sunlight, and Mr. Hannay weakened on his resolution. He came into Pat�s little sitting room to talk the matter over with her.
�I don�t know that I�m so keen to leave this place,� he said. �In fact, darling, I feel I�m � um � running away from � not exactly danger, but the threat of danger. And we Hannays��
For some reason Pat did not feel annoyed with him. She had some sense of protection which she could not define or explain.
Mr. Hannay, wandering about the room, his hands in his pockets, suddenly saw a new title on the bookshelf.
�What�s this?�
He stretched out his hand. Pat hastily intervened.
�Advice to a Young Lady of Fashion. That�s an old thing, isn�t it? Who is the author?�
�I don�t know who the author is,� said Pat rapidly, �only I don�t want you to touch it. It belongs to a friend of mine.�
He looked at her suspiciously.
�It isn�t one of those neurotic��
�Don�t be stupid, darling. It belongs to a friend of mine, and that is sufficient.�
She asked herself, after he had left, why she had made such a scene, and exactly how important the wishes of the man called Peter were to her.
The Professor came down to breakfast with them, but heard of Mr. Hannay�s decision for the first time that afternoon. Pat found him walking about the grounds on her return from Maidenhead, where she had driven Mr. Hannay, who banked in that town.
�Are you admiring my car or our garage?� asked Pat.
Herzoff turned quickly and smiled.
�I didn�t know you were back. Well, has your father let the house?�
She shook her head.
�No,� she said quickly. �I have persuaded him to stay on.�
He was taken aback by this.
�Do you know the story of this place?�
She nodded.
�Daddy told me on our way into Maidenhead.�
�And you still wish to stay?�
�I still wish to stay,� she said.
She felt a sudden antagonism towards this man � an antagonism which was unreasonable and unfounded. Herzoff chuckled.
�You�re a very brave girl,� he said. �I admire you for it, but I hope you will persuade your father to get out. You may laugh at me for a foolish, middle-aged man with illusions, but I am psychometric, and I have a feeling that this house at the moment is a place of doom for all of you.�
�That�s exactly the kind of house I like to live in,� said Pat, with sudden recklessness.
On her way back to the house she passed the gardener. He straightened his back as she came near him, and to her indignation and amazement hailed her.
�Hullo, young lady! Having a chat with the Professor? He�s a swell fellow! But he�s not much better than me.�
Then, to her horror, he put out his big paw and caught her under the chin, lifting up her head. She was paralyzed with fury. Then she struck at the big hand and went running towards the house.
Herzoff had been a witness of the scene. He came slowly across the garden. He was paring his nails with a small penknife, apparently intent upon his occupation, and he did not lift his eyes until he came face to face with the gardener.
�Don�t do that,� he said gently.
�Do what?� growled the big man.
�Don�t touch that young lady.�
Twice Herzoff�s hand came up and down, and the gardener�s cheeks went suddenly red and wet. The man uttered a roar and put up his hand to his slashed face.
�Don�t do that.�
There was a whimper in his face that was absurd in so big a man.
�There was no cause for that.�
�Don�t interfere with that young lady. Go and wash your face. Mr. Higgins will give you a little sticking plaster.�
Pat came breathlessly into the kitchen. Mr. Higgins was putting glasses on a tray and looked round at her in surprise.
�Higgins,� said Pat breathlessly, �who is this new gardener?�
�I don�t know much about him, miss, but I�m told he�s a very respectable chap��
�Well, discharge him at once,� she said.
�Why, miss, I�m sorry to hear you say that. He�s not very presentable, but faces don�t mean anything � that�s my experience.�
�It�s dreadful that we�ve got to have men like that about the house,� said Pat, as she made for the door of the dining room.
Higgins shook his head sadly.
�Well, miss, you can�t get people to stay in a house that�s supernatural. Personally, I don�t mind, though it gets me worried at times.�
Suddenly Pat remembered something.
�Where has he been sleeping � this gardener?�
Higgins hesitated.
�In the cellar, miss, but he won�t sleep there now because of the noises.�
�Have you the key?�
She put out her hand for it, and Higgins took it from his pocket.
�I wouldn�t go down there if I were you, miss.�
�I don�t want to go down,� she said sharply. �I want to lock the door so that nobody else can go down.�
She tried the door; it was already fastened, and she slipped the key into her bag.
�That man doesn�t sleep in this house to-night � understand that,� she said.
�Very good, miss,� said Higgins, a little hurt.
She saw Herzoff as she passed through the breakfast room.
�That man will not annoy you again, Miss Pat.�
�I don�t think he will,� said Pat. �I�ve told Higgins to get rid of him.�
His lips pursed.
�I assure you he�s been punished enough�� he began.
�And I assure you, Professor Herzoff, that he will leave Chesterford to-day,� said Pat.
There had been another witness of the incident in the garden. Peter Dunn had found a new point of vantage: a branch of a tree that overhung the little private road which was Mr. Hannay�s very own. So situated, he could not get down to deal with the loutish gardener, but he had watched with some satisfaction and astonishment Professor Herzoff�s summary administration of justice. He saw the girl and Herzoff go into the house, and waited. All that morning he had been hoping to meet her, and had his car conveniently parked so that he might follow and overtake her if she came out. And now, when his own machine was a quarter of a mile away, it looked as if he was to be baffled, for he saw her cross the lawn towards the garage, drawing on her gloves. There was no time for him to get his car.
Presently she came out, swept round the narrow drive near the garage into the road over which he was sitting. She was going slowly, which in a measure was an act of providence, for when he called her by name in a loud whisper she stopped the car and looked round, and, happily, stopped it right under the bough where he was sitting. She heard the thud as he struck the seat beside her, and looked round in amazement.
�Where did you come from�� she began.
� �Baby, dear,� you ought to say,� said Peter. �And my answer is, �Out of the everywhere into here.� �
�What are you doing here?� she demanded.
�Going for a ride,� said Peter. �In America all the best gangsters take their friends for a ride.�
�I�m not a gangster, and you�re not my friend.�
�Don�t argue,� said Peter Dunn. �Your father will come along in a minute, and he�ll ask me my intentions. Think how embarrassing that will be.�
She sent the car along with a jerk.
�You�re a rotten bad driver, but you�ll improve with practice.�
�Why are those glasses round your neck?� she asked.
He wore a pair of field glasses suspended by a strap.
�The better to see you with, my dear.� And when she shot an indignant glance at him: �A quotation from �Red Riding Hood,� � he said gently. �Those glasses are for spying purposes. I�ve been spying on you.�
She reached the secondary road and stopped the car.
�I�ve dropped my handkerchief. Will you get out?�
Peter shook his head with great calmness.
�That�s a dirty trick to get me out.�
�I don�t want you here,� she said.
Peter nodded.
�I know that. If you did, the whole thing would be simple. I should go to the registrar and get a license.�
She gasped.
�Have you any sense of decency?� she demanded.
Peter nodded.
�Yes; that is why I should get a license first.�
Again she stopped the car.
�Get out,� she said firmly, and this time she meant it.
Peter obeyed. She did not drive on.
�I want to ask you one question. Will you tell me what is your name and why you are here? Probably there is some special reason why it should be kept secret, and if there is, I promise you I will tell nobody.�
�My name is Peter Dunn,� he said, after a moment�s consideration. �Until yesterday I was a sergeant in the Criminal Investigation Department of Scotland Yard.�
He saw her mouth and eyes open.
�Aren�t you any more?� she asked.
�No, I�m an inspector. I was promoted this morning. They telephoned me � that is why my manner errs on the side of frivolity.�
There was a long silence.
�Why do you come here? What is there for a Scotland Yard officer...?�
�A lot of things. But I�ll tell you the main thing that is keeping me hanging around here and making me keep this case all to myself. I have a personal interest in it � two personal interests: one, the reputation of a dear friend of mine who is dead.�
�And the other?� she asked, when he stopped.
�The other is you,� he said simply. �I�m terribly sorry, but I�ve fallen in love with you.�
His eyes looked at her straightly. He was telling the truth. She went red and white, and then:
�I�m sorry,� she said.
�Are you telling the truth or a lie?� he demanded, the old smile in his eyes.
�I�m telling a lie,� she said, and sent the car forward in six distinct unworkmanlike jumps.
Peter was walking back the way he had come when he heard the hum of a car behind him, but did not turn round till she came abreast of him.
�I�ll drive you back,� she said.
�No, thank you,� said Peter simply. �I�d rather walk.�
She looked at him with disapproval.
�It�s a very long way�� she began.
�You don�t know where I�m going, so you can�t say it�s a long way or a short way.�
�I don�t like your manners.�
�I�ve taken prizes for them,� said Peter. �For the matter of that, I don�t like your car. You�ve humiliated me.�
She stared at him.
�Humiliated you? How?�
�I�ve told you I love you, and you haven�t had the decency to fall out of the car into my arms.�
She brought the car to a shuddering stop.
�Come here,� she said. �You can kiss me � once.�
He kissed her once, but it was a long once...
Pat Hannay came back to the house. There was a look in her eyes that a wise woman could have interpreted. But there was nobody in Chesterford wiser than Joyce, the maid, and she at the moment was preoccupied.
Pat went up to her room, closed the door, took off her coat, and looked in the glass. There were some things which could not be believed. Some such thing had happened that day, and she could only look at herself in wonder. She found a difficulty in breathing normally, and the hands that tidied her hair were shaking.
She looked out of the window, hoping that by some miracle he would be in sight...
There was his book. She reached out to take it, but remembered her promise and drew back.
A detective officer... a policeman... how would Mr. Hannay, somebody very important �in the drapery,� accept that devastating fact?
Mr. Hannay had ideas for her; looked as high as the House of Lords; had confided to her his desire to found a lordly line with such assistance as she could offer.
A policeman... that puzzled her. She went down to the library to find some sort of reference book, having a vague idea that she could discover the briefest biography of the man who had kissed her once. For the time being, Chesterford and its horrible secret receded into the background.
The miracle did not happen: there was no book more communicative than an annual almanack which gave her the names and divisions of some thirteen or fourteen superintendents, but omitted any mention of Inspector Peter Dunn, who yesterday was Sergeant.
Between then and dinner time she wrote him a dozen letters, all very carefully considered, all finishing on the first or the second page. One was too dignified, another too friendly. She ran the gamut of emotions, doubts, and hopes appropriate to the occasion. Happily she had secured temporary help in the shape of a cook who had come on the condition that she left the house before nightfall. Chesterford was beginning to gain unenviable notoriety, and Pat had almost fallen on the stout lady�s neck.
She had seen no more of the gardener, and when she questioned Higgins, he told her that the man had been paid off and had gone, and she was a little relieved.
When her delirium had a little subsided, and she came to take stock of her room � it was when she began to dress � she became aware that somebody had made a very careful search of the apartment. The bureau drawer where she kept her handkerchiefs was a muddle and a confusion when she opened it. The drawers of her desk had also been disturbed. Suddenly she remembered the key of the cellar, which she had put away in a pigeonhole behind a small table clock. The clock was there, but it had been moved. The pigeonhole was empty.
She finished dressing and went down to dinner but made no reference to the matter until they were in the drawing room and coffee had been served.
�Have you been to my room, Daddy?� she asked. �Somebody has been there, pulled out the drawers, opened my bureau, and searched my desk.�
Herzoff looked up quickly from his coffee.
�Have you missed anything?� he asked.
�The key of the cellar,� said Pat. �I took it from Higgins this afternoon.�
Hannay had suddenly an idea.
�I wonder if it was that fellow � the man who is always wandering about this place � that young person. What did you call him�?�
�Peter?� said Pat incredulously. �Don�t be stupid, Daddy. Why should he��
Mr. Herzoff interrupted.
�Peter! What is his other name, do you know?�
�Peter Dunn,� she said, and she saw the Professor�s mouth open and close and his lips draw in.
�Peter Dunn!� he repeated. �That�s interesting. You know him, do you, Miss Hannay � a Scotland Yard man?�
�Hey?� Hannay was suddenly alert. �A Scotland Yard officer? What the dickens is he doing here?�
Pat rose to the moment heroically.
�He is my fianc�,� she said, and the two men were dumb-stricken.
�Fianc�?� Mr. Hannay squeaked the word. �A policeman? Are you mad, Patricia?�
�I�m not mad,� said Patricia. �I�m just telling you as a fact. He has asked me to marry him, and I�m going to.�
She did not wait to see the effect of her pronouncement, but went up to her room. She had an uncanny feeling that Peter Dunn was near. Before she pulled the curtains and opened the window she extinguished the light. Her heart leapt as she distinguished a figure standing on the edge of the grass beneath her window.
�Is that you?� she whispered.
�That�s me,� said Peter Dunn. �I heard you!�
Her heart sank.
�Heard what?�
�I heard you telling your father that I�d asked you to marry me, which wasn�t true. I haven�t asked you to marry me. I merely made love to you.�
�That amounts to the same thing in civilized communities,� she said coldly.
She ought to have been furious with him, she told herself, but she did not feel furious. She had fallen instinctively into Peter�s peculiar habit of thought and speech.
�I�m going to marry you, anyway,� said Peter; �I decided that a long time ago.�
She spoke to him again but had no answer. When she looked out he had gone. She thought she saw him in the shadow of a bush which grew against the house. Then she heard the crunch of heavy feet crossing the gravelled path. She could not see who it was, but he came nearer, and then her heart jumped. It was the gardener, the man Higgins said had gone, and he was coming directly towards her window.
She drew aside, peering round the edge of the window sash, and saw him halt on the lawn about half a dozen yards away. He was smoking a cigar; she saw the red glow of it as he took it out of his mouth.
�Are you up there, miss?� he asked in a croaking whisper.
She did not answer. Evidently he had heard her voice and had come across to investigate. What was he doing there? If Higgins had spoken the truth he had no right to be in the grounds of Chesterford. Perhaps he had come back for something he had left behind. She found a dozen uneasy explanations, and was relieved when he turned and walked back the way he had come, presently to be swallowed in the darkness.
�Your voice carries too far, young lady.� It was Peter�s sibilant whisper. �That was a narrow squeak.�
�For me or you?�
�For me � therefore for you,� said Peter. �Two guns, eh?�
�What do you mean?� she asked, bewildered.
�One on each hip � I saw them. Now go in, shut the window, and draw the blinds, and don�t put on your light.�
She sat in the darkness for a long time. Then she heard a sound that brought her heart to her mouth. A ladder was being put against her window. She sat and quaked. She had fastened the casement. She dared not look, and only a shadow, which almost seemed imaginary, showed on the curtain. Then she heard a soft, thudding sound, as though somebody was hitting a piece of iron with a hammer which had been carefully muffled.
Her first thought was to fly downstairs, but terror held her, and in her terror was that curiosity which is natural in a healthy girl.
After about ten minutes the hammering stopped. She heard the rasp of feet on the rungs of the ladder, and the scrape of it as it was taken away. She went carefully to the window, drew the curtain aside a fraction of an inch, and looked out. She could just see the man... it was the gardener!
Then she saw what he had been doing. Across her window stretched, in the shape of a St. Andrew�s cross, two steel rods. They had this effect, that they made it impossible for the window to open.
Peter had seen the man�uvre, watching at a respectful distance. He waited till Standey had carried the ladder back to a big greenhouse, then he crept forward and saw the work he had been doing.
Something pretty bad was going to happen to-night. He wondered just what it would be.
He had a lot of work to do, and he had already lost a considerable amount of time. He got back to the hut in the wood, fitted a jemmy together, and wrenched off the staple which held the door.
He was not unprepared for what he saw: a yawning hole in the middle of the hut, roughly supported by tree trunks that must have been cut for the purpose. A home-made ladder led to the depths. He went down quickly, reached the bottom, and saw the black mouth of a tunnel.
The floor was of rock and ascended; but the going was dangerous. At the very stir of his feet great lumps of earth fell from the roof, and he was glad to get back to the ladder and the outer air.
He reached the little lane and went on foot for a hundred yards. Near where he had parked his car four men were waiting for him.
�Well, Peter, have you found anything?�
It was the voice of his chief inspector, and with him were another Scotland Yard man and two heads of the Berkshire police.
�The whole gang is here,� reported Peter. �Lee Smitt, Red Fanderson, and Joe Kelly. Smitt is posing as a professor with a knowledge of the occult. The curious thing is that he�s been a member of this golf club for about twenty years. He has probably visited the country before, and I shouldn�t be surprised to find that he�s a member of some of the most exclusive clubs in town. Fanderson�s been working as a gardener � I believe he did some gardening when he was in Dartmoor � and Joe Kelly is back at his old job � butler-valet, with the grand old name of Higgins.�
�We can pinch �em,� said his chief thoughtfully, �and charge �em with returning to the country after being deported��
�I�m not here to pinch �em for being deported,� said Peter almost savagely. �I�m here to wipe out the lie that put Sam Allerway into a suicide�s grave. That�s highly dramatic, but it�s highly sincere. If you pinched them now you wouldn�t get the stuff. Eight hundred and thirty thousand Canadian dollars, all lying snug.�
�Where?� asked one of the Berkshire chiefs.
�In Hannay�s house.�
�I don�t see how it can be in Hannay�s house,� said one of the men. �Why should they have put it there?�
�I�ll tell you why later.�
�How did you stumble on this, Peter? When you phoned me yesterday I thought you�d gone crazy.�
Peter Dunn told the story of the night when the little cruiser was tied up to Hannay�s land.
�It was just a ghost story told by an hysterical maid,� he said, �until the butler came down to return the rug. The moment I heard his voice I knew it was Kelly. I�d heard it in court � there was no mistaking it. I identified the gardener and Lee Smitt the next day. They�ve got nerve, but they�re desperate. There are eight hundred and thirty thousand Canadian dollars, and that�s a lot of money.�
�Why should it be in Hannay�s house?� The question was asked again.
�I�ll tell you all about that one of these days,� said Peter. �I�m going back now. Whatever is going to happen will happen to-night. I want the house closed on all sides, including the river.�
�The Bucks police are sending a motor-boat patrol,� said one of the Berkshire men. �I�ve got fifty plain-clothes officers within half a mile. When do you think you�ll want us, and how are we to know?�
Peter Dunn explained his plan of operations; but, like many other carefully made plans, it was doomed to failure. Happily he did not know this as he went back quickly towards Chesterford and its strange guests.
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When Pat went back to the drawing room she saw Herzoff shoot a quick, penetrating glance in her direction; then his eyes dropped. She realized he had seen that something had happened. She caught a glimpse of her face in a mirror: it was alight with excitement.
There was danger, here: she knew it. And Peter Dunn was at hand. That gave the danger a beautiful relish.
Her father was reading. Mr. Herzoff was working out a patience puzzle. Suddenly Hannay put down his book.
�I think I�ll get another dog,� he said. �I don�t like the idea of your�� he made a wry face � �fianc�. That was a joke in the worst possible taste, Pat � wandering about Chesterford. It doesn�t amuse me at all.�
�What are you reading, Daddy?�
�One of the Famous Trials series. I must say it doesn�t seem an appropriate book to be reading in the circumstances.�
Herzoff looked up calmly.
�What is it called?�
He knew well enough what the title was; he had seen it.
�It�s the trial of those three fellows who robbed the Canadian Bank of Commerce about ten years ago,� said Mr. Hannay. �I suppose they got away with the money.�
�I�ve forgotten what it was all about.�
Herzoff went on dealing out the cards calmly and systematically.
�By Jove!� Mr. Hannay was struck with the brilliance of the thought. �There�s a big haul for somebody. They got twelve years. I suppose they�re out by now.�
�They were deported,� said Pat. �I read it in the newspapers.�
Pat suddenly lifted her head.
�What was that?�
It was the sound of moaning, and it came from the window. Pat set her teeth, went across and pulled back the curtains with a jerk. She almost swooned. Framed in the window was the face of a woman, hideous, white, streaked with wet red. Her untidy grey hair was falling over her forehead.
With a scream the girl snatched the curtains back again and ran blindly back to her father. He had seen it, too.
�The tramp woman,� said Herzoff in a low tone. �That is a manifestation I did not expect to see.�
He spun round. From somewhere outside came the sound of struggle. There was a crash against the door that led onto the veranda, and then a single pistol-shot rang out.
It was Hannay who opened the door, and Peter Dunn staggered in. There was a streak of blood on his forehead; in his hand was an automatic. He closed the door quickly, turned the key, and for a second stood with his back to the door, eyeing two people who were amazed to see him and one who had murder in his heart.
Peter staggered across to the table and lifted the telephone.
�Dead, eh? Telephones don�t have ghosts, Mr. Herzoff, do they?�
Herzoff did not reply.
Pat was by his side.
�You�re hurt!� she said tremulously.
�Take my handkerchief � it�s in my pocket,� said Peter. �It�s all right, it might have been worse.�
�I�ll get some water for you.�
It was Herzoff who made this gesture.
�Yes, but don�t trouble to get a priest; I�m not dead yet, Herzoff.�
He watched the man leave the room, then he lugged out of his pocket a clumsy-looking pistol, and handed it to Mr. Hannay.
�Do you mind taking this out onto your lawn and shooting it in the air? It�s nothing more deadly than a V�ry light, and I think you can go with safety.�
He turned to the girl.
�Have you lost the key of your cellar?�
She nodded. She was not even surprised that he asked the question. By now Peter Dunn was the embodiment of all knowledge and understanding.
�I thought it might be the case. Will you get me some water?�
She ran into the dining room and came back with a glassful.
�Thank you, darling.�
Mr. Hannay winced.
Peter drank the glassful at a gulp, and then, taking the girl�s face in his hands, he kissed her. Mr. Hannay was petrified.
�What the devil do you mean by that?� he stormed.
�He meant to kiss me by that,� said Pat quietly. �Didn�t you?�
�Delightful,� said a voice from the doorway.
It was Herzoff.
�You can lie down in my room if you wish, Mr. Dunn,� he said.
He walked towards him leisurely, his hands in his pockets.
�I�m afraid you left an unpleasant stain on that door.�
Peter turned his head. He did not feel the life preserver that hit him.
�Don�t move, and don�t scream, either of you!� snarled Herzoff. �And put that V�ry light down, Hannay.�
�What�� began Mr. Hannay.
�And don�t ask questions. Come in, you boys.�
The big gardener and the butler came in.
�Take him up to my room and tie him up. As for you, young lady, you can go to your room for the moment. When I want you I�ll come for you. If you scream or try to attract attention, you�ll wish you hadn�t.�
She walked past him, almost overtook the men as they turned into Herzoff�s room, and presently reached her own. She slammed the door and locked it. She was dazed. Such things could not happen in England, she told herself again and again. She was having a bad dream and presently would wake up.
Mr. Hannay had submitted to being bound to a chair. To him the world�s end had come. Here he was, in his own drawing room, being scientifically tied by a man whom he had regarded as... It was unbelievable.
�If I�d known who you were�� he said huskily.
Herzoff smiled.
�That�s rather a foolish remark. After all, I�ve laid your ghosts: you owe me something for that. If you�d accepted the handsome offer I made to you when I wanted to rent the house, you would not have been troubled. Unfortunately, you very stupidly ignored that offer, and I had to frighten you � and you hadn�t sufficient sense to be frightened.�
He left his host and went up the stairs two at a time to his own room. Peter was lying on the bed, fastened hand and foot. He looked at him for a moment, then went on to Pat�s room.
�Patricia!� he called softly. �It�s Mr. Herzoff speaking.�
She did not answer. He knew she had heard.
�I am the only person who can get you out of this house alive,� he said. �Take a chance with me, and I�ll keep the others off.�
�I�d sooner die!�
He heard and smiled.
�Sooner have my gorilla, would you? Well, maybe you can have him. I don�t know why Red has taken such a fancy to you, but women have been his weakness all his life... I�m giving you a chance � do a little forgetting and come with me.�
Again he waited for a reply, but none came.
�You don�t suppose anybody�s getting out of this house to tell the police who we are, do you? A great chance they�ve got! I�m phoning to a London newspaper to-night, telling them that you and your father have left for the Continent. Think that over � it means something... it means that you will not be found for a long time after I�ve left England.�
When he got back to his own room he interrupted a flow of invective from the big gardener.
�That fellow took a shot at me!� growled Red Fanderson.
�If you�d been doing your job you wouldn�t have been there,� said Herzoff, and pulled up a chair to the side of the bed. �Well, Mr. Peter Dunn?�
�You�ll go back for life for this,� said Peter between his teeth.
Herzoff was amused.
�Why didn�t you keep out of it? You�ve not been detailed; you took the job on as a holiday task, I understand. What do you want?�
�I want the money you stole from the Canadian Bank of Commerce, and a portion of which you made the judge believe Sam Allerway had taken. The money�s in this house, under Hannay�s cellar. You cached it here by accident. The other house belongs to you, doesn�t it?�
He saw the man�s expression change and chuckled.
�Got it first time! You bought the other house before you committed the robbery. I was checking up the dates. The night you got away from London in that second-hand car, you intended coming here to hide it in the cellar of the house you�d bought; but in the dark you went to the wrong house. They both looked alike in the days before Hannay started building � and one of you picked the wrong house, got into it, and buried your stuff under the cellar, and when you came out of quod you couldn�t get it. You tried to build a tunnel from the gardener�s hut, but the bedrock was too near the surface.�
�We built the tunnel all right,� growled Lee Smitt, and he was speaking the truth.
Peter was momentarily surprised.
He saw somebody standing in the doorway, watching him. He lifted his eyes and smiled at the hideous woman whose appearance at the window had so badly frightened Pat. Before she pulled off her tousled wig and began wiping the make-up from her face, he recognized the pretty Joyce.
�You might introduce me to your daughter, Smitt. She hasn�t been through my hands � yet.�
But Lee Smitt had other matters to consider.
�We�ve got to work hard to-night, Red,� he said, �and get that stuff out. There�s only another yard to dig.�
�And hard you�ll have to work!� mocked Peter.
Lee Smitt was looking at him with an odd expression. Presently he reached out and tapped the big �gardener� on the shoulder.
�Get that girl, Red. She�s yours!�
Peter�s face went white and drawn.
�If you hurt her...�
�If I hurt her or don�t hurt her you�ll be quite unconscious of the fact by to-morrow,� said Lee Smitt curtly. �Help get him down to the cellar. There�ll be a big hole there when those boxes come out, Mr. Dunn, and we�ll want three people to put in it. That�s all � three.�
Pat heard their heavy feet as they carried Peter along the passage. And then she heard another sound � somebody was trying the handle of her door.
�Who is it?� she asked.
�Open the door, little darling.�
It was the voice of the big gardener, and for a moment she swayed and had to hold onto the wall for support.
�You can�t come in here. The door�s locked. If you don�t go away I�ll scream.�
�Sure you�ll scream.� The answer had seemed to amuse him. �You�ll scream more in a minute. Open that door...�
The door shook as he threw his weight against it. She was terrified. She ran to the window, and then understood the significance of those two cross bars which prevented the window being opened.
A panel splintered under the fist of the big man, and she looked round in frantic despair... Her eyes fell upon the book. Advice to a Young Lady of Fashion. It was a straw, and she clutched at it. She pulled the book out from the shelf. It was unusually heavy, and when she opened it she saw the reason: embedded in the very centre of the pages, which had been cut out to receive it, was a small automatic pistol. With trembling hand she took it out, and dropped the book on the floor as the door ripped open.
He was standing there, his face inflamed, his pale eyes like two balls of white fire.
�If you come near me I�ll shoot!�
�Shoot, eh?�
He took one step into the room. The crash of the explosion deafened her. With horror she saw the man crumple up and go down with a crash to the floor, and she ran past him, still gripping the gun in her hand. The wonder was that in her excitement her convulsive clutch did not explode another shot.
She turned on the lights of the drawing room as she went in. Her father was sitting, trussed up in a chair. She tried to untie his bonds but could not. Then, on the floor, near the garden door, she saw the clumsy-looking pistol. She turned the key of the lock and ran outside. Aiming the pistol high in the air, she fired. It was an odd experience.
She was in the house again before the V�ry light illuminated the countryside.
Where had they taken Peter? The library was empty. She passed into the kitchen and heard sounds. The cellar door was open, and she looked in. Then she heard the voices more clearly. It was Peter who was speaking.
�If you hurt that girl you�d better kill me.�
�You�ll be killed all right,� said Herzoff. �Snap into it, Joe: we�ve got to be away from here by daylight. Joyce, you take the girl�s car and clear � don�t wait for us.�
Pat walked onto the landing and took one step down.
�You�ll ask me first, won�t you?�
At the sound of her voice they looked up.
�Don�t move or I�ll shoot. Untie Mr. Dunn.�
The quick-witted Joyce came sidling towards her.
�You wouldn�t shoot a woman, would you, Miss Hannay?� she whined.
�If I had to shoot any woman I should shoot you,� said Pat, and she so obviously meant it that the girl stepped back in a fright. �Untie Mr. Dunn.�
She waited till Peter was on his feet, and her attention was so concentrated upon him that she did not see Herzoff�s hand moving up the wall. If she had, she might not have realized that it was going towards the electric switch.
�Let�s talk this over, Miss Hannay.� The mysterious professor drawled his words. �Give us half an hour to get away, and nobody will be hurt. This stuff� � he pointed to an open door which evidently led to an inner cellar � �is ours. We�ve done twelve years for it, and we�re entitled to have it.�
And then the light went out. She heard a shot, and another, and the sound of a woman�s shriek.
She flew up the stairs into the dark kitchen, and stumbled through into the open air. Somebody was at her heels. It was the butler. He grabbed at her and caught her by the sleeve. She tore her way out of his grasp and ran.
Somewhere near at hand police whistles were blowing. She had a dim consciousness of seeing men running across the lawn towards her.
�Where�s Inspector Dunn?�
There was no mistaking the authoritative tone. She gasped her news.
Her pursuer had disappeared. They found him, when the lights came on, in the kitchen, a philosophical criminal awaiting the inevitable arrest.
As she came into the kitchen Peter staggered out of the cellar entrance.
�Have they got Smitt?� he asked.
She shook her head.
�I haven�t seen him. You mean Professor Herzoff?�
Peter turned to an officer who had come in.
�Call an ambulance. He shot his daughter. If he didn�t come up here he�s down there still.�
He looked at the butler.
�Is there another way out of here?�
�I�d say there is � through the tunnel, I guess,� said Higgins sulkily.
�The tunnel?�
Peter remembered the man�s boast.
�Yes, but it�s pretty dangerous to use. The ground was too soft; it kept running down on us.�
Peter turned quickly back to the cellar, reached the bottom of the stone steps, and passed through the door which separated the inner cellar. Then he saw for the first time the low entrance of the tunnel. Somebody was there.
�Come out, Smitt.�
The answer was a shot that sent the earth scattering. It had another effect. Great lumps of soft earth began to pour through. Peter had just time to scramble back to the cellar when there was a rumble and a roar, and great clouds of dust shot out of the narrow entrance. He threw in the rays of his lamp, but could see nothing.
�That�s the weakest part of the tunnel.� It was Higgins�s quavering voice. �I told Lee we mustn�t use it...�
Suddenly he stopped, and a look of terror came to his face.
�Listen!� he whispered, and, listening, they heard the click-click-click of the death watch. �That�s for Lee.�

�There�s nothing much more to explain,� said Peter Dunn that night when he had told his story ostensibly to Mr. Hannay, actually to Mr. Hannay�s daughter. �The first thing they did was to frighten away all the servants and substitute their own crowd. That was at the back of all the ghost business.
�They thought it would be easy. They had already made an abortive attempt to reach the cellar through a tunnel which they drove under the earth. It must have taken two months of hard work, and they used the time while you were in the South of France. They got into the house, but they didn�t relish taking on the caretaker you left there, a policeman from the neighbourhood, if I remember rightly.
�Once they�d staffed the house with their own people, their job was to get rid of you and Pat. They did the honourable thing � they offered to rent your house.�
Mr. Hannay snorted.
�When that failed,� Peter went on, �they used the method by which they had terrorized the servants to get you to give up your occupation. If you�d done that it would have been a simple matter: they could have opened up their treasure house at leisure. As it was, they could only work for a few hours a night, and they had to cart the earth away in sacks. You�ll find two or three full sacks near your gardener�s shed.
�What puzzled me was the maid, Joyce. I didn�t know until this afternoon that Lee Smitt had a daughter who had been an actress. When she pretended that she�d seen a man walk through her room she acted pretty well. Anyway, she deceived you, Mr. Hannay, and I should imagine that you would take a whole lot of deceiving.�
Pat tried to catch his eye but did not succeed.
�It is very remarkable how things come about,� said Mr. Hannay. �Something told me that in no circumstances ought I to give up possession of this house � which shows you, Mr. Dunn, how the path of duty can also be � um � the path of glory. If I had taken the easier path we should not have captured these criminals. We might have saved ourselves a little trouble, and perhaps a little danger � and I don�t think any of you realize how near I was to choking myself with that beastly gag the fellow put into my mouth � but we should not have had the satisfaction of having placed two miscreants in jail. By the way, I suppose my evidence will be necessary?�
�Undoubtedly,� said Peter, with great gravity. �Your evidence will possibly be the most vital of all.�
When her father had gone, Pat asked:
�Am I to go into that awful court?�
�You are not,� said Peter Dunn emphatically. �There are quite enough people taking credit for this little coup. I will give all the evidence required, and if I�m asked I shall mention the fact that my wife was present.�
�But I�m not your wife,� said Pat.
�You will be by then,� said Peter.
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The first full-length film on which he worked (though Moll did not receive screen credit) was the classic Passage to Marseille (1944), which starred Humphrey Bogart and Claude Rains. Other films for which he wrote the screenplay were Wake Up and Dream (1946), You Were Meant for Me (1948), The House on Telegraph Hill (1951), Night Without Sleep (1952), Storm Center (1956), and Spring Reunion (1957).
He also wrote teleplays for such prestigious and popular television series as Playhouse 90, Four Star Playhouse, I Spy, Hawaii Five-O, and The Bold Ones: The Lawyers.
His successful Broadway comedy, Seidman and Son (1962), based on his 1958 novel of the same title, featured such familiar stage and screen stars as Sam Levene, Vincent Gardenia, Diana Muldaur, and Nancy Wickwire.
Moll wrote the novella �Night without Sleep� for Cosmopolitan in 1949, apparently rewrote it as a novel that was published the following year, then cowrote the screenplay for the film released in 1952. Although, it is possible he wrote the screenplay after the novella, then novelized the screenplay to produce the manuscript for the book.
It is the story of Richard Bowen, once a successful novelist, now living on his wife�s bounty. He wakes one night after a terrifying nightmare with a fierce hangover. Fearfully, he tries to recall the events of the preceding afternoon and evening, gradually reconstructing the scenes with his wife, with his mistress, and with Phillipa, who has revered him since his first novel. Somewhere in this vague tale is a blind spot � the moment of blackout � which he cannot avoid.

THE FILM
Title: Night Without Sleep, 1952
Studio: Twentieth Century Fox
Director: Roy Ward Baker
Screenwriters: Elick Moll, Frank Partos
Producer: Robert Bassler

THE CAST
��Gary Merrill (Richard Morton)
��Linda Darnell (Julie Bannon)
��Hildegarde Neff (Lisa Muller)
��June Vincent (Emily Morton)
��Hugh Beaumont (John Harkness)

Elick Moll�s third version of Night Without Sleep, apart from being in a different medium, is extremely close to the works on which it was based. It is a noir film of psychological suspense in which a Broadway composer with a vicious temper wakes up from a particularly intense and troubling blackout in which tiny moments come to the front of his brain. He hears a woman�s screams but does not see her face. He remembers yelling in fury. He fears he may have killed someone.
That night he had a date with his mistress, but he also had met an actress and cannot remember what happened during the course of his alcohol-fueled night. He calls each of them to see if they are okay, only to have a surprise thrust on him before the sun comes up.
The working title during filming was Purple Like Grapes, which references describe as the title of the original appearance in Cosmopolitan, but that is bogus; it was titled �Night without Sleep� in Cosmopolitan.
Tyrone Power had been announced as the star of the film; a few months later, Richard Basehart was reported to have the top role.

NIGHT WITHOUT SLEEP
Elick Moll

Roger woke from the dream with his heart pounding thickly. His first thought was that he�d been running and had tripped and banged his head. It ached terribly. Then he realized that the running had been part of a nightmare. He could feel the horror of it still, all around him in the cloudy, monstrous dark.
He blinked his eyes, unable for the moment to complete the bridge between dreaming and reality. Where was he? He listened for some sound or movement. There was none. The silence seemed absolute, like the dark. It was so complete that listening made his ears roar faintly. He comprehended, for a ghastly moment, the terrible aloneness of being adrift at sea, or buried alive in a small and airless tomb.
He put a hand up beside him experimentally, and felt wood. It made no connection in his mind. He moved his hand, half fearfully, along the somehow menacing smoothness. Maybe he had died, was lying in a cask somewhere, like buried treasure. An antic thought. But it didn�t stop the sweat from coming out on his face. The dark moved in on him, thickening; it suddenly seemed difficult to breathe.
Panic seized him. He sprang up convulsively, his hands clawing at the weight on his chest. Then horror exploded in all the pores of his body, rose screaming into his throat. There was a body lying across him � he�d felt it, an obscenely hairy body, still warm, sprawled across his chest, dead, murdered�
He flung it off and stumbled to his feet, reaching out wildly for a window, a door. Things fell. His hand struck a wall and unwilled, following some familiar, neuron trail he himself bore no conscious knowledge of, moved up to a switch. The room swam suddenly before him, yellow as gold but more precious. He stared, dissolving inside, at the familiar pattern of his study, deranged only by the lamp and telephone he�d knocked down in his wild, hysterical scramble for light.
He let out his cramped breath in what was almost a sob of relief. He�d been asleep on his own couch, in his own study, in his own house (I beg your pardon, he thought, Emily�s house) with Fred, his setter, across his chest.
The dog stood now, observing him, his fringed tail moving in a slow inquiring arc, not yet sure of his state of grace with the god before him. �Come here, you old fool,� Roger said. The dog came to him slowly, head down, shambling in a little ballet of love and propitiation. �What are you so sheepish about? You think you�re so lucky because I let you come in here with me last night, climb into bed with me, and enjoy listening to my drunken snoring?�
The dog jumped up, put his forelegs against Roger�s chest, his tail going like a metronome set to �Presto.� Roger tugged gently at the silky ears. �You�re no corpse, are you? You�re just a great, big, stupid valentine, with a tail.� Sudden weak tears stung Roger�s eyes. �Yes. You know what kind of a prize you�ve got yourself addressed to? You know what kind of man this is you�ve given your big foolish heart to?�
I blacked out, he thought wonderingly. The thing I said could never happen to me. I said it just the other day to my analyst. �Don�t try to make a lost week-end character out of me,� I told him. And now I�ve done it. With my little hatchet.
�Yes, Fred,� he said aloud. �Out like a light. I don�t know where I was last night, how I got home, or anything else. And how do you like that?�
The dog lifted his muzzle, tried to lick his face. Roger turned his head aside from the rough, seeking tongue, and the slight, sharp movement set up a murderous throbbing in his head. He stood for a moment with his face screwed up and his shoulders hunched a little, waiting for it to subside. God, those Martinis. They always came to the ball with this anvil chorus in tow. When would he learn? Why didn�t some protective mechanism inside him sound a warning after the third? He must really have poured it on in quarts last night.
He went to his desk, feeling blindly for the bottle of Empirin he knew he had around. He found the bottle where he expected to, on the tray behind the silver water jug. Apparently some things were still in place in his memory. There were four tablets in the bottle. He put them in his mouth. The water jug was empty. He started for the lavatory adjoining his study, thinking suddenly, I�ll never make it. He didn�t turn on the light but reached for the faucet in the dark, then stood with one hand propping himself up from the wall, his head hanging like a tired horse, splashing wearily and ignominiously in the soothing dark.
He drank water from the tap until his stomach hurt. Then he went back into his study and picked up the telephone, his hands still trembling. He�d made quite a racket. Emily must surely have heard him, she�d be down in a moment, patient, long-suffering, bringing him some warm milk, weaving her solicitude around him like a ritual dance � which always irritated him.
Wait a minute. Something had jogged his memory. Emily wasn�t home. Emily had gone to Boston yesterday to visit her family and make a speech at the Annual Charity Ball at Brookline for the displaced children of Upper Moldavia. He sighed with relief. Thank God for small favors. Dear Lord, for Thy blessing bestowed this night � or morning � or afternoon � on me, a displaced child from Ridgefield, Connecticut, I humbly give thanks.
He sat down in the beautiful battered French provincial chair before his beautiful battered French provincial desk and looked up at the homely battered face of a French peasant painted by van Gogh, a gift from Emily on his thirtieth birthday. �Work alone is noble.� Who said that? Emily? Or Carlyle? Or both. That was the maddening thing about Emily�s homilies, they always kept such impeccable company. She quoted only the very best authors � like his mother had done.
But it was true, alas, alas for poor Roger. Work alone was noble, and Roger had lost his tools. Lost, strayed, or stolen. The poor demented man who�d painted that picture above his desk had thrashed about all over the French landscape like a strangling carp � a poor, crazy, haunted wight who cut his ear off and sent it with Christmas wrappings to a girl who�d once said no; he was ridiculous and tortured all the days of his life but he was somehow noble in the mind because he�d suffered the slings and arrows and left these relics of his work, his sweat, his torment; these childlike wide-eyed blues and yellows, these fields of wheat that Adam might have sown and reaped in God�s morning of the world. Yes, the dealers traded in them now, like cheeses; the baccalaureate junk dealers � who�d got fat on two wars, collected them along with their stamps, and coins, and dividends. But there was a little brotherhood of the pure in heart who still gathered in the galleries and the museums on Fifty-Seventh Street, on Fifth Avenue on Michigan Boulevard, in Sans Souci, on the Champs Elys�es, in Belgrade, in Gdynia. They still came through the bomb-shattered streets, less than ever now could they buy, more than likely they couldn�t even buy their breakfast � but they could look, they could go down on their knees, inside knowing suddenly that what they believed in, against all the odds, was true, true � life was important and sacred, in spite of all the blood, horror, and nothingness.
Something far off stirred in Roger�s thoughts: sad rain outside a window, the desolate sound of a train whistle enclosed in the gray of afternoon...? He pressed his palms against his temples. The anodyne was taking effect and for a while before the pain eased there would be this concerto for the foot pedals in his head. After that it would be better. He would live. But there was a deeper sickness in him now, a kind of nausea of the spirit not to be relieved, he knew, by coal-tar derivatives or vomiting. This was one of those milestones again � like turning thirty and realizing you were a failure. Until now, whenever Emily or the doctor started harping about his drinking he�d always had an answer. He drank because he enjoyed it. When it got so he couldn�t handle it any more, he�d quit. But he�d never believed it would happen. Blacking out � that was something that happened to someone else, adolescents, personality cripples who ran to alcohol like sniveling brats to their mamas, because someone had called them a bad name. You spoke of them with contempt, or at best with a kind of humorous pity. And now, here it was, in his own lap, and it wasn�t funny. To have a darkness clamp down on a piece of your life, even a few hours of it � it was like being lost, a lost soul, no longer quite human, no longer a creature of dignity and reason...
What would Dr. Baume say about this? �Don�t fool yourself, Bowen. Nobody can handle the kind of drinking you do, least of all you. Give it up. It�s dangerous for you, more dangerous than you�ve any idea...�

The memory of the dream returned suddenly, filled with shadowy violence and confused movement. Dr. Baume had been in it, and Emily, and Lila too. It had been some sort of play, a tragedy, in which Roger had played the leading role. Afterward, still dreaming, and full of an uneasy sense that he�d left something vital undone which would surely return to plague him, he had sat down at his typewriter to get the whole thing down on paper.
Roger shuddered. He saw himself, with the curiously refracted movements of nightmare, typing out a title on his portable: PURPLE LIKE GRAPES. A NEW PLAY BY ROGER BOWEN. As he struck the final key, blood spurted out on the page. He saw himself jump up, gagging, and run out of the house. But the horror was not ended. The words were after him. He�d created them, endowed them with a loathsome propulsive life of their own and now they followed as he ran deeper and deeper into the dark, brushing against him, pawing him, whispering hideous, unbelievable things.
What a dream! The words stood in his mind now empty of meaning, empty of everything but the memory of terror being hauled, like a bloody carcass, across his mind. PURPLE LIKE GRAPES. What in the world was that? Was it really the title of something, he�d once thought of writing? No � what could he be thinking of? It was gibberish. But from what dark alley of consciousness had it come, mouthing, to make hideous the night?
He could take it up with Dr. Baume, of course. Gibberish was Dr. Baume�s special province. The good doctor would take that moronic phrase and hurry it back and forth across the Dark Continent of the Unconscious, skin it alive, haul and stretch and lop it until it fitted finally into one of those shopworn psychoanalytic backdrops that even the movies were beginning to boggle at. You�d once seen your father, in a rage, tear a grape to tatters and ever since, the sight of purple gave you the screaming meemies. You�d once surprised your mother in the greenhouse, with the second gardener, sawing a grape in half and ever since, etc. The possibilities were endless and at twenty-five dollars an hour Dr. Baume would doubtless be willing to explore them all.
Only � he remembered � he was no longer seeing Dr. Baume, as of Saturday afternoon last. Cured? No. Enlightened? No. Neurosis just disappear one night? Not at all. His �neurosis� was still flourishing mightly, according to Dr. Baume. It seemed, however, the good doctor had decided finally that Roger was immune to the gospel according to St. Sigmund Pity. He would miss those afternoon sessions. The man was fundamentally an ass, of course, but there had been a certain fascination in watching him juggle his little bag of tricks, like a witch doctor with his fetishes.
Aggression, obsession, regression, traumatic, psychosomatic... What a pattern! It was doing the rounds of all the cocktail bars in town. You could hardly step around a potted palm these days without running into someone�s id, all done up in that intellectual pig Latin which for conversational bounce had the handy-andys of a few years ago backed off the boards.
What a bomb that man Freud had thrown at language! And above all at the concept of personality. That ancient, tragic, comic, eternally various, and imponderable battleground of God and the devil, now reduced to just a dreary little museum with perhaps a dozen exhibits. �Oh look, here�s Mrs. Forsythe�s little problem. And this would be Mr. Culpepper�s alter ego. We met him at his daughter�s coming-out party, he was wearing tails, three of them apparently, and a paternal smile. The nasty man... Mary, Mary, quite contrary, how does your garden grow? With private hells, and stifled yells, and incest all in a row.�
Well he was through with psychoanalysis and with Dr. Baume. So much for that. He hadn�t told Emily yet � or had he? Now he thought of it, it seemed to him that they�d had some words about it yesterday, before she left. Well, anyway, there wouldn�t be any words about it today. She was gone, to Boston, God bless her, and God bless the New York, New Haven, and Hartford Railroad too and all trunk lines going west, east, north, and south with Emily on them. God bless the displaced children of Lower Slobbovia, too. By now Emily was ensconced in the Burgundy-colored, early morning gloom of her family�s fine old Early American house, in the fine old Early American spool bed, where Amy Lowell had composed �Lilacs,� or Betsy Ross had stitched the flag, or something. Presently, at seven-fifteen, she would be roused from slumber to go down to breakfast with her father, who had some stringy, New Englandish notion that he still had to show up at his office at eight o�clock, because the office boy got there then, and of course he must have his family around him at the breakfast table. And Emily would answer all their questions dutifully. What was Roger doing now? Was he writing something new? �Dear, me, still gathering material! It certainly took a great deal of time to plan a book. Let�s see, it was more than five years since his last.� And at this point, Mr. Selkirk would bring his hand down on the fine old Tudor table at which Emerson had sat, and maybe Cotton Mather, and possibly St. Paul himself. And he would say, �Why in heaven�s name don�t you leave the rotter, Emily?� And Emily, dear Emily, would surely say something impossibly quaint and lavenderish, like �Because I love him, Father.�
Roger almost wished he were there. It was probably the only place left on earth where one could hear such dialogue.

He looked at his watch. Quarter to six. He went to the window, pulled back the drape, and looked out. Night was paling there, the bare, proud forms of the trees came up out of the purplish dark as he watched. Quarter to six of a Monday morning and he was home in Ridgefield, Connecticut. Alone in the house, if he remembered correctly. Emily had let the servants go for the week end, they wouldn�t be back for an hour or more. By then he ought to have some rough idea of what he was in for today, whom he�d insulted, what apologies he had to make, what repairs to authorize. He would be lucky if it was only smashed bric-a-brac he had to clean up.
At least Emily would be gone for a few days, which would be pleasant. He could spend the time with Lila in town, without having to arrange things. Say what you would, the need for those small habitual lies did something nasty to a relationship...
Wait a minute. An unpleasant realization nudged his thoughts. He�d had a date to meet Lila in town last night. For dinner. Had he gone into town? After Emily left? He must have. He seemed to remember now walking into the Baroque and seeing Lila at their accustomed table, wearing a tiny minaret of tulle on her distinguished head and long black gloves almost to the sharp little elbows... and two spots of color on those tantalizing shadowed cheeks, always the danger signal... Oh, Lord. Now it came back. No wonder he�d been ducking it. He�d been late, hours late, and Lila had been furious with him. And when he�d tried to joke about it she�d picked up a glass of water and flung it in his face. And he�d reached over and slapped her!
Roger stared unbelievingly at the recollection.
Emily just gone to Boston, making him a present of the little island of days he and Lila were always hoping for, secure against interruption, free of the nagging little precautions and lies that somehow gnawed away the laughter � and they�d sat brawling over it, in public, like a pair of Hollywood characters. It wasn�t possible. He must have dreamed it. He couldn�t have been that drunk.
Or could he? He groaned, half humorously. The dog raised his head and glanced at Roger, blinking, instantly anxious. Yes, I know, Fred. You�d like to help me. If you could take my headache and wear it in that dumb skull of yours you�d regard it as a privilege. You�d have all my hang-overs for me, gladly, you�d go get analyzed for me, you�d do my writing for me if you could. Anything to oblige. I know, I know.
He rubbed the dog�s ears. The dog sighed, puffing out his dewlaps with a little wind of happiness, and put his head heavily down onto Roger�s knee, burrowing a little into his clothes. If you could only get into my skin, Roger thought. How happy you�d be. You think!

He went back, like a weary accountant, to the ledger marked Sunday. It promised to add up to quite a day when he got it all tallied. There�d been something with Emily, before she�d left, he was sure of that now. Something about the analysis? Was that why he�d got drunk? If only he could remember what it was she�d said, or done. The trouble was that the dream kept coming up on him now like an undigested dinner so it was hard for him to know what belonged to fact and what to fancy.
�Bring in one of your dreams, let�s have a look at it,� the good doctor had kept urging him, much as, once upon a time, in the dear, dead days beyond recall, he might have asked Roger to bring in a specimen of urine. The only trouble was that Roger, even after six months of analysis, had never been able to see himself stretched out on a couch, talking about a dream. There were some things a grown man just didn�t do. Baiting the doctor was something else again. That had been amusing, even enjoyable, to lie back for an hour, toying with the man, observing the famous analyst, almost predictably, hold out one after another of his little stock of inflated cliches, for Roger to puncture. Hostility, aggression, rejection, inhibition � �Step right up, folks. Tell you what I�m gonna do. Not one, not two, but thirty-seven complexes, and one island of undigested experience, all for the price of a small yacht, a mere ten thousand dollars.�
Gone, gone, the days when Nana took you to Dr. Lamb�s office on Elm Street, the big, soiled, friendly house, the big, soiled man who smelled so pleasantly of carbolic and Sen-Sen. �He�s been having nightmares again, doctor, can you give him something?...� And the dear, innocent man would thump your chest and feel your pulse. �Been eating before you go to bed?�� stomach feel upset?�� let�s see that tongue...�
Ah, the simple-hearted days when nightmares first in the dooryard bloomed, no more mysterious than a green apple or a coated tongue. What would Dr. Lamb say of his tongue now? Or his larynx for that matter? Or the treacherous little sinuses; or the trachea, more or less fouled by industrial vapors; or the lungs that drew breath more or less gaspingly; or the non-mechanical heart that galloped and staggered, paused and then staggered on again; or the little glands that manufactured terror � trade name, Adrenalin. He would not even pause at any of the way stations of heartburn and malaise. His was the dark bourne of the Medulla, home of the Unconscious � that deep flowing river, one whose wavery shores one�s Aggressions slithered, like adders, in primordial mist.
Work with your dreams, the good doctor had urged. There were all the mysteries contained, and there too the key to the mysteries. As if there was any mystery, really � unless you wanted to call Buchenwald a mystery, or Hiroshima. The real mystery was how so-called �normal� people went briskly about their �un-neurotic� concerns � working, writing, wenching, blithely acquiescing in their own imminent and horrible destruction. The mystery was that you didn�t have nightmares every night.

The dream rose in his mind again, threw a momentary shadow, shapeless and huge over his thoughts. There was that sense of violence, of uncontrollable rage, and then running, running with those words after him, that idiotic phrase, filled with menace... There was a new wrinkle to the chase motif. Like a Walt Disney cartoon. Pandora�s box. Of course, Dr. Baume would have an explanation for that too. He�d always harped on the fact that words had a special significance for Roger.
�One of the reasons you can�t write any more, Bowen, is that words have lost their proper function for you.� That had been the theme of one of their first discussions � or �consultations� as they appeared on the bill. �Words are no longer instruments of communication for you, but weapons � of revenge and destruction.�
The words in the dream, of course, had been after him, trying to destroy him. But a little irrelevance like that wouldn�t trouble the good doctor. Like the Delphic oracle, he was never left voiceless by any arrangement of chicken bones and entrails, however senseless it might appear to anyone else. The good doctor had a pipeline to the source of all mystery, and all light.
�Words have always been weapons, Doctor,� Roger had said in a bored voice. �That�s what they�re supposed to be. Weapons against smugness, hypocrisy, bigotry, stupidity, ignorance. If that�s neurotic, then every man with a conscience and a voice who ever lived was a neurotic.�
�You�re no longer using them for that purpose, Bowen. You�ve stopped writing. You�re like a small boy who�s walked away from the feast because you�re hurt or angry, and you�re going to get back at everybody now by not eating.�
Roger had yawned elaborately. �I suppose we�ll have the one about my mother next. I�m really revenging myself on her because when I was two years old she used to forsake me regularly to go and have long talks with the gardener under the peony bush.�
�What�s your actual recollection of your mother?�
�Almost none. She either wasn�t there, or she was smothering me in fake tenderness.�
�You don�t think it�s possible you still carry a feeling of resentment toward her?�
�Oh, anything�s possible, I suppose. Maybe I�m revenging myself on God for showing me a glimpse of paradise and then banishing me to hell.�
�That may be part of it � if you substitute �father� for �God.� We don�t know what your hostility stems from yet. These things sometimes go very far back into infancy��
�Further than that too, I fancy. Into absurdity.�
�You�re a sick man, Bowen. Don�t you want to get well?�
�I�m probably the healthiest man you know.�
�Why have you stopped writing?�
�I�ve nothing I want to write about.�
�Why do you drink?�
�For the best reason in the world. I enjoy it.�

And so round and round it had gone. Why don�t you write, why do you drink, why do you think... He shook his head violently, grimaced with pain. He�d never get things straightened out if he didn�t settle down now, organize his thoughts, separate the wheat from the chaff.
Let�s see. Emily had left on the four o�clock train, and he�d got dressed and gone into town. That much seemed clear. He seemed to recall, too, stopping in at the Coulters sometime during the evening. Was that last evening? Or was it a week ago Sunday he was thinking about? No, there was a girl he�d been talking to, he couldn�t be mistaken about that � an English girl, quite young. Surely he hadn�t dreamed her up. He could see her quite clearly, blonde, small, with a very short upper lip � very attractive in a sec sort of way. Nobody could tell him he hadn�t actually seen that girl somewhere, talked to her? What about? He couldn�t remember now. But he did remember thinking that only a Frenchwoman could look chic with short legs and only an Englishwoman attractive with buck teeth...
If he�d got into a conversation with her at the Coulters it was quite possible, as he knew from past experience, that he�d been late for dinner with Lila. As a matter of fact, he seemed to remember the girl dropping him at the Baroque. That�s right, she was stopping at the Savoy and she�d offered to give him a lift � good Lord! It wasn�t possible she�d been a witness to that Grand Guignol at the Baroque?
He rubbed a palm over his damp forehead. Anyway, it was beginning to make some sort of sense. But what had happened after Lila blew her top? That was a complete blank. How had he got home? There was a nice little problem in aerodynamics. He must have driven himself home, no one else was going to drive him forty miles from New York, certainly not Lila in a rage, or an English girl he�d never met before in his life. He must have been at the wheel himself. But it wasn�t possible. How could he have gone those forty miles, past two toll stations, without remembering anything, without having run off the road, or hit something, or somebody?
For that matter, how did he know he hadn�t hit somebody? Well, it was fairly obvious he hadn�t, or he�d be in a ditch somewhere right now, or in a hospital, or in a police station. But suppose it hadn�t been a collision? Suppose it had been just a lonely figure on the road, a child crossing the street...
He hanged his fist down on the desk. Damn it all, it was all very well to be lighthearted about hangovers but this was no joke. He might have killed somebody driving in that condition. Whatever else he might be he certainly was no murderer...
He paused, in his thoughts, and grimaced. At least not in his own estimation. Dr. Baume seemed to have other ideas on the subject.
�You don�t believe in psychoanalysis, do you, Bowen?�
�Believe in it? I believe it�s a phenomenon of our time. Like vitamin pills, bebop, and singing commercials.�
�Why do you continue to come here? Waste your time and money?�
�My time, doctor. Emily�s money. She�s keen about the stuff, has some quaint notion it�ll bring us closer together. I don�t mind humoring her.�
�You don�t believe it can benefit you?�
�Frankly, no. But don�t get self-conscious about it. I don�t expect any benefit from movies either, and I go quite regularly. I�ve a certain curiosity in observing how far the lunacy and vulgarity of my contemporaries can go. I�m able to report that the possibilities seem endless.�
�Analysis could help you, Bowen. If you really wanted to be helped.�
�How?�
�By helping you to understand your neurotic problems. Find out who it is you�re revenging yourself on, and for what. Who it is you fear and hate. Then you could give up killing people and get back to work.�
�Killing people. You�re not getting touchy, are you doctor? It was you who urged me to speak my mind��
�I�m merely trying to point out to you that behind your carefully modulated behavior, Bowen, you�re actually a very aggressive man. Would it be news to you to know that you spend about fifty-nine minutes out of every hour you�re here, killing me?�
�Would it be news to you to know that you kill me too, Doctor � though not in the way you mean?�
�Bowen, you�re a man of talent, imagination, sensibility, conscience. And you�re engaged almost twenty-four hours a day in violating your deepest impulses. Because you�re a neurotic and there are drives in which you don�t understand. You�re a writer. You know the power of words, to wound, to nullify, to destroy. When you take away my validity as a doctor, an analyst, in effect you�re killing me.�
�I see. The figure-of-speech murders. Very gruesome.�
�There aren�t two kinds of murder, Bowen. It�s always the same impulse, whatever form it takes. Are you sleepy?�
�Don�t mind me, Doctor. I always yawn when I�m fascinated.�
�Well, we�ll have to stop now...�
�Good. I can�t wait to get home and stab me a grape.�
�I�d stay away from grapes for now, particularly fermented ones. Also rye, corn, and barley...�
It was always the same with these doctors. Quit drinking, they�d say, pouring themselves a little Scotch over ice. And better give up smoking too, bad for you, have you got a light.
All the same, he was through drinking. There�d been no real reason for him to stop before, he always had the stuff under control. But when you started blacking out it was time to quit. He�d done it, with smoking, ten years back, just to prove he could do it. And he could do it with alcohol overnight. From now on his drinking would be confined to beer, or maybe a light wine at dinner.
There was only one thing he really regretted about the decision. Emily would be sure it was a victory for her patience and understanding. The holy light in her eyes would be too much to be borne.

What was it they�d quarreled about before she left. Was it about his quitting the analysis? He seemed to recall saying, �One analysis in the family is enough. I�ll get mine by osmosis.� If he hadn�t said that he should have. Anyway, they�d had words about something, he was certain of that. At least he�d had words, Emily having lately assumed the role of one of Psychoanalysis�s Early Martyrs who understood all and forgave all. He could remember being vastly annoyed with her � was it something about his shirts? Yes, it was coming back now � he�d ploughed through his entire chest of drawers without being able to find a single dress shirt without pleats. Clara was gone, Emily had stupidly let her and Malcolm leave for the week end without consulting him, and there was no possible way for him to get a fresh shirt for the evening except to iron it himself.
He�d told Emily what he thought of the way she handled servants and the household in general, with a few additional notes on the nature of her involvement with the foster children of Mittel Euremia, in whom she was taking such a motherly interest lately. Then he�d gone into the bar and fixed himself a pearl onion with a Martini around it. He�d really intended to have just the one drink. He remembered that clearly. He�d decided to cut down and lose some weight. Lila had been twitting him about it lately. �Jowly,� she called it, and she�d taken to resurrecting some old snapshots from that summer in Stockton when he was still a �promising� writer, and she was still a �promising� actress. �You looked so boyish and intense,� she said wistfully, �every time I look at one of these I fall head over heels in lust with you all over again.� That was Lila�s subtle way, he supposed, of taking him down. Lila was not infrequently wistful about him these days.
Well, he�d meant to settle down with his drink and the Sunday paper, turn on the symphony at three and to hell with Emily, and Lila too for that matter. He had thought that he might not even go into town that night. She could fall in lust with the doorman. One day he�d be through with them, altogether, all the blonde and brunette jailers with the soft hands, and the keys that jingled like music and the rawhide whips they called, mellifluously, I-love-you. Put them all together they spelled Mother, somehow.
There must have been, of course, a miscarriage of his original plan about one drink. He�d always had a fatal weakness for those little pearl onions, and he could recall now some very fuzzy. Brahms on the radio. He�d even thought vaguely, he remembered, about new condensers. But Emily�s condensers had been fine. She�d been in excellent voice. Lord, how that soft-spoken girl he�d once called his white Iseult could make the Connecticut welkin ring with her plaints. (As a matter of fact, it was at Tanglewood they�d first met, the Berkshire festival, and he�d missed a natural opportunity, he realized now, one of those that only come once in a lifetime. He should have called her Pandora. Or Medusa...)

Medusa. The lady with the purple hair. Purple like snakes. Purple like grapes. Was that it? Could he ever, in some dim recess of his mind, have thought of using that as a title? It had a kind of misty relevance with the title of his novel. The Vintners. And Dr. Baume was always probing for hidden significances in these relationships, no matter how far-fetched or idiotic they seemed. When was it they�d first talked about the book?
�I read your novel the other night, Bowen.�
�Really? You take your work very seriously, don�t you, Doctor.�
�Very. You see, I don�t expect to live twice. I don�t want to waste a moment of this one.�
�You know, Doctor � you strike me as something of an intellectual Rover Boy.�
�Perhaps that�s fortunate for you?�
�How do you mean?�
�Well, you�re in rather a vulnerable situation right now. If I were an intellectual Jack the Ripper for example. I might choose to conk you on the head with a vase.�
�Ah,� (gleefully). �Is this the imperturbable Dr. Baume speaking?�
�Let�s get back to you. It�s an interesting title: The Vintners. Have you any notion why you chose it?�
�Oh... something about the master vintner, I suppose. Grapes of wrath and so on. I don�t remember really. �All that was in another country, and besides the wench is dead.� �
�I�ve also noticed that you identify quite often with The Waste Land. Have you any idea why?�
�Why does Eliot identify with it? Why does everyone who can see or feel? We�re all identified with The Waste Land, Doctor. Willy nilly.�
�Is that what you think your book is about?�
�Yes. What do you think it�s about?�
�Let�s pass that by far now.�
�Let�s not. I�d like to know what you think about the book. Come on, Doctor. I can take it.�
�Why do you want my opinion? Do you value it?�
�All right, skip it, if you�re going to be coy. I was merely curious.�
�I�m not qualified to judge the literary merit of your book, Bowen. You�ve had other opinions more to the point on that score. I understand the book made quite a stir.�
�Yes. A few bright people liked it, and a lot of fools were afraid to say they didn�t.�
�Speaking as an analyst, I found the book fascinating. I think I understand better now why you�re afraid to write another one.�
�Afraid?�
�That�s what I said, Bowen.�
�And just why do you think I�m afraid to write another book, Doctor?�
�For the same reason that you�re afraid of analysis.�
�And just why am I afraid of analysis?�
�Because you�re afraid I�ll discover your secret.�
�Have I a secret, Doctor? How jolly. Are we going to discover it together?�
�I want you to discover it for yourself.�
�I doubt it�s there, Doctor. I never keep secrets from myself.�
�You�ve got to keep this one. Otherwise you�d have to throw away your teething rings and get to work.�
�Teething rings, Doctor. How quaint.�
�I�m talking about drinking, Bowen. And adultery. And self-indulgence.�
�Adultery! Oh, really, Doctor. You�ve got me all confused now. Are you an analyst or a preacher?�
�The history of man, Bowen, is a struggle toward light away from darkness. Religion is one phase of that journey. Psychoanalysis is another.�
�Very interesting. And in your mind I�m arrayed with the forces of darkness.�
�Not you. Your neurosis. You�re a sick man, Bowen.� Baume looked serious.
�Are we back on that again? It�s the world that�s sick, Doctor, not me.�
�The world is you, Bowen. The only world that matters. And I can�t help you, if you don�t want to be helped.�
�I�ve told you before. I�m one of the healthiest people you know. What you persist in calling my neurosis is plain old-fashioned disgust with what goes on.�
�Yes. You�re a man of conscience, too, Bowen, which is where your conflict arises, and the world�s. But why don�t you do something about that disgust? Why aren�t you writing?�
�Because I�ve lost faith in my kind. I know in my heart they�ll never change. They�re a murderous, ravening breed, and they�ll never give up murder as a way of life. They�ll never stop killing each other until they�re wiped off the face of the earth.�
�What about you?�
�What do you mean what about me?�
�Why aren�t you writing?�
�Oh, Lord, you�re as bad as Emily. I�ll tell you, Doctor. Let�s say the world is a garden filled with a thousand delights for the eye and ear, a thousand sweet tasks for the head and hand and heart. That�s why. I�m too busy to write.�
�There was a garden named Eden once. A man named Cain turned it into a charnel house.�
�I thought I said that just now.�
�You said it about the world.�
�That�s right.�
�Let me ask you something else. Why do you feel you must drink?�
�Here we go again. All right. I drink to forget. Is that what you want me to say? To forget that I�m a failure. That I�m living on Emily�s money. To forget that I�m alive. To forget that Emily�s alive. Okay?�

He put his head back against the now bearable ache in the back of his neck. It was murder, trying to fit things together like this with your stomach in a knot and your brain turning to cottage cheese. Murder. There was that word again. Well, it was murder. How could he tell whether what he seemed to remember now was really so, or whether it had happened some other time, or whether it had got scrambled up with something in the dream? Maybe he�d never know. It was a sickening thought.
He put his elbow on the desk, closed his eyes and hammered on his forehead with his clenched fist, as if he half expected a door to open and the truth to come walking out. Minerva from the forehead of Zeus. Zeus in a business suit...
�Bowen, you�ve been coming to me for six months now. You resist me at every turn, with every resource of a brilliant man, you deny my validity entirely, yet you keep coming back. Why?�
�It�s not complicated, Doctor. Emily wants me to continue. And I�ve got nothing better to do with this hour. Have you?�
�I�m afraid so. I�ve decided to give up your case.�
(Roger hadn�t quite expected it. For just an instant he felt a flicker of emotion which passed off before he could identify it.) He said sardonically: �Can�t take it, eh, Doctor?�
�I�m one of those dull individuals who wants to earn his keep. I tell you frankly, Bowen, you�ve stopped me cold. At best an analysis takes a long time, years. In your case I�ve come to the conclusion that neither of us will live long enough.�
�I�m flattered.�
�From the beginning you�ve made this a contest. Well, you�ve won. I wish I could congratulate you on your victory against insight.�
�I�ll try to struggle along with the faint glimmer that now and again filters through my darkness. I�m sorry you feel we must give up these little sessions, though. I�ve found them not infrequently stimulating.�
�Slight case of murder, eh, Bowen?�
�There you go, using that nasty word again. Who are the fragile people I�ve been murdering, Doctor? Outside of yourself, of course.�
�All the women you�ve ever known, I imagine.�
�Indeed. They seem to thrive on it.�
�Do they? You�ve driven your wife to an analyst.�
�She�s driven me to one too, hasn�t she?�
�But she couldn�t make you drink.�
�Touch�, Doctor. I�m going to miss you. And I�ve news for you. Emily�s having the time of her life. She�s only happy when she�s miserable.�
�How would you know? Have you ever tried making her happy instead of miserable?�
�Why doesn�t she leave me, if she�s miserable?�
�She�s in love with you, I imagine. A little device of the devil known as the dove-tailing neurosis. But I hear from my colleague that she�s making progress. She may surprise you one of these days, Bowen. Walk out on you.�
(Despite himself Roger had felt a twinge of annoyance with the doctor at this point. He hoped his tone hadn�t betrayed it.) �So much the better. I�ve other fish to fry.�
�An interesting phrase. You�re speaking of your current mistress, I presume.�
�There�s a fleur-de-lis in your voice when you say that word. Mistress. You�re really an antedeluvian character, Doctor. You charm me.�
�I wish I could return the compliment, Bowen. You frighten me. As a matter of fact, I�ve seen Miss Carmody in the theatre, and admired her very much. She was quite a successful actress when you met her, several years ago. What has happened to her since?�
�Why, don�t you know? I�ve murdered her.�

Roger reached for a cigarette, lit it with fingers that shook noticeably. You�d better pull yourself together old boy, he thought, or you�re really for the booby hatch... What had made him say such an idiotic thing, though? Of course the doctor was always bleating about it � murder, murder with adjectives. Murder by pronoun. To listen to him Roger ought to be in jail right now. A nice semantic jail with Funk and Wagmalls as his warders... How had he led up to that again?...
�Why is it necessary for you to have two women, Bowen?�
�Look. Doctor, are you an analyst or a preacher?� (No. That was another time. He knocked on his forehead with his knuckles. Oh, yes.) �Necessary, Doctor? I don�t know that it�s necessary. But it�s cozy.�
�You mean it makes it easier for you to hurt both of them.�
�Oh, look, do we have to go through that again? I told you. Lila and I met up in Stockton right after the war. I wrote a play for her. She�s a beautiful girl. We had something to give each other, apparently. It was strong, good. It made sense where there was no sense. It still does. Nobody�s going to tell me that�s criminal.�
�I�m not interested in the morals of your situation, Bowen. I�m a doctor. I�m only concerned with your relationships as they affect, and are affected by your neurosis. Lila Carmody was a successful young actress when you met. She�s had nothing but failures since. Knowing your problem with women I find it difficult not to make a connection.�
�What is my problem with women, Doctor? No wait. Don�t tell me. I ought to know by now. Murder.� (That was it. That was how it had gone.) �I suppose I killed Lila�s talent. With my little dictionary. The critics had nothing to do with it.�
�I�m not your accuser, Bowen. I�m here to help you understand yourself. Don�t you feel that an unhappy love affair with you may have had something to do with Miss Carmody�s recent failures?�
�No. An unhappy love affair, if that�s what ours is, might have made her a great actress. It�s happened before. If you want to know, the trouble with Lila is she�s not an actress. She�s a personality. Her problem is like yours, Doctor, in reverse. She�s got to find the right vehicle for her personality. You�ve got to find the right personality for your vehicle. Otherwise, it doesn�t go. It just stands there, with the wheels going round and round.�
�Yes. Well, it�s time for me to get a new passenger and get moving again. I wish you luck with your neurosis, Bowen. I hope it doesn�t prove too much for you.�
�When I�m done in, Doctor, it won�t be by my neurosis. It�ll probably be by an atom bomb.�
�All the same, take my advice and stop drinking. You�ve got an atom bomb of your own locked up inside you. When you�re conscious your will keeps it under control. But alcohol is a solvent for the will. It dissolves the inhibitions. If you continue to drink you may find one day that your neurosis and your will have become indistinguishable. Those sharp little words you�ve used so tellingly all your life may turn to real daggers in hand.�

Oh, nuts, Roger thought impatiently. Why did he keep rehearsing those dreary little dialogues. He was all through with Dr. Baume and his pronouncements. The man was an entertainer, primarily. He�d served his purpose, and that was that. The point was to go on and get things straightened out in his head. He�d been making some progress. Pretty soon he would have the whole story, then he could start writing apologies. �Dear Dick (Coulter). I�m sorry I bit your dog and insulted your mother. I thought it was my mother.� �Dear Lila. I�m sorry I was late. In fact I�m sorry I came at all. I should have stayed home and taken a regulation, full-size bath.� �Dear Emily. I�m sorry. That�s all. Just sorry.�
How had their quarrel started? He couldn�t seem to get it clear in his mind. He�d been listening to the symphony, waiting for Emily to finish her last-minute packing. It was Brahms, he remembered, the First. The grave passionate music had ended, and, thinking of Lila now and the few days they would have together with Emily gone, hearing, in his skin, that other soundless music that was all the memories he had of Lila, he�d felt suddenly eager and youthful again, very �unjowly� as it were, the lethargy, that numbing ennui of the bones slipping away from him in a wash of exuberance. He�d gone up the stairs, three at a time, to get out his dress things for the evening. And�
He winced. Good Lord. It wasn�t possible for a thing like that to throw him off! A dress shirt! He saw himself, all too vividly, hauling out drawer after drawer, flinging shirts around the room, yelling for Clara. Clara wasn�t there, of course, but Emily had come in after a moment, dressed for the train, in a gray-green suit, looking cool, almost prim, yet with that elusive tang-of-sensuality he�d always found so attractive.
�What on earth,� she said.
Something in her tone turned him completely unreasonable. �Why can�t I have a clean white dress shirt when I want one,� he declaimed. �It doesn�t seem like a great deal to ask.�
�There must be fifteen clean white dress shirts on this side of the room alone,� she said.
�They�re all starched,� he shouted. �I�ve told Clara a hundred times��
Roger shook his head with a wry grimace. The things a grown man could let himself in for. The situation had deteriorated rapidly, of course. He�d gone down to the bar for another drink and she�d followed and said, �Why must you start drinking at this time of day?� as if she really expected an answer.
�Because I didn�t get up in time to start earlier,� he�d replied, not very brightly, but he was too annoyed to care.
�You�re not spiting me, you know, Roger. You�re not two years old and I�m not your mother. I happen to be your wife, and I happen to love you, though heaven knows��
�If you happened to quit nagging once in a while, maybe I�d love you too. Why do you have to go on a holy crusade every time I take a drink?�
�You promised to cut down,� she said. �You ought to have some standards. How do you expect to make any progress with your analysis, if you don�t co-operate, if you keep slipping back into these infantile regressions?�
�Look, Emily,� he�d said, �I realize you�re looking down at me now from a lofty eminence of superior psychological insight. I even heard from Dr. Baume that you�re making so much progress you might walk out on me some day.� (Funny � and amusing � to think that had rankled a bit.) �But please spare me these thumbnail psychoanalyses. I get enough of them from the doctor.�
�I have to go now, Roger,� she said after a moment in that patient forgiving tone he found harder to bear than her pre-Freud hysterics. �You�ll be alone here. Please don�t drink any more. I don�t want you to set yourself on fire.�
�Well, don�t you try it, dear,� he said, unable to forego the malicious little gibe. �It might take too long and I wouldn�t want you to miss your train.�
She�d given a pretty good imitation of a lady calmly drawing on a glove. �You can�t hurt me with your words anymore, Roger,� she said. �I know you love me. And I understand you better now, your aggressions and hostilities. I wish you understood them as well. Someday you will...�
Lord. It had come to this. Emily patronizing him. He�d really felt like letting go then. Imagine. She wished he understood as well. Honestly. It was hard to understand how a woman like Emily had reached the ripe old age of thirty without being paved to death with her own good intentions.
�I�m afraid not,� he�d said coldly. �I�m not seeing your Theosophist friend any longer. I�ve quit.�
She�d dropped the pose then and given him a stricken look. �Oh, Roger. You didn�t. You promised...�
�Oh, for pity�s sake, Emily,� he�d said violently, �will you stop bleeding and go away?�

He reached for another cigarette. The dog raised his head, looked at Roger. There was a theme song in his eyes. �Guilty of Loving You.� Roger stroked his head. �Your boss is in Dutch, Fred. Pretty bad. Pretty bad.�
There was no use making a production of it, though. It wasn�t the first time. Emily was probably used to it by now. He�d make it up to her some way, when she got back. Tell her he was through drinking. That would please her. She�d be sure it was a victory for her patience and understanding. Poor Emily. So fragilely balanced between her pre-Raphaelite sensuality and her New England conscience.
And Lila. He�d forgotten about Lila for the moment. He was going to have to make it up to her, too. He�d really done it up brown. Great little Sabbath. Well, a spray of green orchids would work wonders. And maybe a bottle of that �Muguet des Bois� she was so fond of, if he could find it. It was the little things that touched Lila. Violets in August. Emeralds in December. Dear Lila. How far were the green fields of Ireland, and the clotheslines of Second Avenue and the Saturday night bath.
Well, so he must have been fairly well plastered by the time he took Emily to the station. The next thing he could remember was stopping in at the Coulters, for a drink. That was quite a gap. And why the Coulters, instead of some nice quiet bar? He�d never liked the Coulters, despised them as a matter of fact, together with their set of Almanac de Gotham friends who were neither snobbish enough to be really amusing or amusing enough to be really snobbish. They all gathered, or coagulated, on Sunday afternoons to beat each other to the draw with the latest funny story, to rehash the latest play.
Why had he gone there? Maybe it had been too early for dinner with Lila. Emily had left on the four o�clock and if he�d dropped her at the station at, say, quarter to four and gone on into town, even in the stale he was in he�d have got there by six at the latest. As a matter of fact, he could recall the late afternoon light which on fine days turned New York into some kind of an organ fugue of a city, scored with those first warm lamps of evening coming on in the softening gray stone. Though that remembrance could be from some other time or times certainly. Those lights were in his blood, a kind of benign infection which was what made you a New Yorker wherever you happened to be � like that rooted touch of fever that travelers bring home from the equatorial zones.
Well, he must have gone to Lila�s place at six. Or phoned and got no answer and concluded she might have gone over to the Coulters. Would he have gone there to pick her up? It was a little indiscreet perhaps � but then who were they fooling, really? It was hard to believe there was anybody left in New York � who was interested � who didn�t know about him and Lila. Except maybe Emily. Or did she know, too? Was that included in the Great Understanding that had come to her through analysis? Was that what the doctor had meant when he said that she was making progress and might walk out on him one day?
Anyway, it seemed he�d got to the Coulters and Lila wasn�t there but everybody else in New York was. He could remember how the big room hung suspended in that subway roar of voices that is known as the cocktail hour. Dick Coulter, hearty and effusive as usual, had insisted on mixing him a Martini, personally � two parts vermouth, one part warm gin, and the rest bright conversation; he�d been summoned presently to turn on his sun-lamp charm elsewhere and Roger had emptied the Martini in the aquarium and let Jason mix him another one, four to one.

It was then that he�d heard someone beside him say, �You people always make such a fuss about Martinis.� The accent was English, Mayfair not Berlitz, and the voice extraordinarily clear and ringing, as if it had just been dipped in fresh sleighbells. He�d turned and looked at the girl. �It�s very confusing,� she said, �because you ought to be decadent and fussy, and you�re not. You talk about baseball and equally vigorous things in the same breath. Americans are really very confusing.�
Could he have dreamed that? He could see her standing beside him, in the brightly lighted room, blonde and slight and very British somehow, with her short upper lip. �You�re Roger Bowen,� she said. �I remember your picture on the jacket of a book. A marvelous book that I was simply mad about.�
The extravagant phrasing somehow didn�t have the tinny overtone it would have had, coming from one of the usual habitu�s of the place. She made it sound eager and youthful, and he was touched and warmed.
�You read The Vintners,� he said. �You must be one of the three people in England who did.�
�You�re joking, of course. Everybody I know has read it. I was in school at the time�� she�d mentioned the name of the school � Miss Phlegm�s School for Filiae Agricolae Nautam Amant in Devonshire � or something equally improbable. Anyway, the book had made a profound impression on her. �So compassionate � so terrifying,� she said. �We�ve only one person over there who writes like that, Graham Greene. Do you know him?�
Roger had said no, and she told him how she�d looked and looked for more of his books, combed the book stalls in the East End and even in Paris when she�d been there, thinking he might be one of those remote, El Greco figures who lived on the fourth floor in some Montmartre garret.
�Perhaps I should have,� he said. �Maybe then there would have been more books.�
�You mean you haven�t written anything since?�
How perfectly shameful it was, such a marvelous, marvelous gift. �If you belonged to me I should never have let you stop. I�d have locked you in and made you work.� And watching her high-strung, beautiful controlled movements with the Martini glass and a cigarette, he had a swift, tingly intimation of what she�d be like in the dark, behind a closed door.
�Tell me,� he said, feeling the excitement of her drawing taut and singy within him, like a stretched string, �there�s something I must know that only you can tell me.�
�What?� she said eagerly. �Please.�
�Is it Sacheverell? Or Sacheverell?�
She looked startled for a moment, then she laughed. �Oh, Sitwell. Sasheverell. Soft c.�
�Thank God. It�s bothered me for years.�
She kept laughing, a lovely sound. �You�re not very enterprising, are you?�
�No. But even if I were, where do you go to find out a thing like that?�
�Well, you�re sure to remember me at least. Now you can read him in peace.�
�Oh, I don�t intend to go that far.�
He�d taken her Martini glass and filled it again and they�d stood talking, and it was exciting in a special sort of way, as it used to be with Lila, the first time, with that sense of something building, building between them, that wonderful sense of aliveness, of language taking on new dimensions, new meanings, elliptical, full of nuance, keenly � even dangerously � informed with secret wit.
It must have been longer than he realized because he became aware finally that the party was breaking up at the Coulters, people were leaving. Then he looked at his watch and saw it was nine o�clock, and he remembered suddenly his dinner date with Lila. It was very embarrassing because Phillipa (that was her name, Phillipa Soames) had told him she was leaving very early in the morning with her aunt, for San Francisco. They were going on to Hawaii or Australia, and she had to be up by six in the morning. He�d told her it was foolish in that case to go to bed at all and offered to take her to some place in Harlem where she hadn�t been. She�d seemed very excited about the idea and had called her aunt to say she wouldn�t have dinner with her, and now he had to tell her about his dinner date with Lila, and it was very embarrassing.
But she�d been sporting about it, rather cute in fact. �I might have known,� she�d said ruefully, �the really choice seats are always occupied.� And she�d given him a lift in her taxi to the Baroque. �It�s been wonderful meeting you,� she said, and he knew she meant just that. �You will write some more... No. I won�t make you promise. But you should, you know.�
She held out her hand to him with that mannish gesture that only a really womanly woman can manage, and her smile, with that fetching upper lip of hers, was comradely � and yet personal. He�d watched her go with genuine regret. There weren�t many people left in the world who thought writers were anointed. Not his world, anyway.

He�d walked into the restaurant then, with the spell of the girl�s personality very much on him, almost like a very dry, wonderful wine, and Georges with his battery of culinary commandos had picked him up at the door and they�d danced him down to the table where Lila was sitting, with those long, black gloves almost to the sharp little elbows. He realized with a little shock of physical pleasure at the sight of her, that there was a striking resemblance between her and the English girl. The girl was really, in a way, a younger Lila...
He should have known something was wrong. Georges was twittering around them like a Gallie sparrow.
�Hello, darling,� he�d said, coming to. �Am I late? Or are you early?�
It was the wrong thing to say, of course. Nonchalance was hardly the right note. But he�d not felt exactly on the ball, at that point. He�d taken on quite a load since early afternoon, and his feet suddenly felt too big for his shoes and he realized now that the girl, Phillipa, had got to him in a big way. He felt disturbed, wrought up, vulnerable somehow. The whole time of not writing, and that earlier time of The Vintners (that mezzotint of dedication and high purposes) had moved of its own propulsion out of the closed attic room where he kept it hidden. It was suddenly like what the lights did to you late at night, those selfsame Christmasy lights of early evening, when they turned so desolate and lonely, rustling all the dead leaves of hope and desire in your mind...
�You�re late,� Lila had said, rousing him again, and he�d tried to smile, tried to fight off the sudden weariness.
�I know,� he said. �Later than I think. I�m sorry, Lila.�
�You�re an hour and forty minutes late,� she said. �I�ve been sitting here like a fool.�
�Well, if you�ve got to sit like a fool, it�s much better to do it in pleasant surroundings. Have a drink, darling, you�ll feel better.�
�I don�t want a drink,� she said. �And you don�t need any more either. You�re disgustingly tight already. You were practically staggering when you walked in here.�
�Lila, please,� he said. �Be beautiful and still.� To Georges he said, �A double Martini.�
�I want to know why you�re an hour and forty minutes late,� she said.
�I couldn�t get away. Emily decided to take a later train.�
�You�re lying,� she said. �I saw you drive up in a taxi. Who was that girl?�
�What girl?�
�Don�t lie to me, Roger. I happened to see you get out of the taxi. There was a girl in it.�
�Oh. She�s just a girl. She was at the Coulters. She was going up to the Savoy, and she gave me a lift.�
�Stop lying. Who is she?�
�Oh, for heaven�s sake, Lila. Phillipa Something. I don�t know.�
�You kept me waiting for two hours. I want to know why?�
�Lila, darling,� he said, �a mistress is supposed to be good-humored, unpossessive, undemanding. A wife is supposed to be short-tempered, possessive, demanding. Do you have any idea why things should always get mixed up for me?�
Georges came up with the Martini.
�We were supposed to have a lovely evening tonight,� Lila said. �For a change. It was all arranged.�
�Man proposes and gin disposes. Happy days, darling.�
�You�re lovely,� she said. �You�ve got all the instincts of a killer. All you lack is the courage.�
�You sound just exactly like my analyst.�
He drained the glass Georges had set down before him, and as he set it down he saw that Lila was going to cry, and then it happened. The thing that had driven him to the analyst, really, not Emily�s importunities. The thing he�d never brought himself to talk about to Dr. Baume. Lila�s face went all to pieces as he watched, like an abstractionist painting. The eyes separated, the nose disappeared, the chin fell� This is what happens to the painters, he thought, Picasso, Chagall, only they put it together and make some larger sense. You could do it too, he told himself, pick up those blue eyes, those cunning hands, that lovely mouth that makes such sweet music in the dark, all you need is the talent. That�s all. You�ve got the nuclear fission department, the shadow that falls on the shadow, the paring knife that peels nuance from nuance, all you�ve lost is your talent. You can�t write any more. So what? Lots of people can�t write any more. Lots of people never could.
�Stop crying,� he said to Lila. �For pity�s sake, stop crying. Have a drink.�
�No, thanks,� she said. �But you have another.� And she picked up her glass of water and flung it in his face. He was too startled for a moment to move. Then he started futilely, to wipe himself with his napkin, trying desperately not to appear as ludicrous as he felt, there were people watching though they weren�t as important to him as that other one watching, himself, sneering at this buffoonish spectacle, but it wouldn�t do to make a scene now, pick up a plate and bang it down over her head, take her throat in his hands and squeeze until that demountable face of hers really came apart at the seams...
But instead he slapped her face. Hard.
Then Georges came up with a cruet of oil in his voice. �Madame is perhaps fatigu�e,� he said.
�You said it,� Lila said, standing up with a slender viciousness. �Madame is sick and fatigu�e. And it�s not madame, you grinning ape. It�s mademoiselle. Go get me a taxi.�
Grinning ape, Roger thought. The poor, tired man, with burning feet. Who will he pass it on to when he gets the chance? A bus boy? His wife. His own little boy. An endless chain, endless. Where did it start? Who trod on the first toe, spit in the first eye, drove in the first thorned insult and started the endless chain...

Well, she�d stormed out sad he�d gone to the phone and called the Savoy. Miss Phillipa Soames. She was there and half undressed but she was glad to get dressed again, or so she said, with enough eagerness in her voice to make him believe it. He could remember, dimly, picking her up at the Savoy, or some place. Then they were sitting together in a crowded room, with colored people all around them, extremely well-behaved, and they were listening to a band, six pieces or seven, the music strident, but very good, like new wine, too harsh and a bit clouded in color but essentially sound. Then there was a male dancer, very beautiful in gleamy bronze paint. He made stylized overtures to the men sitting around, but it was somehow not disgusting, it was all too good-humored for that.
Phillipa seemed enthralled. �Charming,� she said, �charming. Like children.�
�That�s what everybody says,� he told her. �I thought you�d be different.�
�Why? Because I�m British?�
�No. Because you�re you.�
A girl came out then and sang. Blue light shone on her cocoa-colored face, gave her a rapt, soulless look, almost expressionless.
There was a confused blur of movement in his mind, punctuated by lights, angles, music � like one of those early, arty movies. Much later they were in his car, parked somewhere by the river.
�What�s over there?� she asked. �Across the river.�
�Weehawken,� he said.
�Wee-hawken,� she repeated, childlike. �Is that where the little people live?�
�You�re adorable,� he said. He kissed her. Her lips were cool, petal-like; he put his hand up to her throat to feel the pulse beating there. She strained, pulled away from him. �Don�t you want me to make love to you?�
�I � you frighten me a little.�
�Frighten you?�
�You were hurting me.�
�Do you mind being hurt? That�s part of being loved.�
�I don�t like it,� she said.
He tried to kiss her again but she turned her head aside. �That�s not the kind of thing you were saying with The Vintners. Love�s not being hurt. Love is goodness, and tenderness, and keeping one from being hurt.�
�Now you�re beginning to sound like Emily,� he said, feeling a little annoyed, despite himself. � �You�re only hurting yourself, Roger.� �
�Who�s Emily?�
�Oh, a girl I know. Lady.� Great lady, he thought, suddenly. Really. It was odd.
�I seem to have lost you somewhere,� she said.
�Yes. You and God.�
�What do you mean? That sounds fearfully melodramatic.�
�I was thinking about my analyst. He says being neurotic is being lost. And being lost is dangerous.�
�Oh, neurotic,� she said. �You Americans love that word. It covers such a multitude of sins. All you have to do is behave, you know.�
�That�s right,� he said, laughing. �Like the profit motive. All you have to do is eliminate it, and everything becomes beautiful and simple.�
He reached for her, laughing, but she held him off. He wrestled with her, thinking, this is silly. She fought him off, slapped him finally. He let go of her then, startled and angry. He forced himself to laugh, heard the sound of it, theatrical and not calculated to fool anybody. �You shouldn�t have done that,� he said.
�I�m sorry. I didn�t want you to kiss me then.�
�That�s the second time I�ve been slapped tonight,� he said. �Now I�m really going to have to hurt you.�
She stared at him, her face going pale. He reached for her, and she wrenched the door of the car open and ran. He was going to follow her, but suddenly it seemed too much trouble. Let her go. Let it all go. None of it was worth the trouble.

He felt deadly tired all at once. It came to him that the tiredness was something very deep inside him, as if he�d been dragging his feet, all his life, through a weight of possessive love, his mother, Emily, Lila, all the women he�d known. He could feel the weight of it pulling him down. That�s what was the matter. That�s why he couldn�t write.
He thought of Lila and decided to go there. There was another blank and then he saw himself in Lila�s room. It was in disorder, and he was dressing. There was a Martini on the dresser, king size, in a tumbler. He could see the way it caught the light � pale, cloudy topaz. He was knotting his bow tie, or trying to. �It�s almost four, Roger,� Lila said. �Must you go?�
(Why had he got up to go at such an unearthly hour? Had they quarreled some more?) He was trying to knot his tie and the blasted thing kept slipping through his fingers. Lila said finally, �You�d better let me. You can hardly see straight anymore,� and she�d come over and started to do it for him. But he was angry with her and moved away.
(They must have gone on quarreling. Good Lord.)
�Don�t start mothering me,� he said.
�Oh, come on, Roger,� she said. �Don�t be stubborn.� And she�d taken hold of the tie and started to fix it and he had slapped her hand away, hard.
Something about the remembered violence of that movement brought the nightmare back to Roger suddenly, with skin-crawling nearness. He saw himself � gesticulating, shouting, flinging the tie down on the floor and jumping on it, like Rumpelstiltskin...
He shook off the recollection, blinking as if the lights had gone on at a play he�d been watching. This was ridiculous. He wouldn�t go on with this charade. None of this was true. None of it had really happened. He was just rehashing something he�d dreamed, last night, or some other night...
Suddenly, like an exploding ratchet, full of dancing lights and shuttered movement, Lila�s room whirled back into focus in his recollection. He was stooping to pick up the tie. Lila was watching him, and as he straightened up, he saw that she was laughing at him. �You�re just like a child,� she said, �a stubborn little child��
�Don�t say that,� he said. �I�ve had enough analysis today. Enough to last me a long time.�
But she�d kept on laughing. He took a step toward her and she backed away quickly, jarring into the dresser. �Roger,� she said, still laughing at him but there was a look of fear suddenly on her face, a telltale little greenish whiteness around her beautifully defined nostrils. �Roger, don�t,� she said, �you�re frightening me.� She kept backing away up to the wall and he�d taken the tie...
He jumped up, saying aloud, �No, no, no.� He stood with his fists clenched, his face gray. His thoughts had gone all misty and confused but in the center of it, as if caught in that cloudy, topaz gleam of the Martini glass and moving in on him with a terrible stereopticon clarity, he saw himself pulling his bow tie tight around Lila�s neck, heard her voice saying �Don�t, don�t,� go hoarse, strangled, her face grow...
He started back, knocking his chair over. The dog bounded up beside him. �Fred, Fred.� The dog moved in against his legs. He dug his hands in the scruff, hanging on for dear life, feeling as if he were drowning, all his life, his reason slipping away.
This is what Dr. Baume had meant, about the drinking. More dangerous than you�ve any idea, he�d said. You�ve an atom bomb of your own locked up inside you. Only your will, your conscience, keeps it locked up. Someday the sharp little words will turn to daggers in your hand...
�No, no,� he said agonizedly, �it�s not true. I never fired a gun in the war, two long years, without feeling sick about it inside every single time. I�m not a murderer. It�s just something I dreamed...�
He straightened up abruptly, want to the phone. There was a way to find out. He stood for a moment with his hand on the phone, feeling it grow wet under his grasp. Suppose it was true. Suppose when he called Lila�s number there would be no answer...

He picked up the phone, as one facing a firing squad might raise a cigarette to his lips. In an hour or so the maid would come in, and then there would be others in the room, lifting the dead weight of what had once been Lila, his beautiful Lila.
He heard his breath come out in a broken sob. And later in the morning � this morning, or some morning � there would be steps on the porch, out of that ridiculous movie, the heavy flat-footed tread. �Mr. Bowen here? District Attorney�s office.� And there would be no surging of music, as he walked to the door, no fade out, no coming attractions, no place in the house for him to run, hide. In the whole world there would be no place for him to hide.
He heard his voice say indistinctly but evenly, �Operator. I want New York. Butterfield...� He gave her the number, heard the faint interplanetary signaling, the astral voices making their mysterious commitments and connections. Then suddenly, so suddenly that he almost dropped the phone, he heard the ominous chirring begin. Once, twice, three times in the empty house. No, not empty. There was that thing lying on the floor by the dresser that had once been Lila... He bent forward with the unbearable sickness in him, rested his head against the wall. When he heard the voice he didn�t understand.
�Yes?�
I�m dreaming again, he thought. I�m back in the dream.
�Yes?�
It was Lila�s voice. Incredibly, miraculously, it was Lila�s voice, fuzzy with sleep and impatience. The feeling of relief was so intense that he almost lost consciousness. He sank down on the couch, unable for the moment to find his voice, to say a word.
�Hello. Who is it...�
�Lila,� he said. He managed to say the word, heard his voice saying it, far off, as if across water.
�Roger? Is that you, Roger?�
�Yes.� His voice was still a croak, unrecognizable in his own ears.
�Oh, for pity�s sake, Roger,� she said. �It�s six in the morning. What�s the idea?�
�Lila,� was all he could say, �Lila.�
�Roger, are you drunk?�
�No, I had a nightmare, Lila. About you. I had to find out if you were all right.�
�Oh, you fool. You always get solicitous about me at the wrong time. Where were you last night?�
�Didn�t I... I mean, we had a date at the Baroque��
�You�re telling me. I waited for you until almost ten o�clock.�
�You mean I never got there at all?�
�Are you kidding? Look, Roger, it�s too early in the morning��
�No, Lila. Look. I�m just terribly confused. I had a nightmare and I can�t seem to get it out of my head, get things straight. It seemed to me I went into town and met you but I guess I didn�t.�
�Where are you now?�
�Home.�
�Can you talk?�
�Yes. Emily�s gone. I told you she was going up to Boston.�
�I know. I tried calling your house last night when you didn�t show up. I thought something might have happened to you. There was no answer.�
�I know. Emily sent the servants away before she left. And I guess I must have been dead to the world. I�d been drinking a bit.�
�Are you all right now?�
�I�m fine. I can�t tell you, Lila � how glad I am you�re all right.�
There was a moment of silence.
�Lila, will you have lunch with me today? We�ve got to talk. I can�t go on hurting both you and Emily this way. We�ve got to do something about it. Work it out someway. There must be some decent way out.�
�Yes, Roger.� Her voice went off somewhere.
�Lila. What�s the matter?�
�Nothing. I�ve been worried about you, that�s all. When you didn�t show up last night. I was sure you�d done something crazy. You always drive so crazily when you�re drunk��
�Lila. I�ve got news for you. I�m going on the wagon.�
�I seem to have heard that before.�
�No, really. I do mean it this time.�
�Oh, if you only would, Roger.� Her voice was suddenly nearer, vibrant. �And get back to work. I�d even let Emily have you back...�
�Don�t cry, Lila. Please. I�m not worth it. We�ll talk about it at lunch.�
He hung up, shaken to the roots. I�ve got to have a drink, he thought. He went out of his study and through the shadowy hall toward the bar. At the door he stopped. No, no drink. Some tomato juice, maybe. He started toward the kitchen, heard someone saying, distantly, �One, two, three, four...� His heart gave an involuntary bound. He went into the living room, saw that he�d left the radio on. He turned it off, saw the Sunday paper scattered around the armchair near by. He started to gather the paper together and his eye lit on something in the rotogravure section. He stared at it, the picture of a blonde, slight girl with a very short upper lip. �Miss Phillipa Soames,� he read, �who has been spending a few weeks at the Savoy with her aunt, leaves tomorrow for...�

Roger started to laugh, holding the paper, rattling it as he staggered against the wall, holding one hand out to Fred, who was observing his master�s newest fit of emotion with anxious eyes. �It�s all right, Fred,� Roger gasped. �It�s just that I�ve gone back to writing for the pulps.� He roared with helpless laughter, leaning against the wall. Oh God, how far can a man go, with his idiocies. He�d dreamed up that whole ridiculous episode with the girl. How real it had seemed. How dangerously real, all of it had seemed. A near thing, old boy, he thought. A near thing.
He walked to the French doors and stepped out on the veranda, breathing in the light damp morning air greedily.
He listened. No sound riffled the purplish gray silence that stood like a shapeless monitor over the landscape, holding a finger to its lips. No thread of sound raveling, no rustle of leaf or bud. He�d forgotten how still the world could be. Yet it was not tranquil, he knew. It was merely waiting. All the storms and violence were there, gray sky seared by flame, the spume and fury of driven water, the stretch and wrack of tree limbs writhing in the wind. All of it was there, in abeyance simply, waiting, waiting to spring, to tear, to rend, to destroy...
A surge of exultant, prayerful aliveness geysered up in his midriff. Not this time, you furies, not this time, he thought. Not ever. I�ve escaped you. I�m going on the wagon, and I�m going to write again. What do you think of that? I�m thirty-three years old and I�m going to write again. Dr. Baume, here I come. A convert. Help me, a penitent, smudged by the world�s filth, knee deep in vileness. I confess my sins. I want to be well, healed of the murder in my heart. I want to work again.
He stood gulping back the tears. A little late for a crying jag but he might as well get that in, too. Whole hog. He took out his handkerchief, wiped his eyes with violence, feeling ashamed. He looked at his watch. Ten to seven. Malcolm and Clara would be back soon. He�d have a good breakfast. Then he�d put on a windbreaker and go for a long walk with Fred.
But first he must have a bath. He hadn�t been out of his clothes since yesterday afternoon and all at once he felt insufferably grimy. He went upstairs, through the mauve dark of the upstairs hall to the bathroom. He turned on the water in the tub, held his hand under the faucet, adjusting the spigots, watching the emerald whirlpool churning up below. How obliviously one walked through the treacherous bogs of everyday, the swift sudden vortices that gulped like fish mouths at your every step. He wished suddenly that Emily was back and realized that behind the wish was a hurtful thing that he would one day soon have to take to his bosom like the Spartan�s fox. Lila. The little doctor was right. There was no way to live in peace and dignity with two women. At least no way for him. There was no use talking about the Turks. He wasn�t a Turk. He really was, perhaps, much more of a Puritan at heart than Emily.
He turned off the water, reached to undo his tie and realized he didn�t have it on. He went to the mirror over the washbasin and looked at himself. He was a sight � his complexion gray green like blanched seaweed, deep rings under his eyes, his hair matted. And dressed for evening withal, he thought sardonically, dinner jacket, cummerbund, even the white carnation in his buttonhole, somewhat frazzled now � and no tie. What a spectacle. And how charming to recall what he�d done with the tie. Flung it on the floor, like a petulant child, when Emily had come over to fix it for him!
He went out of the bathroom, pulling his jacket off as he walked toward his own bedroom. The door was open slightly and a runnel of amber light spilled over into the purplish gloom of the hall. He must have switched it on when he was turning the room upside down, looking for a shirt. He felt thoroughly ashamed of his outburst now. He must have been terribly tight. And she�d come up and said quietly, �Here, let me do it. You can�t even see straight anymore.�
What had Emily ever given him actually, in return for his indifference and brutality, but love and loyalty and patience. And in his warped, perverse way he�d made of that very patience and loyalty something to use against her. And against himself. Because he realized now he�d loved Emily all along. Emily. He said the name over, with a surge of tenderness. Emily. Emily. How strange, how passing strange. It was true, what the doctor had tried so patiently to get him to see � in some mysterious way he didn�t yet understand he�d been revenging himself on her, making her pay � for what? He couldn�t say yet. That was Dr. Baume�s department. He was eager to get on with it now. And eager to make it up to Emily for all the wasted, warped years.
He stood in the doorway to his bedroom now, saw with disbelief the wild confusion he�d created, emptying the drawers. �Drinking is dangerous for you Bowen.� The doctor�s voice sounded in his mind, almost with the tonality of one of those echo chambers in the movies. �You don�t realize it, but your neurosis is an atom bomb locked up inside of you. When you�re conscious your will keeps it under control...�
Roger shook his head. Unbelievable that a grown man could blow his top like this, over a dress shirt. Like a child splashing cereal around a room. He started to enter the room and suddenly he had a moment of complete clarity, what the psychologists in their specialized jargon labeled �total recall.� He knew what it was he�d actually quarreled with Emily about. It was what Dr. Baume had said to him, on Saturday, �She�s making progress, Bowen, she may surprise you and walk out on you, one of these days.� That was why he�d slapped her. That�s why he�d turned on her, shouting, wild with rage, with fury that it seemed now he�d been choking down for years, all his life. �Yes, I know, you�re going up to Boston and you�ll sit there with your family commiserating with you about your hard life, what a rotter I am and how you ought to leave me, just like your analyst has been telling you to do. Don�t tell me, I know what he�s been putting into your mind. Well, I�m telling you now, you�re not going to leave me, the way you�ve been doing all your life, with chauffeurs and gardeners and who knows who else and then looking so holy about it: �Come here, dear boy, let me fix your tie. You can�t do without your Mummy for even a minute, can you.� Well, you�ll not do it again, you hear, you�re not ever going to leave me again, never, never, never...�
He saw the bow tie on the floor where he�d thrown it. It lay describing a crude arabesque, like a child�s drawing of an S. It was somehow ribald, like the rest, the leftover trace of some high revelry that had struck the room and moved on. He didn�t see Emily until he moved into the room. Her face, too, was a caricature of carnival, a Halloween mask, the eyes wide open and protruding, staring up in a travesty of surprise, the tongue grotesquely swollen, sticking out of her mouth, bunched and purple, like grapes.

One Man�s Secret
RITA WEIMAN

THE STORY
Original publication:Cosmopolitan, March 1943

Largely unknown today, Rita Weiman (1885�1954) once was practically a one-woman factory for producing books and stories that Hollywood gobbled up to make a huge number of films, mostly silent, including The Co-respondent (1917), Madame Peacock (1920), Curtain (1920) with Katherine MacDonald, Footlights (1921) with Reginald Denny, After the Show (1921) with Jack Holt and Lila Lee, The Grim Comedian (1921) again with Jack Holt, Rouged Lips (1923) with Viola Dana and Tom Moore, and The Social Code (1923) with Viola Dana and Huntley Gordon, among others.
Weiman also provided stories for films when the sound era began, including The Witness Chair (1936) with Walter Abel, Margaret Hamilton, and Ann Harding, The President�s Mystery (1936) with Henry Wilcoxon, Sidney Blackmer, and Evelyn Brent, and Possessed (1947) with Joan Crawford, Van Heflin, and Raymond Massey.
Weiman was one of six writers who wrote The President�s Mystery Story (1935), a novel based on President Franklin D. Roosevelt�s idea of a mystery plot: Could someone totally disappear, taking with him his wealth? The other writers were Anthony Abbot, Samuel Hopkins Adams, John Erskine, Rupert Hughes, and S.�S. Van Dine. It did not provide a satisfactory solution and it was reissued in 1967 as The President�s Mystery Plot with a new final chapter by Erle Stanley Gardner.
She also was a playwright, with several of her plays serving as the basis for films, including The Co-respondent (1916), released on film under that title in 1917 and again as The Whispered Name (1924), and The Acquittal (1920), filmed with the same title in 1923 and again in 1953.

THE FILM
Title: Possessed, 1947
Studio: Warner Brothers
Director: Curtis Bernhardt
Screenwriters: Silvia Richards, Ranald MacDougall
Producer: Jerry Wald

THE CAST
��Joan Crawford (Louise Howell)
��Van Heflin (David Sutton)
��Raymond Massey (Dean Graham)
��Geraldine Brooks (Carol Graham)

Told in flashback, Louise Howell, now in a mental hospital, tells her psychiatrist how she came to psychotically walk the streets of a strange city. Holding a responsible position as a nurse for the matriarch of a wealthy family, she secretly falls in love with David Sutton, a confirmed bachelor and rou� who lives across the lake from her placement. They have an affair that he breaks off, tired of her obsessive, possessive love. When the wealthy old woman in Louise�s care is found drowned in the lake, the verdict is that she committed suicide but there are questions. Serious questions. As a trained nurse, Louise recognizes that she is having a breakdown that deteriorates over time, eventually leading to her present situation.
Producing the screenplay for Possessed was not a smooth ride. The first problem occurred when Joan Crawford and director Curtis Bernhardt sought to make the film as authentic as possible, so they visited several psychiatric wards in southern California to observe mental patients. When they watched, without permission, one woman undergoing electroshock treatments, she claimed her privacy had been invaded and sued Warner Brothers, which gave her a substantial settlement.
The first draft of the screenplay was written by Silvia Richards but Wald hired Ranald MacDougall to completely rewrite it. MacDougall had written the script for the wildly popular Crawford vehicle Mildred Pierce two years earlier and was brought in in an attempt to replicate its success. Mildred Pierce garnered Crawford an Academy Award for Best Actress, and she also was nominated for her role in Possessed.
Ever grateful, Crawford apparently threatened to walk off the set permanently unless twin brothers Julius J. Epstein and Philip G. Epstein agreed to rewrite her part. As it happens, the Epsteins had been suspended by the studio so executive producer Jack L. Warner had no choice but to reinstate them and give them back pay. They wrote scenes to Crawford�s satisfaction but they did not get a screen credit. Crawford also insisted that cinematographer Sidney Hickox be replaced by Joseph A. Valentine, despite the fact that Hickox had already worked on the film for more than a month of shooting.
Oddly, Joan Crawford had already starred in a 1931 film titled Possessed that costarred Clark Gable, but the films were completely different with no connection to each other.
When Possessed was first announced by Warner Brothers, it was intended to star Ida Lupino, Paul Lukas, and Sydney Greenstreet.

ONE MAN�S SECRET
Rita Weiman

It would not have occurred to Dean Steward that six months after his wife�s death, he could ask another woman to marry him.
He was standing at his study window when the knock came that proved to be destiny. At first it was lost in the splash of waves against the rocks, a rhythmic sound at once soothing and stirring. Or it may have been his absorption in the view, the swordlike streak of gold that followed sunset, the waters foaming where they hit below the window, the islands that dotted Long Island Sound glistening like amethysts in the afterglow. Today high tide was at twilight, the hour he loved best. He did not hear the knock at the door.
When he bought Rockland years ago as a summer home, he had had part of the wall in this room torn out and the huge stationary pane of glass installed as the frame for a changing picture he never tired of. And always he marveled that this scene of sweeping beauty, these cliffs, the fishing boats, the crescent of white beach curving off to one side of the sprawling comfortable house should be in Westchester within such short distance of New York.
From the time they were little children, Cara and Wyndham loved it. And Pauline, too, when the days were warm and the nights brief. Yet never had he been able to keep her here the year round. She was afraid of winter cold, the early darkness. At this season they would have been moving back to their New York apartment in the beating heart of the city. Pauline always longed for her sixteenth-floor bedroom balcony from which she could gaze down, fascinated, on cars and trucks reduced to miniature; as if from the illusion of their dwarfed size she could draw consolation for her own ineffectuality.
During those long years, those very long years of her intermittent illness, this place had been to Dean a haven where problems seemed less insurmountable. All the staccate events of his life, its tragedies, were centered in New York. In a New York hospital their third child had been born, the little girl who lived only a few hours and took with her into the unknown her mother�s health and peace of mind. And it was from New York that Pauline had been sent to various private sanitariums in the hope that change of scene would conquer the attacks of melancholia, only to write frantic letters pleading to be allowed to come home.
As he gazed into the soft twilight, Dean was thinking that it was here Pauline had found peace, although she never realized the fact. Here she had regained something of the laughter and the sparkle of their early years together. Here she had looked like her daughter�s older sister, with the same aura of red-gold hair as Cara, and Cara�s gentian-blue eyes. Last year this time, just before they returned to town, he had fancied improvement in her condition. He had watched for every little sign � her more frequent smiles; her reviving interest in Cara�s boy friends and Wynn�s ambition to study law. The twins, sixteen then, seemed to bring back their mother�s youth. Last year this time he had dared to hope.
For a moment his thoughts stumbled and he could not lift them to consciousness of the beauty the window framed. In spite of him, they struggled back to the night last May when he had sleepily lifted the receiver and heard the doorman�s panicked, �Mr. Steward, come quick!� After that night he had been unable to look from any of the sixteenth-floor windows of the apartment without having imagination summon the picture of Pauline�s frail body hurtling downward through the darkness. Pauline�s suicide...
The knock came again, louder this time, more imperative. Clouds closed over the streak of gold in the sky. The last bar of daylight sank quickly, coldly, as it does in late autumn.
Dean answered, �Come in.�
The woman who opened the door hesitated. �Do I disturb you?�
�Not at all. I was just mooning over the view. It hits me particularly at this hour this time of year. The sky and water coming together like steel doors closing. Suddenly they�re one. Come over here and take a look.�
But she did not look at the view. She studied Dean�s profile against the luminous background, dark, gaunt, fine, as if etched on the glass; a distinguished profile, gray-streaked black hair sweeping from the high forehead; a nose clean-cut, eyes with the tired, kind expression of a man who has been hurt but not embittered. They were singularly handsome deep-set eyes. A trim mustache touched with gray failed to conceal the sensitiveness of his mouth. It was the face of a scholar with the smile of a friend.
He turned to her, and she glanced quickly out of the window. �Yes, beautiful. But it�s frightening too. There seems to be no beginning and no end.�
�Probably that�s right. We see a beginning and an end because our view is limited. Well, actually, there is no horizon. None ever existed. Our eyes place it there, Gladys, because we can�t see beyond.�
They stood watching the sky darken until all the luminous quality was gone. The splash of the waves sounded heavier, as if giant arms were pounding on the rocks.
She moved away. He followed and switched on a lamp that gently flooded the room. �What time is it?�
�Long after six.�
Dean kept no clock in the study. In these war times he spent all day, every day, at the plant of the Steward Chemical Company located near by. Being a chemist as well as president of the company made his work intensive and exacting. When he came home to this room, he wanted no sense of time passing. �Is Cara home?� he asked.
�Not yet. She went into town for a matinee. I had to see you before she gets back.�
He noticed then for the first time that Gladys�s hands, strong and reposeful � hands always suggestive of sculpture to Dean � were clasped tightly. Any sign of nervousness in this woman who for three years had been his wife�s devoted companion was so unusual that Dean knew there must be something radically wrong.
He motioned to the lounge chair and knelt to light the fire. The flame reflection leaped up to her eyes. They were cool gray eyes ordinarily, with something of the transparency of that twilight water slapping against the rocks. Tonight they had a warmer glow. Yet their expression was troubled.
Dean had never learned her age, but he judged Gladys Mayden to be in her early thirties. She had an untouched virginal quality. There was petal smoothness on her olive skin and in the gloss of brown hair brushed back from her ears in soft wide waves. Her mouth, without a sign of rouge, was nevertheless crimson and firm, chiseled like her hands.
Sitting there by the fire, in a round-necked brown sweater that hugged her breasts, a tan tweed jacket swung around her shoulders, and that anxious look in her eyes, she seemed more human than he had ever seen her.
�What�s bothering you, Gladys?�
She leaned forward. �It�s awfully hard to say this, Mr. Steward, but I can�t stay on any longer.�
�You can�t stay on?� For a second it was impossible to grasp what she meant.
�No. My things are packed. If you can let me go tomorrow, I�d appreciate it.�
�But Gladys, why? Why? What�s happened?�
�Nothing. You didn�t expect me to stay indefinitely?�
�I never thought about it.�
�I did. I�ve thought about it a lot these past six months. I came out here because I wanted to help you and Cara�� she broke off, fumbling for words. �I wanted to get you settled. But you don�t need me any more.�
�Of course we need you. Why, you�ve taken charge of this household for three years. You�re part of it.�
Her eyes filled, and now he understood the reason for their blurred look. Tears had been near the surface. �I tried to do what I could to make things a little easier for you. I... I loved Mrs. Steward, and I love Cara. But � forgive me � I�m not a housekeeper, and I can�t go on living here in that capacity.�
�Certainly not. I never expected you to. But you�re Cara�s companion now. She depends on you.� In his confusion, he was on the point of adding, �So do I.� The panicked realization hit him that life had just begun to move smoothly with a woman�s presence filling it. Through the years of Pauline�s illness there had been no other woman. Pauline loved him, and loyalty to her love had barred such a possibility. Work had been the substitute for passion. Work had been his release. He had devoted himself to laboratory experiments which resulted in his great success at forty. He had cut himself off from social contacts; from the temptation of women.
�Cara is seventeen and very independent,� Gladys was saying. �She has a lot of friends. She has her art studies. When Wynn is home from college, she has him. She doesn�t need anyone else.�
�She loves you. No one else can take your place. It�s utterly absurd for you to think of going.� His mind, his lips held to Cara. He told himself it was for her sake. Cara had been through enough � too much for a young girl. In these past few months he had seen her lovely young face change from a too-old expression to the gaiety which had been hers as a child. That elfin charm, regained last summer, he felt sure was due to Gladys. Often he had noticed the two of them, swimming together, streaking through the waters, glistening like mermaids, dashing out, their tanned bodies almost bare to the sun. Gladys had a beautiful figure whose perfect proportions were lost in the austere clothes she habitually wore. In a bathing suit she had the supple flowing muscles and strength of a boy. It struck him suddenly that he could not recall having seen her before in the clinging sort of sweater she had on tonight. Perhaps this, too, made her seem more human, more feminine. His gaze held to her, frankly seeing her as a woman. �You can�t go, Gladys.�
But her eyes avoided his. �I must go, Mr. Steward. It�s out of the question even to consider staying.�
�Why?� Dean insisted. �Don�t you like us any more?�
�Like you? Like you�� she said, and her voice caught and stopped.
�Well, then,� he put in quickly. �I take it you do like us. That settles any further argument.�
�What I want or what Cara wants doesn�t matter.� He wondered if she purposely avoided including him. �If I stayed it would do Cara more harm than good.� She was on her feet now, slowly pacing the floor. �It�s so hard to tell you � I wish I didn�t have to. But there�s been talk. Oh, won�t you see? I�m a woman alone, and I�m living here with a widower. It�s gossip, unfair to us both � to you, to me. And to Cara, too.�
He leaned an elbow on the mantel, staring down into the fire. Of course, it would be like him not to think of that; to get no inkling of what the populace of a small community would say. The neighbors � naturally! A handsome young woman and an unattached man! The thing was inevitable. He had not realized the injustice to Gladys. His selfish blindness placed her in a position that had the ugly odor of scandal. As long as she decently could, she had stood it without a word. And now she said she must go...
His eyes were on her again. Hungrily. Was the fear that gripped him fear only of another vista of aloneness? Or was a chemical change taking place after all these years of monastic living? The woman before him, tempting him, was this the answer? Or did he actually need her in every way? Without his knowledge had she become necessary to him? Had she quietly entered his life and taken possession? He was not a man of quick decision, so he could find none of the answers. She was going tomorrow. Tomorrow!
�Why didn�t you tell me long ago,� he demanded, unable to account for the flare of anger, �instead of breaking it to me suddenly like this? You might at least have given me a chance to handle the situation.�
�There�s no way � except the way I�ve worked out.� She paused at the window, her back turned. �Don�t think it�s easy.� In the silence Dean heard a low sob, instantly smothered.
�I�m sorry Gladys, I�m sorry. I didn�t mean to hurt you. But you hurl this thing at me�� He stopped short, his throat closing. �Think it over, won�t you?�
�It�s best to leave quickly.� She still stood with her back to him. �Please believe � this is worse for me than for you. Much worse. And forgive me, won�t you?�
Abruptly he asked, �Where will you go?�
�Home.�
�Home?� he repeated. �You know that place isn�t home. You know how miserable you were.�
�I can�t afford to choose.�
�But you can�t go back to helping your mother run a boardinghouse,� he protested.
He thought of her as he had first seen her five years ago on the lawn of her widowed mother�s house, her pallor emphasized by a black dress, looking older than she did tonight. He had taken Pauline for a motor trip through the Adirondacks. They had inquired in a village where to get a good lunch and Mrs. Mayden�s was recommended. Gladys was cutting June roses for the table when they arrived. He remembered distinctly how she came forward to greet them; how she selected a table with a view of the garden.
He remembered how afterward on the porch Pauline sank back, sighing. �I like it. I like that girl. Can�t we stay awhile?� When they were leaving a week later Pauline had wished hopefully, �If only I could take Gladys. If you�d let Gladys live with us, Dean. Her mother makes her a slave and she isn�t happy. She told me.� He remembered the slender black figure on the lawn as they drove away; the strange pleading look in her gray eyes that Pauline couldn�t forget. All � all of it, he recalled vividly. �Let her live with us, Dean.� And so he had gone back the following winter and asked Gladys to come to them.
�I won�t let you go!� he said suddenly, hearing himself say it, wondering... He went over and put his hands on her shoulders and swung her around. �I can�t. Do you hear, Gladys? I can�t let you go.� Her lips were unsteady. He bent down and his closed over them...
Dean held the telephone waiting for Wynn�s, �Swell, Dad.� It was the boy�s usual way of greeting good news. The clear ringing voice had answered his call to Dartmouth with, � �Lo, Dad. What�s up?�
But when Dean announced that he and Gladys were going to be married, no answer came. He thought the connection must have been cut. �Wynn, are you there? Do you hear me?�
�I heard you.�
�Well, is that all you have to say?� Of course it must be the shock. After all, he couldn�t quite realize the thing himself, so why shouldn�t the boy�?
�Okay, Dad.�
�Wynn, aren�t you glad? I�ve been pretty lonely, you know.�
�Sure, I know. I hope you and Gladys�ll be happy.�
�Can you come down next week end?�
�Can�t make the grade. I�m in a jam � exams soon, and I��
Dean said, without attempting to hide his disappointment, �Make it whenever you can, son. Sorry you can�t come soon.�
�Me too. S�long, Dad. Good luck.�
That �S�long� � was it imagination that gave it a note of finality? Gladys had come in while he was at the telephone, and now she said, �Wynn isn�t pleased.� It was not a question. She must have gathered the truth from his end of the conversation.
�Unpreparedness, rather,� Dean tried to put it lightly.
�He�s not coming down?�
�No.� Dean swung around. �Don�t let it worry you, dear. He�ll get used to the idea.�
�Cara is happy about us, isn�t she?�
Yes, Cara was happy. The night before she had whirled into Dean�s arms. �Oh, Daddy, it�s so right. Gladys is such a darling!� Then her gentian-blue eyes brimmed over. �And you�ve been so terribly alone, I�d almost made up my mind never to marry. You need a woman to adore and spoil you.�
�Cara has no reservations,� Dean smiled. �But then she�s a congenital romantic. She�s never had inhibitions. Wynn is inarticulate � like me, I dare say. Wynn doesn�t find readjustment easy. Neither do I.� He smiled again. �That�s by way of warning.�
Gladys bent over his shoulder, her arm slipping about his neck. �Will you feel unhappy about Wynn�s not being here? Shall we wait � would you rather have it that way?�
�We settled on next Saturday, and that�s the way it is.� He drew her down to him and whispered, �That�s the way I want it.�
After a moment she said softly, �We don�t want any fuss. Cara will be here. There�s no need for anybody else.�
�Yes, Max Conrick. He�s my lawyer and best friend � I�d like to have him. And you�ll want your mother.�
Gladys drew away, her gray eyes clouding. �I�m afraid Mother couldn�t stand the trip. She isn�t well, you know.�
�Your cousin, then. He takes the place of a brother. You ought to have someone.�
�Barclay doesn�t mean anything to me.� The pale olive of her skin flushed. �Actually, I don�t like him. I never did. You must have noticed. Mother depends on him, that�s all.�
Now that she spoke of it, Dean had noticed her lack of interest in this second or third cousin � whichever it was � Barclay Haggart, a blond young man with features sculptured somewhat like hers. He had lived with the Maydens, looking after their finances, ever since Mr. Mayden�s death when the widow had been forced to turn the homestead into a boardinghouse. On Haggart�s brief business trips to New York, he always took Gladys to the theater or concerts. Yet she never welcomed his visits.
�I don�t want anybody. Just to be married quietly and go away with you,� she said presently. �To be in your arms � that�s all I want. I don�t need anybody. Except you, Dean.�
They were married the following Saturday. The soft lap of waves against the rocks was like an organ accompaniment. The stream of sunlight through the oblong window made a pool around the small bridal party: Cara with hair and eyes shining; Max Conrick with his gentle expression of understanding.
This was what Pauline would have wanted; Dean felt sure of it. If she could have chosen for him, it would be this girl. Only Wynn was missing, and that still hurt. Until the last minute he had hoped the boy would change his mind and come.
No one spoke of Wynn�s absence that day. Earlier, Cara had seen through his alibi of impending exams. �He�s a crab,� she pronounced. �He�s jealous and doesn�t know it. I�m going to call him.�
�No, dear,� Dean said, �don�t, please. I know you and Wynn understand each other. But don�t interfere. If he doesn�t want to be with us, you mustn�t try to force him.�
There came no word. Not even a telegram. Nothing...
Before they went away that night Dean stood with Gladys at the window in the study. Moonlight silvered her, the satin-smooth olive skin, beige crepe dress, the long spray of orchids trailing along the low neckline, the turban twisted around her hair, hiding it � all merged mystically until she seemed part of the shimmering waters, as if she had risen from them.
�We can see the horizon tonight. That silver line,� he said, �there�s a new world on the other side.� She went into his arms, and he murmured, �You�re beautiful, my darling. I never dreamed how beautiful...�
Following their return from the honeymoon, Dean went up to Dartmouth to see Wynn. Whatever the boy had on his mind must be met and overcome. In this long lanky son of his were glimpses of himself at the same age. It was not so much marked physical resemblance as Wynn�s laconic manner of expression, his easy embarrassment, the sensitivity he refused to admit. The bond between these two was close.
�I thought you�d come back with me. Just the week end,� Dean suggested.
�Can�t yet.�
�You�re coming for Christmas, of course.�
Wynn frowned. While his lips were silent, his fine dark eyes told too much. They told Dean he was searching for means of evasion. �Can�t tell. Thought I�d spend the holidays in New York with Ned Conrick. He�ll be home on leave. Chances are he�ll be overseas soon after. Might not see him again.�
�Ned is coming to us for Christmas. He and Cara, you know � just a pair of kids, but in these times I haven�t the right to stand in their way.�
�Sure, I know. Ned told me. They ought to be married straight off.�
Dean studied the set face and hard jaw. There was something more to Wynn�s insistence than the haste of wartime romance. Max Conrick�s nephew had grown up with the Steward twins. Entering Harvard at seventeen, he had quit his law studies at twenty, immediately after Pearl Harbor, to enlist in the Air Corps. Ned frankly stated to the world at large that he couldn�t remember when he wasn�t in love with Cara; a pity she knew him too well. Until the Air Corps thing came along she had treated him exactly like Wynn, like a brother. The war certainly held great compensations!
�Plan to be with us, son,� Dean urged. �You can�t stay away from a family party.� And finally breaking through the boy�s stubborn silence: �What makes you dislike Gladys?�
�You like people or you don�t,� came harshly. �You just like them or you can�t.�
�Not you! I never knew you to reach any conclusion without some logical reason.� Then Dean added, to convince himself, �Are you sure it�s not because Gladys has taken your mother�s place?�
A streak of fire shot across Wynn�s eyes; came and went, leaving somber resentment. �Maybe that�s it.�
�No one can take your mother�s place, Wynn. But I�ve been a very lonely man. All the years Pauline was so ill�� He stopped, unable to go on, embarrassed.
Wynn asked suddenly, �You�re satisfied now? You�re happy?�
�Very.� What was the boy driving at? �Come to Rockland with me for the week end. Convince yourself. For my sake � for everybody�s.�
They arrived next day in time for lunch. In the entrance hall, Cara was playing with Red, her sad-eyed spaniel. She plunged over the dog into Wynn�s arms. �You old crab, taking such ages to crawl home!�
Anxiously Dean watched Gladys extend a welcoming hand. �Wynn, this is nice. Thank you for coming.�
Wynn shook hands. Quickly, Dean thought; too quickly.
The meal went along smoothly. They talked about the weather, it looked like snow. Skiing possibly tomorrow. Small talk. With everyone except Cara, forced talk despite attempts at quips and gaiety, and the superficial air of reunion. Every so often Dean caught Wynn�s brooding glance straying toward his stepmother.
Suddenly it hit him with a shock: Can the boy imagine he�s in love with Gladys? Is this pose of dislike camouflage? A youngster might very readily fall for an attractive woman he�s seen day in, day out for years. But no, that was absurd. Wynn would not have been able to hide it. Sometime or other he would have slipped up in word, in look.
�How about skating this afternoon, Wynn?� Gladys asked. �Cara and I tried the lake. It�s perfect.�
�Think I�d rather stay here with Dad. Have to trek back tomorrow. Doesn�t give us much time. But you and Cara go ahead.�
Dean pushed back his chair. �Let�s have coffee in my study.�
The coffee table was placed below the picture window. Dean watched Gladys�s white hands move gracefully among cups and service. Why were her hands always a focal point?
For a while no one spoke. The stillness was restful. It was Cara, feeling none of the strain, Cara whose laughing voice applied the spark to dynamite �Isn�t Gladys a knockout since we acquired her? What do you say, Wynn? Wouldn�t she put Garbo out of business?�
�I�d say she could put any other woman out of business.� There was no enthusiasm in the way he said it. His voice had an edge.
�Praise from Sir Hubert,� Gladys smiled.
�You know we almost didn�t get her,� pursued Cara, her gentian eyes traveling from Gladys to her father. �That sweet old babe-in-the-wood over there didn�t know he was in love until she was all packed to go.�
�What d�you mean � go?� Still that edge to Wynn�s voice.
Hastily, trying to head off an explosion, Dean put in, �That�s all in the past. We�ve got her now.�
�She wouldn�t have gone,� came as if Wynn couldn�t hold it back.
The cool gray eyes of the woman at the coffee table were on him, wide and questioning. She asked softly, �Why do you say that, Wynn? I felt I wasn�t needed here any more. I was ready to go.�
�You had no idea of going,� burst from him. �You were set to stay the rest of your life.�
�Wynn, shut up!� Cara tried to head him off.
But now he couldn�t stop. �You put the screws on Dad. Told him you were quitting so he wouldn�t let you quit. I got wise to it last summer. I got the whole blueprint.�
Gladys was on her feet, hand outstretched as Dean sprang up. �Dean, don�t say anything, please. If he believes that, better have him tell you than hide it. I won�t come between you. I won�t hurt you through him.�
�You�re a selfish cruel beast, Wynn.� Cara took hold of his coat lapels, trying to shake him. �Apologize to Gladys. Tell her you were crazy to say such dreadful things.�
But Gladys was on her way to the door, handkerchief to her eyes. Then the door closed and she was gone.
Wynn loosened his sister�s hands from his coat, gripped them tight. �Wish to God I�d cut my tongue out first!� He turned to Dean helplessly, pathetically. �Sorry, sir. Why did you make me come home? I didn�t want to. It�s too late to make up for what I said. But one thing I can do. Quit for good.�
�No, there�s another thing, son. You can come clean and tell me what�s on your mind. I knew something was wrong. From the day I told you Gladys and I were going to be married, I knew. You�ve got to clear this up.�
Wynn�s fists pressed to his forehead. �I can�t. I�ll get out of your way.�
Cara gave a low cry, �Wynn!�
�You don�t mean that,� Dean hastened to say. �Cara is your twin, part of you, just as you�re both part of me. Nothing has ever come between us. Nothing ever will. I understand why you prefer not to stay here,� Dean added. �Suppose you and I go into town for the night.�
He tried to remember what his reaction would have been at seventeen. Shyness, a false armor, determination not to involve others in his emotions.
When they were settled in a hotel suite, he decided to get in touch with Max Conrick. The boy had tremendous admiration for Max. His ambition had always been to study law, to enter the Conrick office like Ned.
It was a stroke of luck to learn from Max that Ned � Lieutenant Edward Conrick, to be exact � had arrived in town that morning on leave possibly to take the place of Christmas.
Dean sent the boys out to dinner, to be followed by a musical comedy and a night club. He wanted to be with Max alone. They dined in the living room of the suite and he poured out the whole story. �You see the impossible situation. He won�t come home again until we can clear up whatever stumbling block is between him and Gladys.�
�It�s a delicate job,� Max observed. Known in court for his quiet manner that covered piercing shrewdness, Max Conrick had a voice that held affection when he chose. �In the three years Gladys took care of Pauline, did Wynn ever quarrel with her?�
�Never to my knowledge.�
Max hesitated, slow color seeping under his sallow skin. �I hate to ask this, old man, but youngsters of that age are up against mental confusion most of the time��
�I know what you�re going to ask,� Dean broke in. �Did Wynn ever fancy himself in love with her?�
�Exactly that.�
�No. Wynn and I were close companions from the time his mother became ill. I had his complete confidence. He hates Gladys, Max. It�s bound to smash us � smash Wynn and me.�
�Not that bad,� Max assured him. �We�ll get at causes tonight.�
In the end, it was neither of them who made Wynn talk. It was Ned, who had shared Wynn�s triumphs and defeats since they were kids.
�How was the show?� Max inquired when they came in.
�We didn�t go to a show.� Ned shut the door, backed against it. �We walked the streets after dinner. Fun in a dim-out! I led Wynn to a couple of bars, but he couldn�t get plastered. He hasn�t learned how to forget. It�s an art.�
Wynn dropped in a chair, very pale, lighting a cigarette with a shaky hand. �I�m okay.�
�Go on,� Ned directed. �Give your Dad a square deal. Quit the Spartan-boy pose; quit letting this thing tear your guts out. If you don�t tell him what you told me, I will.�
Wynn said nothing for a time. Finally: �I said what I did � that she hadn�t any intention of going � because I used to hear her and Mother talking. My room in the apartment was next to theirs. I had my window open one warm evening. Mother was sitting on her balcony.� Wynn wheeled around to face his father. �I shouldn�t tell you this, sir. I haven�t any right.�
�Go ahead. I can take it.�
�Gladys was inside. They were talking back and forth � you know how � but I got every word Mother said. She said, �Of course Dean loves you. Why shouldn�t he? I�m only a shell of a woman.� �
Dean started to protest the suggestion as sheer madness.
Max raised a hand. �Did you hear Gladys answer?�
�Not clearly. But Mother said, �I know it�s only natural. He�s still a young man, and you�re strong and healthy, Gladys.� She began to cry. Gladys came out on the balcony, and I heard distinctly, �Be brave, dear. Don�t cry.� �
Max said, �Remember, your mother wasn�t well. She might have imagined anything.�
�You couldn�t make a mistake, sir. You could tell by the way Gladys answered, she wanted Mother to believe Dad was in love with her. She didn�t deny it. She just said, �Be brave, dear,� as if Mother had to take it.�
�Was anything more said?�
�Not that night.�
�Other nights?�
�Plenty. I got so I believed it too.�
�You mean you thought we were lovers?� Dean demanded.
�That�s what Mother thought.�
�I swear I never thought of Gladys in any way except to be thankful for the help she gave Pauline.�
�Help she gave Pauline?� burst from Wynn. �Help her to want to die � that�s what she did.�
�Good God, Wynn!� Dean�s hands were on the boy�s shoulders.
�I can�t help it. All last summer while she was making a play for you and you didn�t know it, I kept thinking how people subject to melancholia � how easy it must have been for Gladys to convince Mother she wasn�t wanted.�
Dean�s hands gripped tighter. Then they dropped, and he turned helplessly to Max. �You talk to him.�
But again it was Ned who did the talking. �Listen, kid, you think your Dad is tops, don�t you?� The look Wynn gave his father answered. Ned hurried on, �Sixteen � that�s all you were when this nutty idea got you. Well, you�ll be eighteen soon, and in uniform. Two years make a lot of difference to a guy. The way he thinks; the way he reasons. Fight this thing out with yourself before you tackle the fight with your enemies.�
Max added, �You overheard snatches of conversation which led you to certain conclusions. The intonation of a person�s voice isn�t admitted as evidence in court. Did you ever see any evidence in your father�s relationship to Gladys to justify these conclusions?�
�No,� Wynn admitted.
�Then, without justification, you were actually ready to believe your father would carry on an affair with a woman under his own roof.�
�No! I told myself that couldn�t be.�
�But you just said what you overheard made you believe it. You see how confused you must have been.�
�I think� � the look the boy now gave Dean was heartbreaking � �you�ll never forgive me for this, but I�ve got to tell you what I think.�
�I want you to, son. What do you think?�
�That from the day Gladys came to take care of Mother, she meant to marry you.�
Dean said. �Wynn, all the years ahead of us are going to be decided tonight. If you leave me with this corrosion going on inside you, can�t you see we�re finished? I take it you still think something of me � my judgment, my integrity?�
�And how!�
�Leave the solution of this misunderstanding to me. Trust me to clear away all doubts. Just keep on having faith in me, son.�
Wynn said, �You know I will.� And relief was in his white face.
Before he returned to Dartmouth the following day, he told his father he was glad to have unburdened himself; it was like letting down prison bars. Not for a moment did Dean consider seriously the fragmentary bits with which Wynn had built his prison. His own boyhood had created tragedy out of less.
At Rockland once more, he went to his study and stretched in his favorite lounge chair. It was good to be alone for a while. He too had shed a burden.
Toward five Cara burst in, yesterday�s difficulties forgotten. Ned had telephoned from town. She had to dash for a train and have dinner with him. On the way out she flung over her shoulder, �Don�t think Gladys and I were alone last night just because you and Wynn deserted. Her good-looking cousin Barclay Haggart was here. I couldn�t make her ask him to stay over.�
Gladys came in from skating and pulled off her gloves, stretching hands toward the fire. More than ever they looked like marble against the flames. �I didn�t ask Barclay to stay,� she explained when Cara had gone. �I wouldn�t let him bother you.�
�Bother?�
�He came to borrow money � quite a sum.� She tossed her knitted beret on a chair. �The boardinghouse is terribly in the red. I didn�t mean you to know. I thought I�d manage to work it out with the little savings account I had.�
�How much does Mrs. Mayden need?�
�Several thousand. I don�t want to ask you for that much, Dean. It�s only because Mother is ill.�
He went to the desk. �I must arrange to give you enough in your own name to use as you please.�
�No, don�t do that. I don�t want any money of my own.� The fright in her voice amazed him. Then she said, �It�s a new and heavenly sensation to have a man pay my bills. Don�t stop doing it, darling.�
�But you�ll want to take care of your mother.�
�I�d rather have the money come from you.� Her hand swiftly covered the hand holding the pen. �Make the check payable to Mrs. George Mayden. Mother will enjoy the feeling of independence.�
�What do you say to delivering it in person? Would you like to pay her a visit?�
Gladys folded the check in a small square to fit the pocket of her blouse. �No, I want to stay here. With you.�
He got up and held her. He kissed her. �You�ll be happy to learn all the trouble with Wynn is behind us.�
�I couldn�t sleep last night because what he said and the look in his eyes haunted me.�
�Nothing but a sensitive youngster�s imagination.�
�Aren�t you going to tell me?� she prompted.
Dean looked out of the window. It was getting on toward twilight. Ice caked on the pane, and the view was blurred. The sound of waves came like a Greek chorus. Splash, silence, splash, silence...
�Will you feel better � knowing?�
�Yes. Of course, darling.�
�Well, then.� It was difficult to put Wynn�s suspicion into words that would not wound. �I don�t know how to begin.� Again he paused. �Wynn got a notion you and I were in love while Pauline was alive.�
She seemed stunned. �But such a mad idea, Dean!�
�He happened to overhear snatches of conversation and pieced them together.�
�What do you mean, pieced them together?�
�His room was next to the one you shared with Pauline, and he frequently heard you talking to her.�
�Didn�t he tell you what he heard?�
�We had a time getting anything out of him. He wanted to spare me��
�We?� she interrupted. �Who else?�
�Dear, don�t be so upset. I called in Max Conrick to help straighten things out.�
�Max Conrick � a stranger!�
Her vehemence, like her fright, startled him. �Not a stranger by any means. My attorney, my friend for years, who has stood by as adviser in every problem I�ve had to handle.�
�Was Max the only one there?�
�Ned Conrick.�
�Ned � that boy! What business�?�
�Wynn confided in him. It was Ned who made Wynn speak up.�
�Everybody except me. Your lawyer, your son�s pal, everybody but your wife! You didn�t give me the chance to defend myself.�
Her eyes had changed from transparent gray to green with a curious glitter. The swift transition was like the effect of one chemical on another. How often he had seen the same metamorphosis take place in laboratory experiments.
�What reason have you to believe you had to defend yourself?�
�Your son makes an outrageous accusation before two other men, and you dare to ask what cause I had?�
�I haven�t begun to tell you all,� Dean continued, and he had an odd feeling of wanting to pull back, like a man walking toward a precipice. �I didn�t expect to tell you. I did my utmost to convince Wynn he was wrong. So did Max. So did Ned. I succeeded in convincing myself along with him, because what he told us appeared too horrible. Too fantastic. But since you�ve put yourself on the defensive...� Still he could not bring himself to speak.
�Tell me,� Gladys insisted. �Don�t torture me like this.�
Dean paused in front of her. �I don�t know how to say it, Gladys. It�s so inexpressibly cruel � to you; to me. Wynn said that you fed like slow poison to Pauline the idea that I loved you and she was in the way. He believes that was the cause of his mother�s suicide. Now you have the whole of it.�
She sat down, and for a second her eyes closed. Then: �You don�t believe it. You can�t believe it, Dean.�
�Until a few minutes ago I was ready to dismiss the whole thing. Completely.�
�Why do you say, until a few minutes ago?�
�Your own reaction � panic, Gladys � that came when I told you Max was present.�
�Isn�t it perfectly natural?� She caught his arm. He felt the pinch of her fingers. �Would I be human if I were willing to have anybody except you hear anything so foul? We know it�s not true, you and I. You said yourself it�s an insane notion. A phobia existing in Wynn�s mind and nowhere else. Dean, you agree, don�t you? Or do you hate me? Has Wynn made you hate me?�

He loosened her fingers. �We�ve been happy. But only one kind of happiness cannot be smashed. We�ve got to trust each other.�
�Dean, don�t you know I couldn�t possibly have done such a thing? Don�t you remember, Pauline was getting better? Why, we all thought she was going to get well.�
�Yes, those last months. I was sure she was going to get well. But she killed herself.�
�That�s why Wynn was eager to read a double meaning into anything I may have said. Oh, not consciously! But you and I married so soon afterward. He doesn�t realize why he hates me; why he�s willing to believe evil. Don�t you see, he�s young and impressionable, and he adored Pauline? Be patient, darling. I�ll make him believe in me.� Her face was against his, and he felt her tears. �You said � trust. Won�t you trust me, Dean?�
But that night, even with her in his arms, her body pressed to his, he kept seeing her eyes chemicalize from gray to green. He lay awake seeing them through the darkness.

Of his own accord Wynn came to Rockland the following Saturday. Until he left Sunday afternoon he was in the house scarcely at all, yet Dean knew how to translate unspoken words into �Okay, Dad.� He could feel it in the boy�s friendliness to Gladys.
For himself, it was not so easy. It was as though Wynn had stirred up a hornet�s nest of memories. He remembered Pauline�s sad way of repeating. �Are you sure you love me, Dean? We used to be everything to each other. I know I�m not much good any more, but do you still love me?� He remembered her blue eyes filled with tenderness and appeal; helpless appeal like a child�s. He remembered how often she had murmured, �This isn�t fair to you. I know it isn�t fair, but I�d get well, Dean, if only I knew how. I want to be your wife again � I love you so.� The way she clung to him. �I haven�t any right to spoil your life.� The way he had to reassure her. Constantly.
Memories of little things magnified, like looking through the end of an opera glass bringing the past close in gigantic proportions. This would never do! Obviously the chemicalization was in himself.
At Christmas, Wynn came home again. Ned had to remain in camp in Texas, and Cara went down to be with him. It was Gladys who skied and skated with Wynn. �I�ll make him believe in me.� This had been her promise.
One evening shortly after the New Year Barclay Haggart telephoned Gladys. Mrs. Mayden had had a heart attack in the early morning and, no doctor being available, he had rushed her to the nearest hospital through a snowstorm. Her condition was precarious. Would Gladys come at once?
The message came while they were reading in the study after dinner. Dean heard Gladys answer, �Take a private room. Never mind the money... Do you hear? Don�t talk about money. I�ll bring enough. And get a heart specialist. I�ll see what connections � probably the midnight if I can get into town in time.�
In less than half an hour she was gone. �I won�t stay away from you long, darling,� she said in Dean�s arms.
�You must stay until your mother is better.�
�I don�t believe she�s going to get well.� In her voice was fright, the same breathless thing he had been unable to fathom when she asked him not to give her any money of her own. Yet Gladys never appeared to worry about her mother.
�Dear, you�d better have me with you.�
�No � no! If I need you, I�ll send word. I�ll take a room at the hospital. Barclay can take care of everything.�
�What hospital is it?� And after he had written down the name: �You�ll phone me.�
�Every night.�
Toward midnight Dean stood at the window listening to waves slap against the rocks. Yet the sound was more disturbing than soothing. He realized why. He could not understand what had kept him from going with Gladys. Good Lord, here was her mother critically ill! This cousin, Barclay Haggart, why should he be the one to see her through a crisis? That was a husband�s job.
And so early next morning he boarded a plane. He did not notify Gladys. In a few hours they would be together...
But she faced the crisis alone. Dean arrived at the hospital to learn that Mrs. Mayden passed away in her sleep in the small hours of the morning. Mrs. Steward had gone out to the Mayden place, he was told, leaving Mr. Haggart to take charge of all arrangements.
Dean did not wait to telephone Gladys. Probably she had tried to reach him immediately on her arrival. She would know he was on his way to her.
It was late afternoon when he got out to the Mayden place. In the driveway tire tracks marked the hard-packed snow, but there was no sign of a car. He found the door to the porch on the latch and went inside.
At one side of the hall was the parlor and at the other a reception room, the front half of which was an office.
Before the hearth at the far end knelt Gladys. She did not hear him, and for a moment he stood in the doorway. She was feeding papers to the flames, gathering them in both hands from piles beside her, tossing them into the fire: eager, hurried, as if she wanted to get through quickly.
He stepped forward, and Gladys glanced sharply over her shoulder. She made an instinctive gesture as if to sweep the papers together, to cover them with her body. A foolish, futile gesture.
Then she stood up. The flames sent a flare around her. �You gave me a shock. Why didn�t you let me know you were coming?�
�Didn�t you know? Didn�t you make any attempt to reach me at Rockland this morning?�
�Yes. Yes. I did. When I got here and they told me Mother was gone, I went straight to the telephone. I couldn�t get any connection � the storm.�
He knew she was lying. He looked down at the scattered papers and saw that some were letters with the engraved address of the Steward apartment on the envelope flap. He picked up one and turned it over. It was addressed to Barclay Haggart and the distinctive handwriting was unquestionably Gladys�s.
She reached out a hand and he put the letter in it. �I�m getting rid of a lot of old rubbish,� she said. �Barclay wants me to put the place on the market.�
�Have you the right to destroy your mother�s papers before her will is read?�
�Mr. Carruthers, her lawyer, has the will. Everything is left to me. I�m afraid the estate is largely debts.�
�Is Mr. Haggart aware that you�re burning letters addressed to him?�
�They�re nothing. They just have to do with Mother�s business.�
Dean bent to pick up another. And in that instant�s swift survey, he saw that some were from Rockland and others from New York. But all of those she had attempted to conceal bore Barclay Haggart�s name. �I see you and Haggart had quite an extensive correspondence.�
�Dean, give that to me!�
Panic again! The same panic as when she begged him to give her no money; the same that chemicalized her eyes from gray to green.
�Do you really believe I�d read any letter you wrote to another man?�
�I tell you, it�s nothing. I�ll make a package for Barclay. He can burn them himself.� She shuffled through the lot hastily and tied the package with a string. He saw that her hands were shaking. Those hands always so cool and poised!
�What are you afraid of, Gladys?�
�Afraid? Why do you ask? I�ve just been under a frightful strain, and you open the door and walk in like a � like a ghost.�
�I should have come with you last night,� Dean answered. �Now I�ll stay until all this business is settled.�
�But you can�t stay in this house. It�s too cold.�
�You intended to stay here. If you can stand it, I can.�
She made haste to dump the remaining papers on the fire, then locked up the Haggart letters in the office desk. With the key still in one hand, she linked the other through Dean�s arm. �You were good to come. I do need you.�
But Dean scarcely heard. He was listening to the hammering of his thoughts, like the hammering of the waters against the rocks...
The radium of his watch showed a few minutes after one when he suddenly awoke. It was as if something pulled him upright. The high-ceilinged bedroom had an arctic chill. He tugged on his dressing gown and hurried over to close the window.
But with one hand on the sill, he paused. A woman was sobbing, �No � no, I tell you. I won�t! You can�t make me do it.� The answer came too low to hear, yet he recognized a man�s rage. The voices came from the porch.
In a stream of moonlight, as he started for the door, Dean noticed the covers of the bed next to his pulled to the pillow and humped to give the appearance of someone snuggled underneath. He wondered when Gladys had stolen out and how she had managed to get in touch with the man who was downstairs. Or had it all been planned in advance? Had the man � it could be nobody but Haggart � expected to spend the night here?
The stairwell was dark and the stairs uncarpeted. Dean had to feel his way. He must have been overheard for as his foot touched the last step Gladys came in.
Before the flashlight in her hand turned full on him, he saw that she had flung a tweed topcoat over her lacy nightgown. He saw, too, that she was shivering.
�I wasn�t asleep and I heard a noise down here,� she explained. �But it�s all right. There isn�t anybody.�
�There was.� Dean found the switch and lights blazed on. Her face was stricken. �Is Barclay Haggart on his way down the drive now? Don�t lie to me any more. It�s no use. I heard you talking to him.�
She asked, �What did you hear?�
�You were refusing something he wanted you to do, Gladys; crying that you wouldn�t.�
She turned to go up the stairs, but he blocked the way. She sat down, the tweed coat hugged around her. �I�m so cold. Won�t you go up to our room?�
�You weren�t too cold outside when you were with Haggart. Are you in love with him?�
�I hate him.� She began to sob again, but Dean did not touch her. �He�s tortured me for years.�
�What does he want that you refused?�
�He wants me to divorce you and get a big settlement so we can be married.�
�What�s in those letters you�d have destroyed if I hadn�t come in? Are they love letters, Gladys?�
�No. No!�
�But you were in love with Haggart once and the affair resulted in terrific fear of him. Isn�t that so?� She sat looking up at him. He felt again she was searching for some way to avoid a direct answer. �Don�t try to lie. I won�t let you.�
She shook her head. �No, I won�t lie. I should have told you, I suppose. I was sixteen and I�d never been away from this place, Dean. You see how it was, don�t you? He came to my room one night�� She stopped. �I�d never known any other man.�
�And you�ve been lovers ever since.�
�No � I swear!�� please believe me. He wouldn�t let go, but it wasn�t for myself. Money � that�s all he cares about. I wouldn�t let you give me any in my name because I was afraid he�d never leave me alone.�
�You hated him and this place. You always wanted to get out.�
�Yes, yes.�
�That was why you begged Pauline to take you with us, wasn�t it?� The mention of Pauline caught her off guard. She stiffened, and although her eyes were wet, they went green as he had seen them under stress. Should he go on; find out all there was to know? Wynn�s statement: �From the day Gladys came to take care of Mother, she meant to marry you.� An ambitious woman determined to change the color of her drab and disillusioned life, was this the woman he had married? This woman, his wife, was she completely unknown to him?
Events from the day she entered his house passed swiftly. Kaleidoscopically. He brushed a hand across his eyes as if the gesture could banish the vision. At last he was seeing Pauline�s death as Wynn saw it, and he knew how a drowning man felt.
Gladys was pleading that long before they met she had broken with Barclay Haggart.
He halted her with, �Was the scheme to marry me yours alone, or did this fellow have something to do with it? Is that his hold on you?�
�Dean, don�t say such frightful things. I love you.�
She had flung out her hands and he was staring down at them. Sculptured, muscular, unmarred as marble and � suddenly his lips found the word �ruthless� and said it aloud. Her eyes followed his. That was why she did not go on. Neither spoke. It was as if those hands held a key less tangible yet more real than the key which had locked up the letters.
�What did Haggart instruct you to do when you came to live with us?� Dean pursued.
�Nothing, nothing! Why do you suspect me?�
�If what I suspect is true,� he said very low, backing away, �if it�s halfway true, I could kill you here and now.�
Her answer came, and there was no life in it. None at all. �I almost wish you would.�

It was unbelievable that he could return to Rockland with Gladys and take up the daily routine as if nothing had blasted their life.
Actually, nothing cataclysmic had occurred except in his own mind. And looking back, it became clear that it had been happening ever since Wynn planted the first seeds. Except that he went far beyond the spot where Wynn had stopped; far beyond the belief that Gladys had goaded Pauline to suicide.
Useless to tell himself his nerves were shot to pieces. Pauline had been on the road to recovery; Pauline�s wish had been realized, she was getting better. Health, the possibility of being with the man she loved � his wife again! No, there was no motive for suicide. None whatever.
All the physical aspects of the household at Rockland remained those of order and calm. Outwardly, Gladys and himself, husband and wife, devoted as usual. But he made certain they were together only when others were present. He worked late in his study. He slept � when he slept � on the couch in his dressing room. He told the servants he was not feeling well and preferred not to disturb Mrs. Steward. He became a master of subterfuge. And he wondered what the finish would be.
He wondered too if Gladys had any idea of the nightmare he lived in. When she begged him to take her in his arms, did she guess why he could not bear to touch her? Did she realize he could not look at her hands? Whenever he did, it was to picture them seizing Pauline�s frail body in the darkness of night...
If the thing he was convinced of should ever come to light, what would Cara�s future be? Cara knew something was wrong. He could feel her studying him anxiously when she thought he was engrossed in a newspaper or book.
Then came Ned�s final leave before going to parts unknown. With Max Conrick, he was lunching one Saturday at Rockland and he broke the news in his casual way. �This is s�long, I guess, for a while, folks.� He glanced around the table before his eyes rested upon Cara.
�When, Ned?�
He shrugged. �Can�t say, baby.�
Cara gulped hard before words came. �You�re taking it like a � a soldier.�
Dean spoke up. �Why don�t you two see a parson before Ned goes?�
�I�ve proposed to him a dozen times.� Cara protested. �I�m just a washout. He won�t have me.�
Ned�s lips tightened. Then he blurted out, �I�d be a bum to tie her up with a guy who may not come back.�
�Time is of the essence in love as in everything else today,� answered Max.
Dean smiled. �Max is right. I want Cara happy. You�re her happiness, Ned. You should be together while you can.�
Ned bent to the girl beside him. �Hello, my bride,� he said.
�We�ll have the wedding in front of the window, the exact spot where Dean and I were married,� Gladys suggested. �That would be perfect, wouldn�t it, Dean?�
He did not answer but looked at Cara�s shining eyes, as she left the room with Ned. At last he had found escape for the child.
A few minutes later, the maid announced a visitor. She whispered the name to Gladys, but Dean did not need to be told. �If Barclay Haggart is calling� � he tried to give no hint of the sickness inside him � �I suggest that you introduce him to Max and me.�
Gladys was on her way out. �Yes, of course. He�s been wanting to meet you.�
�Why the excitement over Barclay Haggart?� Max inquired when they were alone in the study. �Gladys looks as though she were going to her execution.�
�Not hers,� Dean corrected. �Not hers, Max. Mine.�
Max waited. It was his habit to wait for confidences.
Dean said in a drained voice, �You probably know I�ve been holding back information you ought to have.�
�I do. You�ve looked like hell for weeks.�
�I�m living with an obsession, Max. You�ve got to cure me or it will kill me. I believe my wife is a murderess.�
Max tapped a steady tattoo on the arm of his chair. �So do I,� came finally.
Dean met the sympathetic gaze of the eyes that missed little. He might have known Max would be ahead of him. �How?� he asked.
�I credited every word that boy of yours told us. It was my business to appear not to. I had a bigger job than getting at the truth. I had to save your son for you.�
�How much do you know?�
�Suppose you tell me.�
The steady tattoo kept up as Dean related the history of his Adirondack trip. �The man with her now has knowledge of something that terrifies Gladys,� he ended. �That�s my reason for believing her guilt. But I can�t prove it, even to myself.�
�If I could prove it, would you find it possible to forgive me? Or do you still love her too much?�
�I think, Max, there�s only one woman I ever loved. Pauline.�
�I had an idea that was the case. You understand the science of chemistry, old man. My science is the chemistry of men and women.�
They waited a long time for Gladys. When she finally came in, she asked why they were sitting in the dark. Her voice sounded weary and hoarse. She switched on the lamps.
Dean inquired, �Where is Haggart?�
�Barclay apologizes. He had to get back to New York. Will Ned and Cara be in to dinner?�
Dean almost wished Max were not here and the thing could go unsolved. Gladys looked so frightened. �They�ve gone to see Ned�s mother. Max will stay.�
�I�ll tell cook.�
Max inquired. �What bad news did Mr. Haggart bring you, Gladys?�
�Why do you ask?�
�Come over here, my dear.� He pulled a chair so that, seated, she had to look directly up at him. �You don�t have to hold back anything. I know all there is to know about you and Barclay Haggart. He�s blackmailing you.�
�Did you tell him, Dean?� Her voice shook.
�I have ways of finding out,� Max went on. �You were corresponding with Haggart all the years you were with Pauline. Is he in possession of a letter from you telling exactly how Pauline died?�
�Why should I write him about that? It was all in the papers.�
�But suppose what, you told him wouldn�t look well in the papers. He�d be able to keep on blackmailing you.�
�He has nothing, I tell you.� She turned to Dean. �Don�t let him ask me any more questions. I know you hate me. But don�t let him do this to me. I�m so tired.�
�I want to help you, my dear,� Max said. �Surely if this fellow Haggart is making your life miserable we ought to get after him. The letter he has, you�ve been trying to get away from him, haven�t you? And his price isn�t money alone. It�s yourself.�
�You did tell him, Dean.�
�Yes, I told him. I had to.�
�Why did you have to tell him?�
�Because we can�t go on like this. There�s something horrible between us. Ever since Wynn��
�Don�t!� She jumped up. �Don�t say it. I can�t bear any more.� Dean reached out as he might have reached to drag her away from oncoming wheels, for Max Conrick�s eyes had the eager tenacity that marked them in court when he cornered a witness. Gladys clung to Dean�s hand. �I love you. That�s my punishment. I love you and you hate me.�
�If you love him that much, help clear this up, Gladys. Help us get hold of that letter Haggart keeps on his person. Where can the police find him in New York?�
Like her hands, her eyes had been clinging to Dean. Now they slid away. But not quickly enough. He caught the swift change from gray to green that told him so much more than words or touch. At last he was able to interpret its meaning. Desperation. The glazed fright of a cornered criminal.
She backed to the shadows. �I don�t know where he is.�
�I didn�t imagine you�d tell us.� Max went to her. �Why won�t you?�
�I tell you. I haven�t any idea where Barclay is. There�s no use calling in the police.�
�You must leave that decision to me.�
�No, no.�
�But why, my dear? Why attempt to protect this man who threatens you?�
�Oh, won�t you leave me alone?�
�Max, let her alone,� Dean pleaded. �It�s too much��
But Max apparently did not hear. There might have been no one else in the room, only the woman and himself, the criminal and the law. �We don�t need you, Gladys, to locate Haggart. We�ll catch him upstate. We�ll get him at home.�
She slumped down in a chair and bent almost double. �What do you think that letter would prove?�
�That Pauline Steward was murdered. Not psychologically, mind you, but cold-bloodedly and premeditatedly. That she was getting well, and all the plans you and Haggart made were being defeated. That one night she wasn�t sleeping well and you told her to go on the balcony for fresh air. Then you stole out behind her and lifted her in those strong, pretty hands of yours and let her fall.�
Gladys shivered. She held her hands under the lamp and examined them as if they were no part of her. �Is that why you won�t let them touch you, Dean?� she said. �Do you believe what he says?�
�Yes. I�m afraid I do.�
�You�re wrong,� she whispered. �I used to beg her not to go out on the balcony. I used to fear the very thing that happened.�
�You mean fear of the temptation to kill her?� Max leaned closer.
She shivered again. �Barclay said it would be so easy. From the minute he spoke of it, every time she went out there, I thought: He�s right and it could never be proved.�
�That,� said Max, �is the common belief of crime.�
�But he was right. Even though you force a confession from me, it could never be proved. You know that too, Dean. Only � I�d have to go back to Barclay. I could never stay here, could I?�
�No,� said Dean. �You must leave here.�
Max moved to the desk and picked up the telephone. �Give me New York�� he began.
�Not yet, Max!� Dean strode across the room. �We�ve got to talk it over first. There�s too much to consider. Cara � think what finding this out will do to her. Don�t call in the police. Not yet.�
�It�s not our job to play God. Not for your peace of mind, Dean, or Cara�s happiness. This thing is bigger than either of you. And my job is to see justice done.� But Max made no further move to put through his call. He looked past Dean toward the picture window. He was leaning forward as if listening for something. It came at last � a thud, a splash.
Dean wheeled around. The door was shut, and Gladys was gone.
Max hung up the telephone. �It�s what I expected she might do.�
There came only the rhythmic sound of waves against the rocks.

The Ghost of John Holling
EDGAR WALLACE

THE STORY
Original publication:The Saturday Evening Post, March 8, 1924; first collected in The Steward (London, Collins, 1932)

During the height of his popularity in the 1920s as the most successful thriller writer who ever lived, Richard Horatio Edgar Wallace (1875�1932) is reputed to have been the author of one of every four books sold in England. After dropping out of school at an early age, he joined the army and was sent to South Africa, where he wrote war poems and later worked as a journalist during the Boer War. Returning to England with a desire to write fiction, he self-published The Four Just Men (1905), a financial disaster, but went on to produce more than 170 books and 18 plays, earning him a fortune � reportedly more than a quarter of a million dollars a year during the last decade of his life, but his extravagant lifestyle left his estate deeply in debt when he died.
In �The Ghost of John Holling,� a series of thefts aboard an ocean liner seem to occur only when one of the stewards sees the ghost of a man whose throat had been slit on an earlier cruise.
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The plot of Mystery Liner bears virtually no relation to the short story. A new process allowing the ocean liner to be controlled from a laboratory on land is being tested. A rival company attempts to steal the plans, killing the inventor of the process, so the police come aboard to solve the murder.

THE GHOST OF JOHN HOLLING
Edgar Wallace

�There are things about the sea that never alter,� said Felix Jenks, the steward. �I had a writing gentleman in one of my suites last voyage who said the same thing, and when writing people say anything original, it�s worth jotting down. Not that it often happens.
� �Felix,� he said, �the sea has got a mystery that can never be solved � a magic that has never been and never will be something-or-other to the tests of science.� (I�m sure it was �tests of science,� though the other word has slipped overboard.)
�Magic � that�s the word. Something we don�t understand, like the mirror in the bridal suite of the Canothic. Two men cut their throats before that mirror. One of �em died right off, and one lived long enough to tell the steward who found him that he�d seen a shadowy sort of face looking over his shoulder and heard a voice telling him that death was only another word for sleep.
�That last fellow was Holling � the coolest cabin thief that ever traveled the Western Ocean. And what Holling did to us when he was alive was nothing to what he�s done since, according to certain stories I�ve heard.
�Spooky told me that when the mirror was taken out of the ship and put in the stores at Liverpool, first the storekeeper and then a clerk in his office were found dead in the storeroom. After that it was carried out to sea and dropped into fifty fathoms of water. But that didn�t get rid of Holling�s ghost.
�The principal authority on Holling was the steward who worked with me. Spooky Simms his name was, and Spooky was so called because he believed in ghosts. There wasn�t anything in the supernatural line that he didn�t keep tag on, and when he wasn�t making tables rap he was casting horror-scopes � is that the way you pronounce it?
� �I certainly believe in Holling�s ghost,� said Spooky on this voyage I�m talking about now, �and if he�s not on this packet at this minute, I�m no clairvoyager. We passed right over the spot where he died at three-seven this morning, and I woke up with the creeps. He�s come aboard � he always does when we go near the place he committed suicide.�
�There was no doubt that Spooky believed this, and he was a man with only one delusion: that he�d die in the poorhouse and his children would sell matches on the street. That accounts for the fact that he hoarded every cent he made.
�Personally, I don�t believe in spooks, but I do admit that there is one magical thing about the sea � the way it affects men and women. Take any girl and any man, perfect strangers and not wanting to be anything else, put them on the same ship and give them a chance of talking to one another, and before you know where you are his wastepaper basket is full of poetry that he�s torn up because he can�t find a rhyme for �love,� and her wastepaper basket�s top-high with bits of letters she�s written to the man she was going to marry, explaining that they are unsuitable for one another and that now she sees in a great white light the path that love has opened for her.
�I know, because I�ve read �em. And the man hasn�t got to be handsome or the girl a doll for this to happen.
�There was a gang working the Mesopotamia when I served in her a few years ago that was no better and no worse than any other crowd that travels for business. They used to call this crowd �Charley�s,� Charley Pole being the leader. He was a nice young fellow with fair, curly hair, and he spoke London English, wore London clothes, and had a London eyeglass in his left eye.
�Charley had to work very carefully, and he was handicapped, just as all the other gangs were handicapped, by the Pure Ocean Movement, which our company started. Known cardsharps were stopped at the quayside by the company police and sent back home again � to America if they were American, to England if they were English. About thirty of our stewards were suspended, and almost every bar steward in the line, and it looked as if the Western Ocean was going to be a dull place. Some of the crowds worked the French ships � and nearly starved to death, for though the French are, by all accounts, a romantic race, they�re very practical when it comes to money.
�So the boys began to drift back to the English and American lines, but they had to watch out, and it was as much as a steward�s place was worth to tip them off. Charley was luckier than most people, for he hadn�t got the name that others had got, and though the company officials loked down their noses every time he went ashore at Southampton, they let him through.
�Now the Barons of the Pack (as our old skipper used to call them) are plain businessmen. They go traveling to earn a living, and have the same responsibilities as other people. They�ve got wives and families and girls at high school and boys at college, and when they�re not cutting up human lamb they�re discussing the high cost of living and the speculation in the stock market and how something ought to be done about it.
�But on one point they�re inhuman: they have no shipboard friendships that can�t pay dividends. Women � young, old, beautiful, or just women � mean nothing in their lives. So far as they are concerned, women passengers are in the same category as table decorations � they look nice, but they mean nothing. Naturally, they meet them, but beyond a �Glad to meet you, Mrs. So-and-so,� the big men never bother with women.
�That was why I was surprised when I saw Charley Pole walking the boat deck with Miss Lydia Penn for two nights in succession. I wasn�t surprised at her, because I�ve given up being surprised at women.
�She had Suite 107 on C deck, and Spooky Simms and I were her room stewards � we shared that series � so that I knew as much about her as anybody. She was a gold-and-tortoiseshell lady and had more junk on her dressing-table than anybody I�ve known. Silver and glass and framed photographs and manicure sets, and all her things were in silk, embroidered with rosebuds. A real lady.
�From what she told me, she was traveling for a big women�s outfitters in Chicago. She had to go backward and forward to London and Paris to see new designs, and by the way she traveled it looked as if no expenses were spared.
�As a looker, Miss Lydia Penn was in the deluxe class. She had golden hair, just dull enough to be genuine, and a complexion like a baby�s. Her eyebrows were dark and so were her eyelashes.
�I admire pretty girls. I don�t mean that I fall in love with them. Stewards don�t fall in love � they get married between trips and better acquainted when the ship�s in dry dock. But if I was a young man with plenty of money and enough education to pass across the line of talk she�d require, I shouldn�t have gone further than Miss Penn.
�But she wasn�t everybody�s woman � being a little too clever to suit the average young businessman.
�The day before we made Nantucket Lightship, Spooky Simms came to me as I was going off watch. �Remember me telling you about Holling?� he said.
�As a matter of fact, I�d forgotten all about the matter.
� �He�s on board � saw him last night as plain as you � if it�s possible, plainer. He was leaning up against Number Seven boat, looking white and ill. Plain! Why, I can see him now. There will be trouble!�
�And he was right. Mr. Alex McLeod of Los Angeles took his bag from the purser�s safe that night to save himself trouble first thing in the morning. He locked the bag in a big trunk and locked the door of his cabin, and wanted to give the key to Spooky, who was his steward. But Spooky was dead-scared.
� �No, sir, you�d better keep it. And if you�ll allow me to say so, sir, I shouldn�t leave any valuables lying about tonight if I was you.�
�When Mr. McLeod went to his bag the next morning, three thousand dollars and a gold watch and chain were gone.
� �Holling,� said Spooky, and you couldn�t budge him. He was one of those thin, bald men that never change their opinions.
�The Central Office people investigated the case, but that�s where it ended.
�It wasn�t much of a coincidence that Miss Penn and Charley were on the ship when it turned round. Charley was on business, and so was she. I saw them together lots of times, and once he came down with her and stood outside her cabin while she dug up some photographs of the South Sea Islands.
�Charley�s partner was a fellow named Cowan, a little fellow with the biggest hands I�ve ever seen. They say he could palm a whole pack and light a cigarette with the same hand without the sharpest pair of eyes spotting it.
�One morning I took Cowan in his coffee and fruit, and I thought he was sleeping, but just as I was going away he turned round.
� �Felix,� he said, �who is that dame in the private suite?�
�I told him about Miss Penn.
� �She�s got Charley going down for the third time,� he said, worried, �and he�s sidestepping business. We�re eight hundred dollars bad this trip unless somebody comes and pushes it into my hand � and that only happens in dreams.�
� �Well, it�s your funeral, Mr. Cowan,� I said.
� �And I�ll be buried at sea,� he groaned.
�Cowan must have talked straight to Charley, because that same night the smoke-room waiter told me that Charley had caught an English Member of Parliament for a thousand dollars over a two-handed game this bird was trying to teach him.
�We got to Cherbourg that trip early in the morning, and I had to go down to lock up the lady�s baggage, because she was bound for Paris. She was kneeling on the sofa looking out of the porthole at Cherbourg, which is about the same thing as saying she was looking at nothing, for Cherbourg is just a place where the sea stops and land begins.
� �Oh, steward,� she said, turning round, �do you know if Mr. Pole is going ashore?�
� �No, Miss,� I said, �not unless he�s going ashore in his pajamas. The tender is coming alongside, and when I went into his cabin just now he was still asleep.�
� �Thank you,� she said, and that was all.
�She went off in the tender and left me the usual souvenir. She was the only woman I�ve met that tipped honest.
�There was some delay after the tender left, and I wondered why, till I heard that a certain English marquis who was traveling with us discovered that his wife�s jewel-case had been lifted in the night, and about twenty thousand pounds� worth of pearls had been taken.
�It is very unpleasant for everybody when a thing like that happens, because the first person to be suspected is the bedroom steward. After that, suspicion goes over to the deck hands, and works its way round to the passengers.
�The chief steward sent for all the room-men, and he talked straight.
� �What�s all this talk of Holling�s ghost?� he said, extremely unpleasant. �I am here to tell you that the place where Holling�s gone, money � especially paper money � would be no sort of use at all, so we can rule spirits out entirely. Now, Spooky, let�s hear what you saw.�
� �I saw a man go down the alleyway toward Lord Crethborough�s suite,� he said, �and I turned back and followed him. When I got into the alleyway, there was nobody there. I tried the door of his cabin and it was locked. So I knocked, and his lordship opened the door and asked me what I wanted. This was at two o�clock this morning � and his lordship will bear me out.�
� �What made you think it was a ghost?� asked the chief steward.
� �Because I saw his face � it was Holling.�
�The chief steward thought for a long time.
� �There�s one thing you can bet on � he�s gone ashore at Cherbourg. That town was certainly made for ghosts. Go to your stations and give the police all the information you can when they arrive.�
�On the trip out, Miss Penn was not on the passenger list, and the only person who was really glad was Cowan. When he wasn�t working, I used to see Charley moping about the alleyway where her cabin had been, looking sort of miserable, and I guessed that she�d made a hit. We had no robberies, either; in fact, what with the weather being calm and the passengers generous, it was one of the best trips I�ve ever had.
�We were in dock for a fortnight replacing a propeller, and just before we sailed I had a look at the chief steward�s list and found I�d got Miss Penn again, and to tell you the truth I wasn�t sorry, although she was really Spooky�s passenger.
�I don�t think I�ve ever seen a man who looked happier than Charley Pole when she came on board. He sort of fussed round her like a pet dog, and for the rest of the voyage he went out of business. Cowan felt it terribly.
� �I�ve never seen anything more unprofessional in my life, Felix,� he said bitterly to me one day. �I�m going to quit at the end of this trip and take up scientific farming.�
�He was playing patience in his room � the kind of patience that gentlemen of Mr. Cowan�s profession play when they want to get the cards in a certain order.
� �What poor old Holling said about Charley is right � a college education is always liable to break through the skin.�
� �Did you know Holling?� I asked.
� �Did I know him? I was the second man in the cabin after Spooky found him. In fact, I helped Spooky get together his belongings to send to his widow.� He sighed heavily. �Holling did some foolish things in his time, but he never fell in love except with his wife.�
� �Have you heard about his ghost?� I asked.
�Cowan smiled.
� �Let us be intelligent,� he said. �Though I admit that the way Charley goes on is enough to make any self-respecting cardman turn in his watery tomb.�
�Two days out of New York we struck a real ripsnorting southwester � the last weather in the world you�d expect Holling to choose for a visit. At about four o�clock in the morning, Spooky, who slept in the next bunk to me, woke up with a yell and tumbled out onto the deck.
� �He�s aboard!� he gasped.
�There were thirty stewards in our quarters, and the things they said to Spooky about Holling and him were shocking to hear.
� �He�s come on board,� said Spooky, very solemn.
�He sat on the edge of his bunk, his bald head shining in the bulkhead light, his hands trembling.
� �You fellows don�t think as I think,� he said. �You haven�t got my spiritual eyesight. You laugh at me when I tell you that I shall end my days in the poorhouse and my children will be selling matches, and you laugh at me when I tell you that Holling�s come aboard � but I know. I absolutely know!� �

�When we got to New York, the ship was held up for two hours while the police were at work, for a lady passenger�s diamond sunburst had disappeared between seven o�clock in the evening and five o�clock in the morning, and it was not discovered.
�Miss Penn was a passenger on the home trip, and this time Charley wasn�t as attentive. He didn�t work, either, and Cowan, who was giving him his last chance, threw in his hand and spent his days counting the bits of gulf weed we passed.
�As I�ve said before, there�s one place on a ship for getting information and that�s the boat deck after dark. Not that I ever spy on passengers � I�d scorn the action. But when a man�s having a smoke between the boats, information naturally comes to him.
�It was the night we sighted England, and the Start Light was winking and blinking on the port bow, and I was up there having a few short pulls at a pipe, when I heard Charley�s voice. It wasn�t a pleasant kind of night � it was cold and drizzling � and they had the deck to themselves, he and Miss Penn.
� �You�re landing at Cherbourg?� said Charley.
� �Yes,� said Miss Penn, and then: �What has been the matter with you all this voyage?�
�He didn�t answer at once. I could smell the scent of his Havana. He was thinking things over before he spoke.
� �You generally get off a boat pretty quick, don�t you?� he asked in his drawling voice.
� �Why, yes,� she said. �I�m naturally in a hurry to get ashore. Why do you say that?�
� �I hope Holling�s ghost isn�t walking this trip,� he said.
� �What do you mean?� she asked.
�And then he said in a low voice, �I hope there�ll be no sunbursts missing tomorrow. If there are, there�s a tugful of police meeting us twenty miles out of Cherbourg. I heard it coming through on the wireless tonight � I can read Morse code � and you�ll have to be pretty quick to jump the boat this time.�
�It was such a long while before she answered that I wondered what had happened, and then I heard her say, �I think we�ll go down, shall we?� �

�It was six o�clock the next morning and I was taking round the early coffee when I heard the squeal. There was a Russian count, or prince or something, traveling on C deck, and he was one of the clever people who never put their valuables in the purser�s safe. Under his pillow he had a packet of loose diamonds that he�d been trying to sell in New York. I believe that he couldn�t comply with some Customs regulations and had to bring them back. At any rate, the pocketbook that held them was found empty in the alleyway, and the diamonds were gone. I had to go to the purser�s office for something and I saw him writing out a radiogram, and I knew that this time nothing was being left to chance and that the ship would be searched from the keel upwards.
� �They can search it from the keel downwards,� said Spooky gloomily when I told him. �You don�t believe in Holling, Felix, but I do. Those diamonds are gone.�
�And then what I expected happened. The ship�s police took charge of the firemen�s and stewards� quarters; nobody was allowed in or out and we were ordered to get ready to make a complete search of passengers� baggage. The tug came up about nine o�clock and it was crowded, not with French police but with Scotland Yard men who had been waiting at Cherbourg.
�The police interviewed the Russian and got all they could out of him, which was very little, and then the passengers were called to the main saloon and the purser said a few words to them. He apologized for giving them trouble, but pointed out that it was in the interests of the company that the thief should be discovered.
� �We shan�t keep you long, ladies and gentlemen,� he said. �There is an adequate force of detectives on board to make the search a rapid one, but I want every trunk and every bag opened.�
�The ship slowed down to half speed, and then began the biggest and most thorough search I�ve ever seen in all my experience of seagoing. Naturally, some of the passengers kicked, but the majority of them behaved sensibly and helped the police all they knew how. And the end of it was � not a loose diamond was brought to light.
�There was only one person who was really upset by the search, and that was Charley. He was as pale as death and could hardly keep still for a second. I watched him, and I watched Miss Penn, who was the coolest person on board. He kept as close to the girl as he could, his eyes never leaving her, and when the search of the baggage was finished and the passengers were brought to the main saloon again, he was close behind her. This time the purser was accompanied by a dozen men from headquarters, and it was the Inspector in Charge who addressed the crowd.
� �I want, first of all, to search all the ladies� handbags, and then I wish the passengers to file out � the ladies to the left, the gentlemen to the right � for a personal search.�
�There was a growl or two at this, but most of the people took it as a joke. The ladies were lined up and a detective went along, opened each handbag, examined it quickly, and passed on to the next. When they got to Miss Penn, I saw friend Charley leave the men�s side and, crossing the saloon, stand behind the detective as he took the girl�s bag in his hand and opened it. I was close enough to see the officer�s changed expression.
� �Hullo, what�s this?� he said, and took out a paper package.
�He put it on the table and unrolled it. First there was a lot of cotton wool, and then row upon row of sparkling stones. You could have heard a pin drop.
� �How do you account for having these in your possession, Madam?� asked the detective.
�Before she could reply, Charley spoke.
� �I put them there,� he said. �I took them last night and placed them in Miss Penn�s handbag in the hope that her handbag would not be searched.�
�I never saw anybody more surprised than Miss Penn.
� �You�re mad,� she said. �Of course you did nothing of the sort.�
�She looked round the saloon. The stewards were standing in a line to cover the doors, and after a while she saw Spooky.
� �Simms,� she called.
�Spooky came forward. As he came, Miss Penn spoke in a low voice to the detective.
� �Simms, do you remember that I sent you down to my cabin for my bag?�
� �No, Miss,� he said, �you never asked me for a bag.�
�She nodded. �I didn�t think you�d remember.� And then: �That is your man, Inspector.�
�Before Spooky could turn, the police had him, and then Miss Penn spoke.
� �I am a detective in the employment of the company, engaged in marking down cardsharpers, but more especially on the Holling case. I charge this man with the willful murder of John Holling on the high seas, and with a number of thefts, particulars of which you have.�
�Yes, it was Spooky who killed Holling � Spooky, half mad with the lunatic idea he�d die in the poorhouse, who had robbed and robbed and robbed, and when he was detected by Holling, who woke up and found Spooky going through his pocketbook, had slashed him with a razor and invented the story of the face in the mirror. Whether he killed the other man I don�t know � it is very likely. One murder more or less wouldn�t worry Spooky, when he thought of his children selling matches on the streets. Was he mad? I should say he was. You see, he had no children!
�I didn�t see Miss Penn again until she came out on her honeymoon trip. There was a new gang working on the ship � a crowd that had been pushed off the China route and weren�t very well acquainted with the regulars that worked the Western Ocean. One of them tried to get Miss Penn�s husband into a little game.
� �No, thank you,� said Charley. �I never play cards these days.� �
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THE GIOCONDA SMILE
Aldous Huxley

�Miss Spence will be down directly, sir.�
�Thank you,� said Mr. Hutton, without turning round. Janet Spence�s parlormaid was so ugly � ugly on purpose, it always seemed to him, malignantly, criminally ugly � that he could not bear to look at her more than was necessary. The door closed. Left to himself, Mr. Hutton got up and began to wander round the room, looking with meditative eyes at the familiar objects it contained.
Photographs of Greek statuary, photographs of the Roman Forum, colored prints of Italian masterpieces, all very safe and well known. Poor, dear Janet, what a prig � what an intellectual snob! Her real taste was illustrated in that water-color by the pavement artist, the one she had paid half a crown for (and thirty-five shillings for the frame). How often he had heard her tell the story, how often expatiate on the beauties of that skillful imitation of an oleograph! �A real Artist in the streets,� and you could hear the capital A in Artist as she spoke the words. She made you feel that part of his glory had entered into Janet Spence when she tendered him that half-crown for the copy of the oleograph. She was implying a compliment to her own taste and penetration. A genuine Old Master for half a crown. Poor, dear Janet!
Mr. Hutton came to a pause in front of a small oblong mirror. Stooping a little to get a full view of his face, he passed a white, well-manicured finger over his mustache. It was as curly, as freshly auburn, as it had been twenty years ago. His hair still retained its color, and there was no sign of baldness yet � only a certain elevation of the brow. �Shakespearean,� thought Mr. Hutton, with a smile, as he surveyed the smooth and polished expanse of his forehead.
Others abide our question, thou art free... Footsteps in the sea... Majesty... Shakespeare, thou should be living at this hour. No, that was Milton, wasn�t it? Milton, the Lady of Christ�s. There was no lady about him. He was what the women would call a manly man. That was why they liked him � for the curly auburn mustache and the discreet redolence of tobacco. Mr. Hutton smiled again; he enjoyed making fun of himself. Lady of Christ�s? No, no. He was the Christ of Ladies. Very pretty, very pretty. The Christ of Ladies. Mr. Hutton wished there were somebody he could tell the joke to. Poor, dear Janet wouldn�t appreciate it, alas!
He straightened himself up, patted his hair, and resumed his peregrination. Damn the Roman Forum; he hated those dreary photographs.
Suddenly he became aware that Janet Spence was in the room, standing near the door. Mr. Hutton started, as though he had been taken in some felonious act. To make these silent and spectral appearances was one of Janet Spence�s peculiar talents. Perhaps she had been there all the time, and seen him looking at himself in the mirror. Impossible! But, still, it was disquieting.
�Oh, you gave me such a surprise,� said Mr. Hutton, recovering his smile and advancing with outstretched hand to meet her.
Miss Spence was smiling too: her Gioconda smile, he had once called it in a moment of half-ironical flattery. Miss Spence had taken the compliment seriously, and always tried to live up to the Leonardo standard. She smiled on in silence while Mr. Hutton shook hands; that was part of the Gioconda business.
�I hope you�re well,� said Mr. Hutton. �You look it.�
What a queer face she had! That small mouth pursed forward by the Gioconda expression into a little snout with a round hole in the middle as though for whistling � it was like a penholder seen from the front. Above the mouth a well-shaped nose, finely aquiline. Eyes large, lustrous, and dark, with the largeness, luster, and darkness that seems to invite sties and an occasional bloodshot suffusion. They were fine eyes, but unchangingly grave. The penholder might do its Gioconda trick, but the eyes never altered in their earnestness. Above them, a pair of boldly arched, heavily penciled black eyebrows lent a surprising air of power, as of a Roman matron, to the upper portion of the face. Her hair was dark and equally Roman; Agrippina from the brows upward.
�I thought I�d just look in on my way home,� Mr. Hutton went on. �Ah, it�s good to be back here� � he indicated with a wave of his hand the flowers in the vases, the sunshine and greenery beyond the windows � �It�s good to be back in the country after a stuffy day of business in town.�
Miss Spence, who had sat down, pointed to a chair at her side.
�No, really, I can�t sit down,� Mr. Hutton protested. �I must get back to see how poor Emily is. She was rather seedy this morning.� He sat down, nevertheless. �It�s these wretched liver chills. She�s always getting them. Women�� He broke off and coughed, so as to hide the fact that he had uttered. He was about to say that women with weak digestions ought not to marry; but the remark was too cruel, and he didn�t really believe it. Janet Spence, moreover, was a believer in eternal flames and spiritual attachments. �She hopes to be well enough,� he added, �to see you at luncheon tomorrow. Can you come? Do!� He smiled persuasively. �It�s my invitation too, you know.�
She dropped her eyes, and Mr. Hutton almost thought that he detected a certain reddening of the cheek. It was a tribute; he stroked his mustache.
�I should like to come if you think Emily�s well enough to have a visitor.�
�Of course. You�ll do her good. You�ll do us both good. In married life three is often better company than two.�
�Oh, you�re cynical.�
Mr. Hutton always had a desire to say �Bow-wow-wow� whenever that last word was spoken. It irritated him more than any other word in the language. But instead of barking he made haste to protest.
�No, no. I�m only speaking a melancholy truth. Reality doesn�t always come up to the ideal, you know. But that doesn�t make me believe any the less in the ideal. Indeed, I believe in it passionately � the ideal of a matrimony between two people in perfect accord. I think it�s realizable.�
He paused significantly and looked at her with an arch expression. A virgin of thirty-six, but still unwithered; she had her charms. And there was something really rather enigmatic about her. Miss Spence made no reply, but continued to smile. There were times when Mr. Hutton got rather bored with the Gioconda. He stood up.
�I must really be going now. Farewell, mysterious Gioconda.� The smile grew intenser, focused itself, as it were, in a narrower snout. Mr. Hutton made a Cinquecento gesture, and kissed her extended hand. It was the first time he had done such a thing; the action seemed not to be resented. �I look forward to tomorrow.�
�Do you?�
For answer Mr. Hutton once more kissed her hand, then turned to go. Miss Spence accompanied him to the porch.
�Where�s your car?� she asked.
�I left it at the gate of the drive.�
�I�ll come and see you off.�
�No, no.� Mr. Hutton was playful, but determined. �You must do no such thing. I simply forbid you.�
�But I should like to come,� Miss Spence protested, throwing a rapid Gioconda at him.
Mr. Hutton held up his hand. �No,� he repeated, and then, with a gesture that was almost the blowing of a kiss, he started to run down the drive, lightly, on his toes, with long, bounding strides like a boy�s. He was proud of that run; it was quite marvelously youthful. Still, he was glad the drive was no longer. At the last bend, before passing out of sight of the house, he halted and turned round. Miss Spence was still standing on the steps, smiling her smile. He waved his hand, and this time quite definitely and overtly wafted a kiss in her direction. Then, breaking once more into his magnificent canter, he rounded the last dark promontory of trees. Once out of sight of the house he let his high paces decline to a trot, and finally to a walk. He took out his handkerchief and began wiping his neck inside his collar. What fools, what fools! Has there ever been such an ass as poor, dear Janet Spence? Never, unless it was himself. Decidedly he was the more malignant fool, since he, at least, was aware of his folly and still persisted in it. Why did he persist? Ah, the problem that was himself, the problem that was other people...
He had reached the gate. A large, prosperous-looking motor was standing at the side of the road.
�Home, M�Nab.� The chauffeur touched his cap. �And stop at the crossroads on the way, as usual,� Mr. Hutton added, as he opened the door of the car. �Well?� he said, speaking into the obscurity that lurked within.
�Oh, Teddy Bear, what an age you�ve been!� It was a fresh and childish voice that spoke the words. There was the faintest hint of Cockney impurity about all the vowel sounds.
Mr. Hutton bent his large form and darted into the car with the agility of an animal regaining his burrow.
�Have I?� he said, as he shut the door. The machine began to move. �You must have missed me a lot if you found the time so long.� He sat back in the low seat; a cherishing warmth enveloped him.
�Teddy Bear...� and with a sigh of contentment a charming little head declined onto Mr. Hutton�s shoulder. Ravished, he looked down sideways at the round, babyish face.
�Do you know, Doris, you look like the picture of Louise de Kerouaille.� He passed his fingers through a mass of curly hair.
�Who�s Louise de Kera-whatever-it-is?� Doris spoke from remote distances.
�She was, alas! Fuit. We shall all be �was� one of these days. Meanwhile...�
Mr. Hutton covered the babyish face with kisses. The car rushed smoothly along. M�Nab�s back, through the front window, was stonily impassive, the back of a statue.
�Your hands,� Doris whispered. �Oh, you mustn�t touch me. They give me electric shocks.�
Mr. Hutton adored her for the virgin imbecility of the words. How late in one�s existence one makes the discovery of one�s body!
�The electricity isn�t in me, it�s in you.� He kissed her again, whispering her name several times: Doris, Doris, Doris. The scientific appellation of the sea-mouse, he was thinking as he kissed the throat she offered him, white and extended like the throat of a victim awaiting the sacrificial knife. The sea-mouse was a sausage with iridescent fur: very peculiar. Or was Doris the sea-cucumber, which turns itself inside out in moments of alarm? He would really have to go to Naples again, just to see the aquarium. These sea creatures were fabulous.
�Oh, Teddy Bear!� (More zoology; but he was only a land animal. His poor little jokes!) �Teddy Bear, I�m so happy.�
�So am I,� said Mr. Hutton. Was it true?
�But I wish I knew if it were right. Tell me, Teddy Bear, is it right or wrong?�
�Ah, my dear, that�s just what I�ve been wondering for the last thirty years.�
�Be serious, Teddy Bear. I want to know if this is right; if it�s right that I should be here with you and that we should love one another, and that it should give me electric shocks when you touch me.�
�Right? Well, it�s certainly good that you should have electric shocks rather than sexual repressions. Read Freud; repressions are the devil.�
�Oh, you don�t help me. Why aren�t you ever serious? If only you knew how miserable I am sometimes, thinking it�s not right. Perhaps, you know, there is a hell, and all that. I don�t know what to do. Sometimes I think I ought to stop loving you,� she said sadly.
�But could you?� asked Mr. Hutton, confident in the powers of his seduction and his mustache.
�No, Teddy Bear, you know I couldn�t. But I could run away, I could hide from you. I could force myself not to come to you.�
�Silly little thing!�
�Oh, dear. I hope it isn�t wrong. And there are times when I don�t care if it is.�
Mr. Hutton was touched. He had a certain protective affection for this little creature. He laid his cheek against her hair and so, interlaced, they sat in silence, while the car, swaying and pitching a little as it hastened along, seemed to draw in the white road and the dusty hedges towards it.
�Goodbye, goodbye.�
The car moved on, gathered speed, vanished round a curve, and Doris was left standing by the sign-post at the crossroads, still dizzy and weak with the languor born of those kisses and the electrical touch of those gentle hands. She had to take a deep breath, to draw herself up deliberately, before she was strong enough to start her homeward walk. She had half a mile in which to invent the necessary lies.
Alone, Mr. Hutton suddenly found himself the prey of an appalling boredom.

Mrs. Hutton was lying on the sofa in her boudoir, playing Patience. In spite of the warmth of the July evening a wood fire was burning on the hearth. A black Pomeranian, extenuated by the heat and the fatigues of digestion, slept before the small blaze.
�Phew! Isn�t it rather hot in here?� Mr. Hutton asked as he entered.
�You know I have to keep warm, dear.� The voice seemed breaking on the verge of tears. �I get so shivery.�
�I hope you�re better this evening.�
�Not much, I�m afraid.�
The conversation stagnated. Mr. Hutton stood leaning his back against the mantelpiece. He looked down at the Pomeranian lying at his feet, and with the toe of his right boot he rolled the little dog over and rubbed its white-flecked chest and belly. The creature lay in an inert ecstasy. Mrs. Hutton continued to play Patience. Arrived at an impasse, she altered the position of one card, took back another, and went on playing. Her Patiences always came out.
�Dr. Libbard thinks I ought to go to Llandrindod Wells this summer.�
�Well, go, my dear.�
Mr. Hutton was thinking of the events of the afternoon: how they had driven, Doris and he, up to the hanging wood had left the car to wait for them under the shade of the trees, and walked together out into the sunshine of the chalkdown.
�I�m to drink the waters for my liver, and he thinks I ought to have massage and electric treatment, too.�
Hat in hand, Doris had stalked four blue butterflies that were dancing together round a scabious flower with a motion that was like the flickering of blue fire burst and scattered into whirling sparks; she had given chase, laughing and shouting.
�I�m sure it will do you good.�
�I was wondering if you�d come with me, dear.�
�But you know I�m going to Scotland at the end of the month.�
Mrs. Hutton looked up at him entreatingly. �It�s the journey,� she said. �The thought of it is such a nightmare. I don�t know if I can manage it. And you know I can�t sleep in hotels. And then there�s the luggage and all the worries. I can�t go alone.�
�But you won�t be alone. You�ll have your maid with you.� He spoke impatiently. The sick woman was usurping the place of the healthy one. He was being dragged back from the memory of the sunlit down and the quick, laughing girl, back to this unhealthy, overheated room and its complaining occupant.
�I don�t think I shall be able to go.�
�But you must, my dear, if the doctor tells you to. And, besides, a change will do you good.�
�I don�t think so.�
�But Libbard thinks so, and he knows what he�s talking about.�
�No, I can�t face it. I�m too weak. I can�t go alone.� Mrs. Hutton pulled a handkerchief out of her black silk bag, and put it to her eyes.
�Nonsense, my dear, you must make the effort.�
�I had rather be left in peace to die here.� She was crying in earnest now.
�O Lord! Now do be reasonable. Listen now, please.� Mrs. Hutton only sobbed more violently. �Oh, what is one to do?� He shrugged his shoulders and walked out of the room.
Mr. Hutton was aware that he had not behaved with proper patience; but he could not help it. Very early in his manhood he had discovered that not only did he not feel sympathy for the poor, the weak, the diseased, and deformed; he actually hated them. Once, as an undergraduate, he spent three days at a mission in the East End. He had returned, filled with a profound and ineradicable disgust. Instead of pitying, he loathed the unfortunate. It was not, he knew, a very comely emotion, and he had been ashamed of it at first. In the end he had decided that it was temperamental, inevitable, and had felt no further qualms. Emily had been healthy and beautiful when he married her. He had loved her then. But now � was it his fault that she was like this?
Mr. Hutton dined alone. Food and drink left him more benevolent than he had been before dinner. To make amends for his show of exasperation he went up to his wife�s room and offered to read to her. She was touched, gratefully accepted the offer, and Mr. Hutton, who was particularly proud of his accent, suggested a little light reading in French.
�French? I am so fond of French.� Mrs. Hutton spoke of the language of Racine as though it were a dish of green peas.
Mr. Hutton ran down to the library and returned with a yellow volume. He began reading. The effort of pronouncing perfectly absorbed his whole attention. But how good his accent was! The fact of its goodness seemed to improve the quality of the novel he was reading.
At the end of fifteen pages an unmistakable sound aroused him. He looked up; Mrs. Hutton had gone to sleep. He sat still for a little while, looking with a dispassionate curiosity at the sleeping face. Once it had been beautiful; once, long ago, the sight of it, the recollection of it, had moved him with an emotion profounder, perhaps, than any he had felt before or since. Now it was lined and cadaverous. The skin was stretched tightly over the cheekbones, across the bridge of the sharp, bird-like nose. The closed eyes were set in profound bone-rimmed sockets. The lamplight striking on the face from the side emphasized with light and shade its cavities and projections. It was the face of a dead Christ by Morales.
Le squelette �tait invisible
Au temps hereux de l�art paien.
He shivered a little, and tiptoed out.
On the following day Mrs. Hutton came down to luncheon. She had had some unpleasant palpitations during the night, but she was feeling better now. Besides, she wanted to do honor to her guest. Miss Spence listened to her complaints about Llandrindod Wells, and was loud in sympathy, lavish with advice. Whatever she said was always said with intensity. She leaned forward, aimed, so to speak, like a gun, and fired her words. Bang! the charge in her soul was ignited, the words whizzed forth at the narrow barrel of her mouth. She was a machine-gun riddling her hostess with sympathy. Mr. Hutton had undergone similar bombardments, mostly of a literary or philosophic character � bombardments of Maeterlinck, of Mrs. Besant, of Bergson, of William James. Today the missiles were medical. She talked about insomnia, she expatiated on the virtues of harmless drugs and beneficent specialists. Under the bombardment Mrs. Hutton opened out, like a flower in the sun.
Mr. Hutton looked on in silence. The spectacle of Janet Spence evoked in him an unfailing curiosity. He was not romantic enough to imagine that every face masked an interior physiognomy of beauty or strangeness, that every woman�s small talk was like a vapor hanging over mysterious gulfs. His wife, for example, and Doris; they were nothing more than what they seemed to be. But with Janet Spence it was somehow different. Here one could be sure that there was some kind of a queer face behind the Gioconda smile and the Roman eyebrows. The only question was: What exactly was there?
�But perhaps you won�t have to go to Llandrindod after all,� Miss Spence was saying. �If you get well quickly Dr. Libbard will let you off.�
�I only hope so. Indeed, I do really feel rather better today.�
Mr. Hutton felt ashamed. How much was it his own lack of sympathy that prevented her from feeling well every day? But he comforted himself by reflecting that it was only a case of feeling, not of being better. Sympathy does not mend a diseased liver.
�My dear, I wouldn�t eat those red currants if I were you,� he said, suddenly solicitous. �You know that Libbard has banned everything with skins and pips.�
�But I am so fond of them,� Mrs. Hutton protested, �and I feel so well today.�
�Don�t be a tyrant,� said Miss Spence, looking first at him and then at his wife. �Let the poor invalid have what she fancies; it will do her good.� She laid her hand on Mrs. Hutton�s arm and patted it affectionately.
�Thank you, my dear.� Mrs. Hutton helped herself to the stewed currants.
�Well, don�t blame me if they make you ill again.�
�Do I ever blame you, dear?�
�You have nothing to blame me for,� Mr. Hutton answered playfully. �I am the perfect husband.�
They sat in the garden after luncheon. From the island of shade under the old cypress tree they looked out across a flat expanse of lawn, in which the parterres of flowers shone with a metallic brilliance.
Mr. Hutton took a deep breath of the warm and fragrant air. �It�s good to be alive,� he said.
�Just to be alive,� his wife echoed, stretching one pale, knot-jointed hand into the sunlight.
A maid brought the coffee; the silver pots and the little blue cups were set on a folding table near the group of chairs.
�Oh, my medicine!� exclaimed Mrs. Hutton. �Run in and fetch it, Clara, will you? The white bottle on the sideboard.�
�I�ll go,� said Mr. Hutton. �I�ve got to fetch a cigar in any case.�
He ran in towards the house. On the threshold he turned round for an instant. The maid was walking back across the lawn. His wife was sitting up in her deck-chair, engaged in opening her white parasol. Miss Spence was bending over the table, pouring out the coffee. He passed into the cool obscurity of the house.
�Do you like sugar in your coffee?� Miss Spence inquired.
�Yes, please. Give me rather a lot. I�ll drink it after my medicine to take the taste away.�
Mrs. Hutton leaned back in her chair, lowering the sunshade over her eyes, so as to shut out from her vision the burning sky.
Behind her, Miss Spence was making a delicate clinking among the coffee cups.
�I�ve given you three large spoonfuls. That ought to take the taste away. And here comes the medicine.�
Mr. Hutton had reappeared, carrying a wine-glass, half-full of a pale liquid.
�It smells delicious,� he said, as he handed it to his wife.
�That�s only the flavoring.� She drank it off at a gulp, shuddered, and made a grimace. �Ugh, it�s so nasty. Give me my coffee.�
Miss Spence gave her the cup; she sipped at it. �You�ve made it like syrup. But it�s very nice, after that atrocious medicine.�
At half-past three Mrs. Hutton complained that she did not feel as well as she had done, and went indoors to lie down. Her husband would have said something about the red currants, but checked himself; the triumph of an �I told you so� was too cheaply won. Instead, he was sympathetic, and gave her his arm to the house.
�A rest will do you good,� he said. �By the way, I shan�t be back till after dinner.�
�But why? Where are you going?�
�I promised to go to Johnson�s this evening. We have to discuss the war memorial, you know.�
�Oh, I wish you weren�t going.� Mrs. Hutton was almost in tears. �Can�t you stay? I don�t like being alone in the house.�
�But, my dear, I promised � weeks ago.� It was a bother having to lie like this. �And now I must get back and look after Miss Spence.�
He kissed her on the forehead and went out again into the garden. Miss Spence received him aimed and intense.
�Your wife is dreadfully ill,� she fired off at him.
�I thought she cheered up so much when you came.�
�That was purely nervous, purely nervous. I was watching her closely. With a heart in that condition and her digestion wrecked � yes, wrecked � anything might happen.�
�Libbard doesn�t take so gloomy a view of poor Emily�s health.� Mr. Hutton held open the gate that led from the garden into the drive; Miss Spence�s car was standing by the front door.
�He�s only a country doctor. You ought to see a specialist.�
He could not refrain from laughing. �You have a macabre passion for specialists.�
Miss Spence held up her hand in protest. �I am serious. I think poor Emily is in a very bad state. Anything might happen � at any moment.�
He handed her into the car and shut the door. The chauffeur started the engine and climbed into his place.
�Shall I tell him to start?� He had no desire to continue the conversation.
Miss Spence leaned forward and shot a Gioconda in his direction. �Remember, I expect you to come and see me again soon.�
Mechanically he grinned, made a polite noise, and, as the car moved forward, waved his hand. He was happy to be alone.
A few minutes afterwards Mr. Hutton himself drove away. Doris was waiting at the crossroads. They dined together twenty miles from home, at a roadside hotel. It was one of those bad, expensive meals which are only cooked in country hotels frequented by motorists. It revolted Mr. Hutton, but Doris enjoyed it. She always enjoyed things. Mr. Hutton ordered a not very good brand of champagne. He was wishing he had spent the evening in his library.
When they started homewards Doris was a little tipsy and extremely affectionate. It was very dark inside the car, but looking forward, past the motionless form of M�Nab, they could see a bright and narrow universe of forms and colors scooped out of the night by the electric head-lamps.
It was after eleven when Mr. Hutton reached home. Dr. Libbard met him in the hall. He was a small man with delicate hands and well-formed features that were almost feminine. His brown eyes were large and melancholy. He used to waste a great deal of time sitting at the bedside of his patients, looking sadness through those eyes and talking in a sad, low voice about nothing in particular. His person exhaled a pleasing odor, decidedly antiseptic but at the same time suave and discreetly delicious.
�Libbard?� said Mr. Hutton in surprise. �You here? Is my wife ill?�
�We tried to fetch you earlier,� the soft, melancholy voice replied. �It was thought you were at Mr. Johnson�s, but they had no news of you there.�
�No, I was detained. I had a breakdown,� Mr. Hutton answered irritably. It was tiresome to be caught out in a lie.
�Your wife wanted to see you urgently.�
�Well, I can go now.� Mr. Hutton moved towards the stairs. Dr. Libbard laid a hand on his arm. �I�m afraid it�s too late.�
�Too late?� He began fumbling with his watch; it wouldn�t come out of the pocket.
�Mrs. Hutton passed away half an hour ago.�
The voice remained even in its softness, the melancholy of the eyes did not deepen. Dr. Libbard spoke of death as he would speak of a local cricket match. All things were equally vain and equally deplorable.
Mr. Hutton found himself thinking of Janet Spence�s words. At any moment � at any moment. She had been extraordinarily right.
�What happened?� he asked.
Dr. Libbard explained. It was a heart failure brought on by a violent attack of nausea, caused in its turn by the eating of something of an irritant nature. Red currants? Mr. Hutton suggested. Very likely. It had been too much for the heart. There was chronic valvular disease: something had collapsed under the strain. It was all over; she could not have suffered much.

�It�s a pity they should have chosen the day of the Eton and Harrow match for the funeral,� old General Grego was saying as he stood, his top hat in his hand, under the shadow of the lych gate, wiping his face with his handkerchief.
Mr. Hutton overheard the remark and with difficulty restrained a desire to inflict grievous bodily pain on the General. He would have liked to hit the old brute in the middle of his big red face. Monstrous great mulberry, spotted with meal! Was there no respect for the dead? Did nobody care? In theory he didn�t much care; let the dead bury their dead. But here, at the graveside, he had found himself actually sobbing. Poor Emily, they had been pretty happy once. Now she was lying at the bottom of a seven-foot hole. And here was Grego complaining that he couldn�t go to the Eton and Harrow match.
Mr. Hutton looked around at the groups of black figures that were drifting slowly out of the churchyard toward the fleet of cabs and motors assembled in the road outside. Against the brilliant background of the July grass and flowers and foliage, they had a horribly alien and unnatural appearance. It pleased him to think that these people would soon be dead too.
That evening Mr. Hutton sat up late in his library reading the life of Milton. There was no particular reason why he should have chosen Milton; it was the book that first came to hand, that was all. It was after midnight when he had finished. He got up from his armchair, unbolted the French windows, and stepped out on to the little paved terrace. The night was quiet and clear. Mr. Hutton looked at the stars and at the holes between them, dropped his eyes to the dim lawns and hueless flowers of the garden, and let them wander over the farther landscape, black and gray under the moon.
He began to think with a kind of confused violence. There were the stars, there was Milton. A man can be somehow the peer of stars and night. Greatness, nobility. But is there seriously a difference between the noble and the ignoble? Milton, the stars, death, and himself � himself. The soul, the body; the higher and the lower nature. Perhaps there was something in it, after all. Milton had a god on his side and righteousness. What had he? Nothing, nothing whatever. There were only Doris�s little breasts. What was the point of it all? Milton, the stars, death, and Emily in her grave, Doris and himself � always himself...
Oh, he was a futile and disgusting being. Everything convinced him of it. It was a solemn moment. He spoke aloud: �I will, I will.� The sound of his own voice in the darkness was appalling; it seemed to him that he had sworn that infernal oath which binds even the gods: �I will, I will.� There had been New Year�s days and solemn anniversaries in the past, when he had felt the same contritions and recorded similar resolutions. They had all thinned away, these resolutions, like smoke, into nothingness. But this was a greater moment and he had pronounced a more fearful oath. In the future it was to be different. Yes, he would live by reason, he would be industrious, he would curb his appetities, he would devote his life to some good purpose. It was resolved.
In practice he saw himself spending his mornings in agricultural pursuits, riding round with the bailiff, seeing that his land was farmed in the best modern way � silos and artificial manures and continuous cropping, and all that. The remainder of the day should be devoted to serious study. There was that book he had been intending to write for so long � The Effect of Diseases on Civilization.
Mr. Hutton went to bed humble and contrite, but with a sense that grace had entered into him. He slept for seven and a half hours, and woke to find the sun brilliantly shining. The emotions of the evening before had been transformed by a good night�s rest into his customary cheerfulness. It was not until a good many seconds after his return to conscious life that he remembered his resolution, his Stygian oath. Milton and death seemed somehow different in the sunlight. As for the stars, they were not there. But the resolutions were good; even in the daytime he could see that. He had his horse saddled after breakfast, and rode round the farm with the bailiff. After luncheon he read Thucydides on the plague at Athens. In the evening he made a few notes on malaria in Southern Italy. While he was undressing he remembered that there was a good anecdote in Skelton�s jest-book about the Sweating Sickness. He would have made a note of it if only he could have found a pencil.
On the sixth morning of his new life Mr. Hutton found among his correspondence an envelope addressed in that peculiarly vulgar handwriting which he knew to be Doris�s. He opened it, and began to read. She didn�t know what to say; words were so inadequate. His wife dying like that, and so suddenly � it was too terrible. Mr. Hutton sighed, but his interest revived somewhat as he read:
�Death is so frightening, I never think of it when I can help it. But when something like this happens, or when I am feeling ill or depressed, then I can�t help remembering it is there so close, and I think about all the wicked things I have done and about you and me, and I wonder what will happen, and I am so frightened. I am so lonely, Teddy Bear, and so unhappy, and I don�t know what to do. I can�t get rid of the idea of dying, I am so wretched and helpless without you. I didn�t mean to write to you; I meant to wait till you were out of mourning and could come and see me again, but I am so lonely and miserable, Teddy Bear, I had to write. I couldn�t help it. Forgive me, I want you so much; I have nobody in the world but you. You are so good and gentle and understanding; there is nobody like you. I shall never forget how good and kind you have been to me, and you are so clever and know so much, I can�t understand how you ever came to pay any attention to me, I am so dull and stupid, much less like me and love me, because you do love me a little, don�t you, Teddy Bear?�
Mr. Hutton was touched with shame and remorse. To be thanked like this, worshipped for having seduced the girl � it was too much. It had just been a piece of imbecile wantonness. Imbecile, idiotic: there was no other way to describe it. For, when all was said, he had derived very little pleasure from it. Taking all things together, he had probably been more bored than amused. Once upon a time he had believed himself to be a hedonist. But to be a hedonist implies a certain process of reasoning, a deliberate choice of known pleasures, a rejection of known pains. This had been done without reason, against it. For he knew beforehand � so well, so well � that there was no interest or pleasure to be derived from these wretched affairs. And yet each time the vague itch came upon him he succumbed, involving himself once more in the old stupidity. There had been Maggie, his wife�s maid, and Edith, the girl on the farm, and Mrs. Pringle, and the waitress in London, and others � there seemed to be dozens of them. It had all been so stale and boring. He knew it would be; he always knew. And yet, and yet... Experience doesn�t teach.
Poor little Doris! He would write to her kindly, comfortingly, but he wouldn�t see her again. A servant came to tell him that his horse was saddled and waiting. He mounted and rode off. That morning the old bailiff was more irritating than usual...
Five days later Doris and Mr. Hutton were sitting together on the pier at Southend; Doris, in white muslin with pink garnishings, radiated happiness; Mr. Hutton, legs outstretched and chair tilted, had pushed the panama back from his forehead, and was trying to feel like a tripper. That night, when Doris was asleep, breathing and warm by his side, he recaptured, in this moment of darkness and physical fatigue, the rather cosmic emotion which had possessed him that evening, not a fortnight ago, when he had made his great resolution. And so his solemn oath had already gone the way of so many other resolutions. Unreason had triumphed; at the first itch of desire he had given way. He was hopeless, hopeless.
For a long time he lay with closed eyes, ruminating his humiliation. The girl stirred in her sleep. Mr. Hutton turned over and looked in her direction. Enough faint light crept in between the half-drawn curtains to show her bare arm and shoulder, her neck, and the dark tangle of hair on the pillow. She was beautiful, desirable. Why did he lie there moaning over his sins? What did it matter? If he were hopeless, then so be it; he would make the best of his hopelessness. A glorious sense of irresponsibility suddenly filled him. He was free, magnificently free. In a kind of exaltation he drew the girl towards him. She woke, bewildered, almost frightened under his rough kisses.
The storm of his desire subsided into a kind of serene merriment. The whole atmosphere seemed to be quivering with enormous silent laughter.
�Could anyone love you as much as I do, Teddy Bear?� The question came faintly from distant worlds of love.
�I think I know somebody who does,� Mr. Hutton replied. The submarine laughter was swelling, inside him rising, ready to break the surface of silence and resound.
�Who? Tell me. What do you mean?� The voice had come very close; charged with suspicion, anguish, indignation, it belonged to this immediate world.
�A... ah!�
�Who?�
�You�ll never guess.� Mr. Hutton kept up the joke until it began to grow tedious, and then pronounced the name: �Janet Spence.�
Doris was incredulous. �Miss Spence of the Manor? That old woman?� It was too ridiculous. Mr. Hutton laughed too.
�But it�s quite true,� he said. �She adores me.� Oh, the vast joke! He would go and see her as soon as he returned � see and conquer. �I believe she wants to marry me,� he added.
�But you wouldn�t...�
The air was fairly crepitating with humor. Mr. Hutton laughed aloud. �I intend to marry you,� he said. It seemed to him the best joke he had ever made in his life.
When Mr. Hutton left Southend he was once more a married man. It was agreed that, for the time being, the fact should be kept secret. In the autumn they would go abroad together, and the world should be informed. Meanwhile he was to go back to his own house and Doris to hers.
The day after his return he walked over in the afternoon to see Miss Spence. She received him with the old Gioconda.
�I was expecting you to come.�
�I couldn�t keep away,� Mr. Hutton gallantly replied.
They sat in the summer-house. It was a pleasant place � a little old stucco temple bowered among dense bushes of evergreen. Miss Spence had left her mark on it by hanging up over the seat a blue-and-white Della Robbia plaque.
�I am thinking of going to Italy this autumn,� said Mr. Hutton. He felt like a ginger-beer bottle, ready to pop with bubbling excitement.
�Italy...� Miss Spence closed her eyes ecstatically. �I feel drawn there too.�
�Why not let yourself be drawn?�
�I don�t know. One somehow hasn�t the energy to set out alone.�
�Alone...� Ah, sound of guitars and throaty singing! �Yes, traveling alone isn�t much fun.�
Miss Spence lay back in her chair without speaking. Her eyes were still closed. Mr. Hutton stroked his mustache. The silence prolonged itself.
Pressed to stay to dinner, Mr. Hutton did not refuse. The fun had hardly started. The table was laid in the loggia. Through its arches they looked out on to the sloping garden, to the valley below and the farther hills. Light ebbed away; the heat and silence were oppressive. A huge cloud was mounting up the sky, and there were distant breathings of thunder. The thunder drew nearer, a wind began to blow, and the first drops of rain fell. The table was cleared. Miss Spence and Mr. Hutton sat on in the growing darkness.
Miss Spence broke a long silence by saying meditatively:
�I think everyone has a right to a certain amount of happiness, don�t you?�
�Most certainly.� But what was she leading up to? Nobody makes generalizations about life unless they mean to talk about themselves. Happiness: he looked back on his own life, and saw a cheerful, placid existence disturbed by no great griefs or discomforts or alarms. He had always had money and freedom; he had been able to do very much as he wanted. Yes, he supposed he had been happy � happier than most men. And now he was not merely happy; he had discovered in irresponsibility the secret of gaiety. He was about to say something of his happiness when Miss Spence went on speaking.
�People like you and me have a right to be happy some time in our lives.�
�Me?� said Mr. Hutton, surprised.
�Poor Henry! Fate hasn�t treated either of us very well.�
�Oh, well, it might have treated me worse.�
�You�re being cheerful. That�s brave of you. But don�t think I can�t see behind the mask.�
Miss Spence spoke louder and louder as the rain came down more and more heavily. Periodically the thunder cut across her utterances. She talked on, shouting against the noise.
�I have understood you so well and for so long.�
A flash revealed her, aimed and intent, leaning towards him. Her eyes were two profound and menacing gun-barrels. The darkness re-engulfed her.
�You were a lonely soul seeking a companion soul. I could sympathize with you in your solitude. Your marriage...�
The thunder cut short the sentence. Miss Spence�s voice became audible once more with the words:
�...could offer no companionship to a man of your stamp. You needed a soul mate.�
A soul mate � he! a soul mate. It was incredibly fantastic. �Georgette Leblanc, the ex-soul mate of Maurice Maeterlinck.� He had seen that in the paper a few days ago. So it was thus that Janet Spence had painted him in her imagination � as a soul-mater. And for Doris he was a picture of goodness and the cleverest man in the world. And actually, really, he was what?�� Who knows?
�My heart went out to you. I could understand; I was lonely, too.� Miss Spence laid her hand on his knee. �You were so patient.� Another flash. She was still armed, dangerously. �You never complained. But I could guess � I could guess.�
�How wonderful of you!� So he was an �me incomprise. �Only a woman�s intuition��
The thunder crashed and rumbled, died away, and only the sound of the rain was left. The thunder was his laughter, magnified, externalized. Flash and crash, there it was again.
�Don�t you feel that you have within you something that is akin to this storm?� He could imagine her leaning forward as she uttered the words. �Passion makes one the equal of the elements.�
What was his gambit now? Why, obviously, he should have said, �Yes,� and ventured on some unequivocal gesture. But Mr. Hutton suddenly took fright. The ginger beer in him had gone flat. The woman was serious � terribly serious. He was appalled.
Passion? �No,� he desperately answered. �I am without passion.�
But his remark was either unheard or unheeded, for Miss Spence went on with a growing exaltation, speaking so rapidly, however, and in such a burningly intimate whisper that Mr. Hutton found it very difficult to distinguish what she was saying. She was telling him, as far as he could make out, the story of her life. The lightning was less frequent now, and there were long intervals of darkness. But at each flash he saw her still aiming towards him, still yearning forward with a terrifying intensity. Darkness, the rain, and then flash! her face was there, close at hand. A pale mask, greenish white; the large eyes, the narrow barrel of the mouth, the heavy eyebrows. Agrippina, or wasn�t it rather George Robey?
He began devising absurd plans for escaping. He might suddenly jump up, pretending he had seen a burglar � Stop thief! stop thief!�� and dash off into the night in pursuit. Or should he say that he felt faint, a heart attack? or that he had seen a ghost � Emily�s ghost � in the garden? Absorbed in his childish plotting, he had ceased to pay any attention to Miss Spence�s words. The spasmodic clutching of her hand recalled his thoughts.
�I honored you for that, Henry,� she was saying.
Honored him for what?
�Marriage is a sacred tie, and your respect for it, even when the marriage was, as it was in your case, an unhappy one, made me respect you and admire you, and � shall I dare say the word?��
Oh, the burglar, the ghost in the garden! But it was too late.
�...yes, love you, Henry, all the more. But we�re free now, Henry.�
Free? There was a movement in the dark, and she was kneeling on the floor by his chair.
�Oh, Henry, Henry, I have been unhappy too.�
Her arms embraced him, and by the shaking of her body he could feel that she was sobbing. She might have been a suppliant crying for mercy.
�You mustn�t Janet,� he protested. Those tears were terrible, terrible. �Not now, not now! You must be calm; you must go to bed.� He patted her shoulder, then got up, disengaging himself from her embrace. He left her still crouching on the floor beside the chair on which he had been sitting.
Groping his way into the hall, and without waiting to look for his hat, he went out of the house, taking infinite pains to close the front door noiselessly behind him. The clouds had blown over, and the moon was shining from a clear sky. There were puddles all along the road, and a noise of running water rose from the gutters and ditches. Mr. Hutton splashed along blindly, not caring if he got wet.
How heart-rendingly she had sobbed! With the emotions of pity and remorse that the recollection evoked in him there was a certain resentment: why couldn�t she have played the game that he was playing � the heartless, amusing game? Yes, but he had known all the time that she wouldn�t, she couldn�t, play the game; he had known and persisted.
What had she said about passion and the elements? Something absurdly stale, but true, true. There she was, a cloud black-bosomed and charged with thunder, and he, like some absurd little Benjamin Franklin, had sent up a kite into the heart of the menace. Now he was complaining that his toy had drawn the lightning.
She was probably still kneeling by that chair in the loggia, crying.
Buy why hadn�t he been able to keep up the game? Why had his irresponsibility deserted him, leaving him suddenly sober in a cold world? There were no answers to any of his questions. One idea burned steady and luminous in his mind � the idea of flight. He must get away at once.

�What are you thinking about, Teddy Bear?�
�Nothing.�
There was silence. Mr. Hutton remained motionless, his elbows on the parapet of the terrace, his chin in his hands; looking down over Florence. He had taken a villa on one of the hilltops to the south of the city. From a little raised terrace at the end of the garden one looked down a long fertile valley onto the town and beyond it to the bleak mass of Monte Morello and, eastward of it, to the peopled hill of Fiesole, dotted with white houses. Everything was clear and luminous in the September sunshine.
�Are you worried about anything?�
�No, thank you.�
�Tell me, Teddy Bear.�
�But my dear, there�s nothing to tell.� Mr. Hutton turned round, smiled, and patted the girl�s hand. �I think you�d better go in and have your siesta. It�s too hot for you here.�
�Very well, Teddy Bear. Are you coming too?�
�When I�ve finished my cigar.�
�All right. But do hurry up and finish it, Teddy Bear.� Slowly, reluctantly, she descended the steps of the terrace and walked towards the house.
Mr. Hutton continued his contemplation of Florence. He had need to be alone. It was good sometimes to escape from Doris and the restless solicitude of her passion. He had never known the pains of loving hopelessly, but he was experiencing now the pains of being loved. These last weeks had been a period of growing discomfort. Doris was always with him, like an obsession, like a guilty conscience. Yes, it was good to be alone.
He pulled an envelope out of his pocket and opened it, not without reluctance. He hated letters; they always contained something unpleasant � nowadays, since his second marriage. This was from his sister. He began skimming through the insulting home-truths of which it was composed. The words �indecent haste,� �social suicide,� �scarcely cold in her grave,� �person of the lower classes,� all occurred. They were inevitable now in any communication from a well-meaning and right-thinking relative. Impatient, he was about to tear the stupid letter to pieces when his eye fell on a sentence at the bottom of the third page. His heart beat with uncomfortable violence as he read it. It was too monstrous! Janet Spence was going about telling everyone that he had poisoned his wife in order to marry Doris. What damnable malice! Ordinarily a man of the suavest temper, Mr. Hutton found himself trembling with rage. He took the childish satisfaction of calling names � he cursed the woman.
Then suddenly he saw the ridiculous side of the situation. The notion that he should have murdered anyone in order to marry Doris! If they only knew how miserably bored he was. Poor, dear Janet! She had tried to be malicious; she had only succeeded in being stupid.
A sound of footsteps aroused him; he looked round. In the garden below the little terrace the servant girl of the house was picking fruit. A Neapolitan, strayed somehow as far north as Florence, she was a specimen of the classical type � a little debased. Her profile might have been taken from a Sicilian coin of a bad period. Her features, carved floridly in the grand tradition, expressed an almost perfect stupidity. Her mouth was the most beautiful thing about her; the caligraphic hand of nature had richly curved it into an expression of mulish bad temper. Under her hideous black clothes, Mr. Hutton divined a powerful body, firm and massive. He had looked at her before with a vague interest and curiosity. Today the curiosity defined and focused itself into a desire. An idyll of Theocritus. Here was the woman; he, alas, was not precisely like a goat-herd on the volcanic hills. He called to her.
The smile with which she answered him was so provocative, attested so easy a virtue, that Mr. Hutton took fright. He was on the brink once more � on the brink. He must draw back, oh! quickly, quickly, before it was too late. The girl continued to look up at him.
�Ha chiamato?� she asked at last.
Stupidity or reason? Oh, there was no choice now. It was imbecility every time.
�Scendo,� he called back to her. Twelve steps led from the garden to the terrace. Mr. Hutton counted them. Down, down, down... He saw a vision of himself descending from one circle of the inferno to the next � from a darkness full of wind and hail to an abyss of stinking mud.

For a good many days the Hutton case had a place on the front page of every newspaper. There had been no more popular murder trial since George Smith had temporarily eclipsed the European War by drowning in a warm bath his seventh bride. The public imagination was stirred by this tale of murder brought to light months after the date of the crime. Here, it was felt, was one of those incidents in human life, so notable because they are so rare, which do definitely justify the ways of God to man. A wicked man had been moved by an illicit passion to kill his wife. For months he had lived in sin and fancied security � only to be dashed at last more horribly into the pit he had prepared for himself. Murder will out, and here was a case of it. The readers of the newspapers were in a position to follow every movement of the hand of God. There had been vague, but persistent, rumors in the neighborhood; the police had taken action at last. Then came the exhumation order, the post-mortem examination, the inquest, the evidence of the experts, the verdict of the coroner�s jury, the trial, the condemnation. For once Providence had done its duty, obviously, grossly, didactically, as in a melodrama. The newspapers were right in making of the case the staple intellectual food of a whole season.
Mr. Hutton�s first emotion when he was summoned from Italy to give evidence at the inquest was one of indignation. It was a monstrous, a scandalous thing that the police should take such idle, malicious gossip seriously. When the inquest was over he would bring an action of malicious prosecution against the Chief Constable; he would sue the Spence woman for slander.
The inquest was opened; the astonishing evidence unrolled itself. The experts had examined the body, and had found traces of arsenic; they were of the opinion that the late Mrs. Hutton had died of arsenic poisoning.
Arsenic poisoning... Emily had died of arsenic poisoning? After that, Mr. Hutton learned with surprise that there was enough arsenicated insecticide in his greenhouses to poison an army.
It was now, quite suddenly, that he saw it: there was a case against him. Fascinated, he watched it growing, growing, like some monstrous tropical plant. It was enveloping him, surrounding him; he was lost in a tangled forest.
When was the poison administered? The experts agreed that it must have been swallowed eight or nine hours before death. About lunch-time? Yes, about lunch-time. Clara, the parlormaid, was called. Mrs. Hutton, she remembered, had asked her to go and fetch her medicine. Mr. Hutton had volunteered to go instead; he had gone alone. Miss Spence � ah, the memory of the storm, the white aimed face! the horror of it all!�� Miss Spence confirmed Clara�s statement, and added that Mr. Hutton had come back with the medicine already poured out in a wine glass, not in the bottle.
Mr. Hutton�s indignation evaporated. He was dismayed, frightened. It was all too fantastic to be taken seriously, and yet this nightmare was a fact � it was actually happening.
M�Nab had seen them kissing, often. He had taken them for a drive on the day of Mrs. Hutton�s death. He could see them reflected in the wind-shield, sometimes out of the tail of his eye.
The inquest was adjourned. That evening Doris went to bed with a headache. When he went to her room after dinner, Mr. Hutton found her crying.
�What�s the matter?� He sat down on the edge of her bed and began to stroke her hair. For a long time she did not answer, and he went on stroking her hair mechanically, almost unconsciously; sometimes, even, he bent down and kissed her bare shoulder. He had his own affairs, however, to think about. What had happened? How was it that the stupid gossip had actually come true? Emily had died of arsenic poisoning. It was absurd, impossible. The order of things had been broken, and he was at the mercy of an irresponsibility. What had happened, what was going to happen? He was interrupted in the midst of his thoughts.
�It�s my fault � it�s my fault!� Doris suddenly sobbed out. �I shouldn�t have loved you. I oughtn�t to have let you love me. Why was I ever born?�
Mr. Hutton didn�t say anything, but looked down in silence at the abject figure of misery lying on the bed.
�If they do anything to you I shall kill myself.�
She sat up, held him for a moment at arm�s length, and looked at him with a kind of violence, as though she were never to see him again.
�I love you, I love you, I love you.� She drew him, inert and passive, towards her, clasped him, pressed herself against him. �I didn�t know you loved me as much as that, Teddy Bear. But why did you do it � why did you do it?�
Mr. Hutton undid her clasping arms and got up. His face became very red. �You seem to take it for granted that I murdered my wife,� he said. �It�s really too grotesque. What do you take me for? A cinema hero?� He had begun to lose his temper. All the exasperation, all the fear and bewilderment of the day, was transformed into a violent anger against her. �It�s all such damned stupidity. Haven�t you any conception of a civilized man�s mentality? Do I look the sort of man who�d go about slaughtering people? I suppose you imagined I was so insanely in love with you that I could commit any folly. When will you women understand that one isn�t insanely in love? All one asks for is a quiet life, which you won�t allow one to have. I don�t know what the devil ever induced me to marry you. It was all a damned stupid, practical joke. And now you go about saying I�m a murderer. I won�t stand it.�
Mr. Hutton stamped towards the door. He had said horrible things, he knew � odious things that he ought speedily to unsay. But he wouldn�t. He closed the door behind him.
�Teddy Bear!� He turned the handle; the latch clicked into place. �Teddy Bear!� The voice that came to him through the closed door was agonized. Should he go back? He ought to go back. He touched the handle, then withdrew his fingers and quickly walked away. When he was halfway down the stairs he halted. She might try to do something silly � throw herself out of the window or God knows what! He listened attentively; there was no sound. But he pictured her very clearly, tiptoeing across the room, lifting the sash as high as it would go, leaning out into the cold night air. It was raining a little. Under the window lay the paved terrace. How far below? Twenty-five or thirty feet? Once, when he was walking along Piccadilly, a dog had jumped out of a third-story window of the Ritz. He had seen it fall; he had heard it strike the pavement. Should he go back? He was damned if he would; he hated her.
He sat for a long time in the library. What had happened? What was happening? He turned the question over and over in his mind and could find no answer. Suppose the nightmare dreamed itself out to its horrible conclusion. Death was waiting for him. His eyes filled with tears; he wanted so passionately to live. �Just to be alive.� Poor Emily had wished it too, he remembered: �Just to be alive.� There were still so many places in this astonishing world unvisited, so many queer delightful people still unknown, so many lovely women never so much as seen. The huge white oxen would still be dragging their wains along the Tuscan roads, the cypresses would still go up, straight as pillars, to the blue heaven; but he would not be there to see them. And the sweet southern wines � Tear of Christ and Blood of Judas � others would drink them, not he. Others would walk down the obscure and narrow lanes between the bookshelves in the London library, sniffing the dusty perfume of good literature, peering at strange titles, discovering unknown names, exploring the fringes of vast domains of knowledge. He would be lying in a hole in the ground. And why, why? Confusedly he felt that some extraordinary kind of justice was being done. In the past he had been wanton and imbecile and irresponsible. Now Fate was playing as wantonly, as irresponsibly, with him. It was tit for tat, and God existed after all.
He felt that he would like to pray. Forty years ago he used to kneel by his bed every evening. The nightly formula of his childhood came to him almost unsought from some long unopened chamber of the memory. �God bless Father and Mother, Tom and Cissie and the Baby, Mademoiselle and Nurse, and everyone that I love, and make me a good boy. Amen.� They were all dead now � all except Cissie.
His mind seemed to soften and dissolve; a great calm descended upon his spirit. He went upstairs to ask Doris�s forgiveness. He found her lying on the couch at the foot of the bed. On the floor beside her stood a blue bottle of liniment, marked Not to be taken internally; she seemed to have drunk about half of it.
�You didn�t love me,� was all she said when she opened her eyes to find him bending over her.
Dr. Libbard arrived in time to prevent any serious consequences. �You mustn�t do this again,� he said while Mr. Hutton was out of the room.
�What�s to prevent me?� she asked defiantly.
Dr. Libbard looked at her with his large, sad eyes. �There�s nothing to prevent you,� he said. �Only yourself and your baby. Isn�t it rather bad luck on your baby, not allowing it to come into the world because you want to go out of it?�
Doris was silent for a time. �All right,� she whispered. �I won�t.�
Mr. Hutton sat by her bedside for the rest of the night. He felt himself now to be indeed a murderer. For a time he persuaded himself that he loved this pitiable child. Dozing in his chair, he woke up, stiff and cold, to find himself drained dry, as it were, of every emotion. He had become nothing but a tired and suffering carcass. At six o�clock he undressed and went to bed for a couple of hours� sleep. In the course of the same afternoon the coroner�s jury brought in a verdict of �Willful Murder,� and Mr. Hutton was committed for trial.

Miss Spence was not at all well. She had found her public appearances in the witness-box very trying, and when it was all over she had something that was very nearly a breakdown. She slept badly, and suffered from nervous indigestion. Dr. Libbard used to call every other day. She talked to him a great deal � mostly about the Hutton case. Her moral indignation was always on the boil. Wasn�t it extraordinary that one could have been for so long mistaken about the man�s character? (But she had had an inkling from the first.) And then the girl he had gone off with � so low class, so little better than a prostitute. The news that the second Mrs. Hutton was expecting a baby � the posthumous child of a condemned and executed criminal � revolted her; the thing was shocking � an obscenity. Dr. Libbard answered her gently and vaguely, and prescribed bromide.
One morning he interrupted her in the midst of her customary tirade. �By the way,� he said in his soft, melancholy voice, �I suppose it was really you who poisoned Mrs. Hutton.�
Miss Spence stared at him for two or three seconds with enormous eyes, and then quietly said, �Yes.� After that she started to cry.
�In the coffee, I suppose.�
She seemed to nod assent. Dr. Libbard took out his fountain pen, and in his neat, meticulous calligraphy wrote out a prescription for a sleeping powder.

The Ghost Patrol
SINCLAIR LEWIS
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Original publication:The Red Book Magazine, June 1917; first collected in Selected Short Stories of Sinclair Lewis (Garden City, NY, Doubleday, Doran, 1935)

One of the most important American writers of the early twentieth century, Harry Sinclair Lewis (1885�1951) was the first American to win the Nobel Prize for Literature. His first great success was Main Street (1920) and he went on to write several novels that became so iconic that their names have become part of English language usage.
With Babbitt (1922), Lewis skewered the American businessman, personified by George F. Babbitt, an intellectually empty, immature man of weak morals, and his name has become synonymous with similar reviled types. Elmer Gantry (1927) is an assault on religious hypocrisy, exemplified by the titular character�s morals; the novel was the basis for the Oscar-nominated 1960 film starring Burt Lancaster, Jean Simmons, and Shirley Jones. For decades, if a televangelist was referred to as an Elmer Gantry, it was unlikely to be complimentary.
Another novel, Arrowsmith (1925), is the name of a young doctor who battles to maintain his dignity in a dishonest world in which the medical profession is not spared. It was offered the Pulitzer Prize but Lewis refused the honor because the terms of the award required that it be given not for a work of value, but for a work that presents �the wholesome atmosphere of American Life,� which it most assuredly did not.
After a mere decade as the most popular and critically lauded author in the United States, Lewis�s reputation was superseded by such contemporary authors as Ernest Hemingway and F. Scott Fitzgerald. Lewis�s later works were not very successful and he even found it difficult to find a publisher after World War II.
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Title: The Ghost Patrol, 1923 (silent)
Studio: Universal Pictures
Director: Nat Ross
Screenwriter: Raymond L. Schrock
Producer: Carl Laemmle

THE CAST
��Ralph Graves (Terry Rafferty)
��Bessie Love (Effie Kugler)
��George Nichols (Donald Patrick Dorgan)

It is stretching the definition a little to regard this film as a mystery. There are petty crimes, to be sure, and the major figure is a policeman, but the action takes place in an idyllic town that is patrolled by that wise, gentle policeman who helps people who need one thing or another. When he reaches retirement age and is forced to retire, he dons his old-fashioned police uniform and continues to patrol his former beat, often described as �a ghost policeman,� helping to catch criminals and assisting two young lovers kept apart by the girl�s father.

THE GHOST PATROL
Sinclair Lewis

Donald Patrick Dorgan had served forty-four years on the police force of Northernapolis, and during all but five of that time he had patrolled the Forest Park section.
Don Dorgan might have been a sergeant, or even a captain, but it had early been seen at headquarters that he was a crank about Forest Park. For hither he had brought his young wife, and here he had built their shack; here his wife had died, and here she was buried. It was so great a relief in the whirl of department politics to have a man who was contented with his job that the Big Fellows were glad of Dorgan, and kept him there where he wanted to be, year after year, patrolling Forest Park.
For Don Pat Dorgan had the immense gift of loving people, all people. In a day before anyone in Northernapolis had heard of scientific criminology, Dorgan believed that the duty of a policeman with clean gloves and a clean heart was to keep people from needing to be arrested. He argued with drunken men and persuaded them to hide out in an alley and sleep off the drunk. When he did arrest them it was because they were sedately staggering home intent on beating up the wives of their bosoms. Any homeless man could get a nickel from Dorgan and a road-map of the doss-houses. To big bruisers he spoke slowly, and he beat them with his nightstick where it would hurt the most but injure the least. Along his beat, small boys might play baseball, provided they did not break windows or get themselves in front of motor cars. The pocket in his coattail was a mine; here were secreted not only his midnight sandwiches, his revolver and handcuffs and a comic supplement, but also a bag of striped candy and a red rubber ball.
When the Widow Maclester�s son took to the booze, it was Don Dorgan who made him enlist in the navy. Such things were Don�s work � his art. Joy of his art he had when Kitty Silva repented and became clean-living; when Micky Connors, whom Dorgan had known ever since Micky was a squawking orphan, became a doctor, with a large glass sign lettered J. J. Connors, M.D., and a nurse to let a poor man in to see the great Doctor Connors!
Dorgan did have for one boy and girl a sneaking fondness that transcended the kindliness he felt toward the others. They were Polo Magenta, son of the Italian-English-Danish jockey who had died of the coke, and Effie Kugler, daughter of that Jewish delicatessen man who knew more of the Talmud than any man in the Ghetto � Effie the pretty and plump, black-haired and quick-eyed, a perfect armful for anyone.
Polo Magenta had the stuff of a man in him. The boy worshipped motors as his father had worshipped horses. At fourteen, when his father died, he was washer at McManus�s Garage; at eighteen he was one of the smoothest taxi drivers in the city. At nineteen, dropping into Kugler�s Delicatessen for sausages and crackers for his midnight lunch, he was waited upon by Effie.
Thereafter he hung about the little shop nightly, till old Kugler frowned upon them � upon Polo, the gallantest lad in Little Hell, supple in his chauffeur�s uniform, straight-backed as the English sergeant who had been his grandfather, pale-haired like a Dane, altogether a soldierly figure, whispering across the counter to blushing Effie.
Kugler lurked at the door and prevented Polo from driving past and picking her up. So Effie became pale with longing to see her boy; Polo took to straight Bourbon, which is not good for a taxi driver racing to catch trains. He had an accident, once; he merely smashed the fenders of another car; but one more of the like, and the taxi company would let him out.
Then Patrolman Don Dorgan sat in on the game. He decided that Polo Magenta should marry Effie. He told Polo that he would bear a message from him to the girl, and while he was meticulously selecting a cut of sausage for sandwich, he whispered to her that Polo was waiting, with his car, in the alley off Minnis Place. Aloud he bawled: �Come walk the block with me, Effie, you little divvle, if your father will let you. Mr. Kugler, it isn�t often that Don Dorgan invites the ladies to go a-walking with him, but it�s spring, and you know how it is with us wicked cops. The girl looks as if she needed a breath of fresh air.�
�That�s r-r-r-right,� said Kugler. �You go valk a block with Mr. Dorgan, Effie, and mind you come r-r-r-right back.�
Dorgan stood like a lion at the mouth of the alley where, beside his taxi, Polo Magenta was waiting. As he caught the cry with which Effie came to her lover, he remembered the evenings long gone when he and his own sweetheart had met in the maple lane that was now the scrofulous Minnis Place.
�Oh, Polo, I�ve just felt dead, never seeing you nowhere.�
�Gee, it hurts, kid, to get up in the morning and have everything empty, knowing I won�t see you any time. I could run the machine off the Boulevard and end everything, my heart�s so cold without you.�
�Oh, is it, Polo, is it really?�
�Say, we only got a couple minutes. I�ve got a look in on a partnership in a repair shop in Thornwood Addition. If I can swing it, we can beat it and get hitched, and when your old man sees I�m prospering��
While Dorgan heard Polo�s voice grow crisp with practical hopes, he bristled and felt sick. For Kugler was coming along Minnis Place, peering ahead, hunched with suspicion. Dorgan dared not turn to warn them.
Dorgan smiled. �Evening again,� he said. �It was a fine walk I had with Effie. Is she got back yet?�
He was standing between Kugler and the alley-mouth, his arms akimbo.
Kugler ducked under his arm, and saw Effie cuddled beside her lover, the two of them sitting on the running-board of Polo�s machine.
�Effie, you will come home now,� said the old man. There was terrible wrath in the quietness of his graybeard voice.
The lovers looked shamed and frightened.
Dorgan swaggered up toward the group. �Look here, Mr. Kugler: Polo�s a fine upstanding lad. He ain�t got no bad habits � to speak of. He�s promised me he�ll lay off the booze. He�ll make a fine man for Effie��
�Mr. Dorgan, years I have respected you, but � Effie, you come home now,� said Kugler.
�Oh, what will I do, Mr. Dorgan?� wailed Effie. �Should I do like Papa wants I should, or should I go off with Polo?�
Dorgan respected the divine rights of love, but also he had an old-fashioned respect for the rights of parents with their offspring.
�I guess maybe you better go with your papa, Effie. I�ll talk to him��
�Yes, you�ll talk, and everybody will talk, and I�ll be dead,� cried young Polo. �Get out of my way, all of you.�
Already he was in the driver�s seat and backing his machine out. It went rocking round the corner.
Dorgan heard that Polo had been discharged by the taxi company for speeding through traffic and smashing the taillights of another machine; then that he had got a position as private chauffeur in the suburbs, been discharged for impudence, got another position and been arrested for joy-riding with a bunch of young toughs from Little Hell. He was to be tried on the charge of stealing his employer�s machine.
Dorgan brushed his citizen�s clothes, got an expensive haircut and shampoo and went to call on the employer, who refused to listen to maundering defense of the boy.
Dorgan called on Polo in his cell.
�It�s all right,� Polo said, �I�m glad I was pinched. I needed something to stop me, hard. I was going nutty, and if somebody hadn�t slammed on the emergency, I don�t know what I would have done. Now I�ve sat here reading and thinking, and I�m right again. I always gotta do things hard, booze or be good. And now I�m going to think hard, and I ain�t sorry to have the chanst to be quiet.�
Dorgan brought away a small note in which, with much misspelling and tenderness, Polo sent to Effie his oath of deathless love. To the delivery of this note Dorgan devoted one bribery and one shocking burglarious entrance.
Polo was sentenced to three years in prison, on a charge of grand larceny.
That evening Dorgan climbed, panting, to the cathedral, and for an hour he knelt with his lips moving, his spine cold, as he pictured young Polo shamed and crushed in prison, and as he discovered himself hating the law that he served.
One month later Dorgan reached the age-limit, and was automatically retired from the Force, on pension. He protested; but the retirement rule was inviolable.

Dorgan went to petition the commissioner himself. It was the first time in five years, except on the occasions of the annual police parades, that he had gone near headquarters, and he was given a triumphal reception. Inspectors and captains, reporters and aldermen, and the commissioner himself, shook his hand, congratulated him on his forty-five years of clean service. But to his plea they did not listen. It was impossible to find a place for him. They heartily told him to rest, because he had earned it.
Dorgan nagged them. He came to headquarters again and again, till he became a bore, and the commissioner refused to see him. Dorgan was not a fool. He went shamefacedly back to his shack, and there he remained.
For two years he huddled by the fire and slowly became melancholy mad � gray-faced, gray-haired, a gray ghost of himself.
From time to time, during his two years of hermitage, Dorgan came out to visit his old neighbors. They welcomed him, gave him drinks and news, but they did not ask his advice. So he had become a living ghost before two years had gone by, and he talked to himself, aloud.
During these two years the police force was metropolitanized. There were a smart new commissioner and smart new inspectors and a smart new uniform � a blue military uniform with flat cap and puttees and shaped coats. After his first view of that uniform, at the police parade, Dorgan went home and took down from behind the sheet-iron stove a photograph of ten years before � the Force of that day, proudly posed on the granite steps of the city hall. They had seemed efficient and impressive then, but � his honest soul confessed it � they were like rural constables beside the crack corps of today.
Presently he took out from the redwood chest his own uniform, but he could not get himself to put on its shapeless gray coat and trousers, its gray helmet and spotless white gloves. Yet its presence comforted him, proved to him that, improbable though it seemed, the secluded old man had once been an active member of the Force.
With big, clumsy, tender hands he darned a frayed spot at the bottom of the trousers and carefully folded the uniform away. He took out his nightstick and revolver and the sapphire-studded star the Department had given him for saving two lives in the collapse of the Anthony building. He fingered them and longed to be permitted to carry them... All night, in a dream and half-dream and tossing wakefulness, he pictured himself patrolling again, the father of his people.
Next morning he again took his uniform, his nightstick and gun and shield out of the redwood chest, and he hung them in the wardrobe where they had hung when he was off duty in his days of active service. He whistled cheerfully and muttered: �I�ll be seeing to them Tenth Street devils, the rotten gang of them.�
Rumors began to come into the newspaper offices of a �ghost-scare� out in the Forest Park section. An old man had looked out of his window at midnight and seen a dead man, in a uniform of years before, standing on nothing at all. A stranger to the city, having come to his apartment-hotel, the Forest Arms, some ten blocks above Little Hell, at about two in the morning, stopped to talk with a strange-looking patrolman whose face he described as a drift of fog about burning, unearthly eyes. The patrolman had courteously told him of the building up of Forest Park, and at parting had saluted, an erect, somewhat touching figure. Later the stranger was surprised to note that the regulation uniform was blue, not gray.
After this there were dozens who saw the �Ghost Patrol,� as the Chronicle dubbed the apparition; some spoke to him, and importantly reported him to be fat, thin, tall, short, old, young, and composed of mist, of shadows, of optical illusions and of ordinary human flesh.
Then a society elopement and a foreign war broke, and Ghost Patrol stories were forgotten.

One evening of early summer the agitated voice of a woman telephoned to headquarters from the best residence section of Forest Park that she had seen a burglar entering the window of the house next door, which was closed for the season. The chief himself took six huskies in his machine, and they roared out to Forest Park and surrounded the house. The owner of the agitated voice stalked out to inform the chief that just after she had telephoned, she had seen another figure crawling into the window after the burglar. She had thought that the second figure had a revolver and a policeman�s club.
So the chief and the lieutenant crawled nonchalantly through an unquestionably open window giving on the pantry at the side of the house. Their electric torches showed the dining room to be a wreck � glass scattered and broken, drawers of the buffet on the floor, curtains torn down. They remarked �Some scrap!� and shouted: �Come out here, whoever�s in this house. We got it surrounded. Kendall, are you there? Have you pinched the guy?�
There was an unearthly silence, as of someone breathing in terror, a silence, more thick and anxious than any mere absence of sound. They tiptoed into the drawing room, where, tied to a davenport, was the celebrated character, Butte Benny.
�My Gawd, Chief,� he wailed, �get me outa this. De place is haunted. A bleeding ghost comes and grabs me and ties me up. Gee, honest, Chief, he was a dead man, and he was dressed like a has-been cop, and he didn�t say nawthin� at all. I tried to wrastle him, and he got me down; and oh, Chief, he beat me crool, he did, but he was dead as me great-grandad, and you could see de light t�rough him. Let�s get outa this � frame me up and I�ll sign de confession. Me for a nice, safe cell for keeps!�
�Some amateur cop done this, to keep his hand in. Ghost me eye!� said the chief. But his own flesh felt icy, and he couldn�t help looking about for the unknown.
�Let�s get out of this, Chief,� said Lieutenant Saxon, the bravest man in the strong-arm squad; and with Butte Benny between them they fled through the front door, leaving the pantry window still open! They didn�t handcuff Benny. They couldn�t have lost him!
Next morning when a captain came to look over the damage in the burglarized house he found the dining room crudely straightened up and the pantry window locked.
When the baby daughter of Simmons, the plumber of Little Hell, was lost, two men distinctly saw a gray-faced figure in an old-time police helmet leading the lost girl through unfrequented back alleys. They tried to follow, but the mysterious figure knew the egresses better than they did; and they went to report at the station house. Meantime there was a ring at the Simmonses� door, and Simmons found his child on the doormat, crying but safe. In her hand, tight clutched, was the white cotton glove of a policeman.
Simmons gratefully took the glove to the precinct station. It was a regulation service glove; it had been darned with white cotton thread till the original fabric was almost overlaid with short, inexpert stitches; it had been whitened with pipe-clay, and from one slight brown spot it must have been pressed out with a hot iron. Inside it was stamped, in faded rubber stamping: Dorgan, Patrol, 9th Precinct. The chief took the glove to the commissioner, and between these two harsh, abrupt men there was a pitying silence surcharged with respect.
�We�ll have to take care of the old man,� said the chief at last.
A detective was assigned to the trail of the Ghost Patrol. The detective saw Don Dorgan come out of his shack at three in the morning, stand stretching out his long arms, sniff the late-night dampness, smile as a man will when he starts in on the routine of work that he loves. He was erect; his old uniform was clean-brushed, his linen collar spotless; in his hand he carried one lone glove. He looked to right and left, slipped into an alley, prowled through the darkness, so fleet and soft-stepping that the shadow almost lost him. He stopped at a shutter left open and prodded it shut with his old-time long nightstick. Then he stole back to his shack and went in.
The next day the chief, the commissioner, and a self-appointed committee of inspectors and captains came calling on Don Dorgan at his shack. The old man was a slovenly figure, in open-necked flannel shirt and broken-backed slippers. Yet Dorgan straightened up when they came, and faced them like an old soldier called to duty. The dignitaries sat about awkwardly, while the commissioner tried to explain that the Big Fellows had heard Dorgan was lonely here, and that the department fund was, unofficially, going to send him to Dr. Bristow�s Private Asylum for the Aged and Mentally Infirm � which he euphemistically called �Doc Bristow�s Home.�
�No,� said Dorgan, �that�s a private booby-hatch. I don�t want to go there. Maybe they got swell rooms, but I don�t want to be stowed away with a bunch of nuts.�
They had to tell him, at last, that he was frightening the neighborhood with his ghostly patrol and warn him that if he did not give it up they would have to put him away some place.
�But I got to patrol!� he said. �My boys and girls here, they need me to look after them. I sit here and I hear voices � voices, I tell you, and they order me out on the beat... Stick me in the bughouse. I guess maybe it�s better. Say, tell Doc Bristow to not try any shenanigans wit� me, but let me alone, or I�ll hand him something; I got a wallop like a probationer yet � I have so, Chief.�
The embarrassed committee left Captain Lucetti with him, to close up the old man�s shack and take him to the asylum in a taxi. The Captain suggested that the old uniform be left behind.
Dr. Davis Bristow was a conscientious but crotchety man who needed mental easement more than did any of his patients. The chief had put the fear of God into him, and he treated Dorgan with respect at first.
The chief had kind-heartedly arranged that Dorgan was to have a �rest,� that he should be given no work about the farm; and all day long Dorgan had nothing to do but pretend to read, and worry about his children.
Two men had been assigned to the beat, in succession, since his time; and the second man, though he was a good officer, came from among the respectable and did not understand the surly wistfulness of Little Hell. Dorgan was sure that the man wasn�t watching to lure Matty Carlson from her periodical desire to run away from her decent, patient husband.
So one night, distraught, Dorgan lowered himself from his window and ran, skulking, stumbling, muttering, across the outskirts and around to Little Hell. He didn�t have his old instinct for concealing his secret patrolling. A policeman saw him, in citizen�s clothes, swaying down his old beat, trying doors, humming to himself. And when they put him in the ambulance and drove him back to the asylum, he wept and begged to be allowed to return to duty.
Dr. Bristow telephoned to the chief of police, demanding permission to put Dorgan to work, and set him at gardening.
This was very well indeed. For through the rest of that summer, in the widespread gardens, and half the winter, in the greenhouses, Dorgan dug and sweated and learned the names of flowers. But early in January he began to worry once more. He told the super that he had figured out that with good behavior Polo Magenta would be out of the pen now, and needed looking after. �Yes, yes � well, I�m busy; sometime you tell me all about it,� Dr. Bristow jabbered, �but just this minute I�m very busy.�

One day in mid-January Dorgan prowled uneasily all day long � the more uneasy as a blizzard blew up and the world was shut off by a curtain of weaving snow. He went up to his room early in the evening. A nurse came to take away his shoes and overcoat, and cheerily bid him go to bed.
But once he was alone he deliberately tore a cotton blanket to strips and wound the strips about his thin slippers. He wadded newspapers and a sheet between his vest and his shirt. He found his thickest gardening cap. He quietly raised the window. He knocked out the light wooden bars with his big fist. He put his feet over the windowsill and dropped into the storm, and set out across the lawn. With his gaunt form huddled, his hands rammed into his coat pockets, his large feet moving slowly, certainly, in their moccasinlike covering of cloth and thin slippers, he plowed through to the street and down toward Little Hell.
Don Dorgan knew that the blizzard would keep him from being traced by the asylum authorities for a day or two, but he also knew that he could be overpowered by it. He turned into a series of alleys, and found a stable with a snowbound delivery wagon beside it. He brought hay from the stable, covered himself with it in the wagon, and promptly went to sleep. When he awoke the next afternoon the blizzard had ceased and he went on.
He came to the outskirts of Little Hell. Sneaking through alleys, he entered the back of McManus�s red-light-district garage.
McManus, the boss, was getting his machines out into the last gasps of the storm, for the street-car service was still tied up, and motors were at a premium. He saw Dorgan and yelled: �Hello there, Don. Where did you blow in from? Ain�t seen you these six months. T�ought you was living soft at some old-folks� home or other.�
�No,� said Dorgan, with a gravity which forbade trifling, �I�m a... I�m a kind of watchman. Say, what�s this I hear, young Magenta is out of the pen?�
�Yes, the young whelp. I always said he was no good, when he used to work here, and��
�What�s become of him?�
�He had the nerve to come here when he got out, looking for a job; suppose he wanted the chanst to smash up a few of my machines too! I hear he�s got a job wiping, at the K.N. roundhouse. Pretty rough joint, but good enough for the likes o� him. Say, Don, things is slow since you went, what with these dirty agitators campaigning for prohibition��
�Well,� said Dorgan, �I must be moseying along, John.�
Three men of hurried manner and rough natures threw Dorgan out of three various entrances to the roundhouse, but he sneaked in on the tender of a locomotive and saw Polo Magenta at work, wiping brass � or a wraith of Polo Magenta. He was thin, his eyes large and passionate. He took one look at Dorgan, and leaped to meet him.
�Dad � thunder � you old son of a gun.�
�Sure! Well, boy, how�s it coming?�
�Rotten.�
�Well?�
�Oh, the old stuff. Keepin� the wanderin� boy tonight wanderin�. The warden gives me good advice, and I thinks I�ve paid for bein� a fool kid, and I pikes back to Little Hell with two bucks and lots of good intentions and � they seen me coming. The crooks was the only ones that welcomed me. McManus offered me a job, plain and fancy driving for guns. I turned it down and looks for decent work, which it didn�t look for me none. There�s a new cop on your old beat. Helpin� Hand Henry, he is. He gets me up and tells me the surprisin� news that I�m a desprit young jailbird, and he�s onto me � see; and if I chokes any old women or beats up any babes in arms, he�ll be there with the nippers � see! so I better quit my career of murder.
�I gets a job over in Milldale, driving a motor-truck, and he tips �em off I�m a forger and an arson and I dunno what all, and they lets me out � wit� some more good advice. Same wit� other jobs.�
�Effie?�
�Ain�t seen her yet. But say, Dad, I got a letter from her that�s the real stuff � says she�ll stick by me till her dad croaks, and then come to me if it�s through fire. I got it here � it keeps me from going nutty. And a picture postcard of her. You see, I planned to nip in and see her before her old man knew I was out of the hoosegow, but this cop I was tellin� you about wises up Kugler, and he sits on the doorstep with the Revolutionary musket loaded up with horseshoes and cobblestones, and so � get me? But I gets a letter through to her by one of the boys.�
�Well, what are you going to do?�
�Search me... There ain�t nobody to put us guys next, since you got off the beat, Dad.�
�I ain�t off it! Will you do what I tell you to?�
�Sure.�
�Then listen: You got to start in right here in Northernapolis, like you�re doing, and build up again. They didn�t sentence you to three years but to six � three of �em here, getting folks to trust you again. It ain�t fair, but it is. See? You lasted there because the bars kep� you in. Are you man enough to make your own bars, and to not have �em wished onto you?�
�Maybe.�
�You are! You know how it is in the pen � you can�t pick and choose your cell or your work. Then listen: I�m middlin� well off, for a bull � savin�s and pension. We�ll go partners in a fine little garage, and buck John McManus � he�s a crook, and we�ll run him out of business. But you got to be prepared to wait, and that�s the hardest thing to do. Will you?�
�Yes.�
�When you get through here, meet me in that hallway behind Mullins�s Casino. So long, boy.�
�So long, Dad.�
When Polo came to him in the hallway behind Mullins�s Casino, Dorgan demanded: �I been thinking; have you seen old Kugler?�
�Ain�t dared to lay an eye on him, Dad. Trouble enough without stirrin� up more. Gettin� diplomatic.�
�I been thinking. Sometimes the most diplomatic thing a guy can do is to go right to the point and surprise �em. Come on with me.�
They came into Kugler�s shop, without parley or trembling; and Dorgan�s face was impassive, as befits a patrolman, as he thrust open the door and bellowed �Evenin�!� at the horrified old Jewish scholar and the maid.
Don Dorgan laid his hands on the counter and spoke.
�Kugler,� said he, �you�re going to listen to me, because if you don�t, I�ll wreck the works. You�ve spoiled four lives. You�ve made this boy a criminal, forbidding him a good, fine love, and now you�re planning to keep him one. You�ve kilt Effie the same way � look at the longing in the poor little pigeon�s face! You�ve made me an unhappy old man. You�ve made yourself, that�s meanin� to be good and decent, unhappy by a row with your own flesh and blood. Some said I been off me nut, Kugler, but I know I been out beyont, where they understand everything and forgive everything � and I�ve learnt that it�s harder to be bad than to be good, that you been working harder to make us all unhappy than you could of to make us all happy.�
Dorgan�s gaunt, shabby bigness seemed to swell and fill the shop; his voice boomed and his eyes glowed with a will unassailable.
The tyrant Kugler was wordless, and he listened with respect as Dorgan went on, more gently:
�You�re a godly man among the sinners, but that�s made you think you must always be right. Are you willing to kill us all just to prove you can�t never be wrong? Man, man, that�s a fiendish thing to do. And oh, how much easier it would be to give way, oncet, and let this poor cold boy creep home to the warmness that he do be longing so for, with the blizzard bitter around him, and every man�s hand ag�in� him. Look � look at them poor, good children!�
Kugler looked, and he beheld Polo and Effie � still separated by the chill marble counter � with their hands clasped across it, their eyes met in utter frankness.
�Vell�� said Kugler wistfully.
�So!� said Patrolman Dorgan. �Well, I must be back on me beat � at the asylum... There�s things that�d bear watching there!�
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Famously one of the greatest English fiction writers of the twentieth century, William Somerset Maugham (1874�1965) was actually born in Paris and his first language was French, learning English only after he moved to Kent to be raised by a strict clergyman uncle when his parents died. He suffered from tuberculosis and a pronounced stammer, a physical affliction he treated autobiographically in his most famous novel, Of Human Bondage (1915), with its club-footed protagonist.
Although he studied accounting and medicine, qualifying as a physician, Maugham wanted to be a writer and, when his first novel, Liza of Lambeth (1897), was an immediate success, he gave up medicine to be a full-time writer and knew he had made the correct decision when his play, Lady Frederick, triumphed in 1907.
After his marriage to Lady Wellcome in 1915, he served in the Red Cross and a British ambulance unit in France early in World War I but was soon transferred to the Intelligence Department and traveled to Russia. He also served in World War II with the British Ministry of Information, stationed in Paris. He had bought a villa in southern France in 1928, shortly after his divorce, and made it his permanent home until his death.
Maugham enjoyed travel and frequently went to the Far East, sometimes to do research for his novels, such as The Moon and Sixpence (1919), based on the life of the painter Paul Gauguin, who had gone to live and work on a South Pacific island, and often for the sheer pleasure of the trip. Probably his most famous short story �Rain� (1921, originally published as �Miss Thompson�), is set on an island off the coast of Asia and inspired several film versions, beginning with a 1928 silent titled Sadie Thompson (with Gloria Swanson and Lionel Barrymore), followed by the memorable Rain (1932), with Joan Crawford and Walter Huston, and Miss Sadie Thompson (1953), a semimusical version in 3-D with Rita Hayworth and Jos� Ferrer.
Set in Malaysia, �The Letter� is based on a real-life incident that occurred in 1911. A headmaster�s wife in Kuala Lumpur was arrested after she shot the manager of a local tin mine when, she claimed, he had come to her house while her husband was away and tried to kiss her. He turned off the lights, she told the courtroom, and when she reached for the light switch to turn it back on, she inadvertently grabbed a revolver and shot him six times. A jury found her guilty but public sympathy was with her, extolling her for protecting her virtue, and she received a pardon, even though the prosecutor presented evidence that she previously had been on intimate terms with her victim.
Maugham added only one element to the real-life murder, introducing a damning letter that leads to blackmail.

THE FILM
Title: The Letter, 1940
Studio: Warner Brothers
Director: William Wyler
Screenwriter: Howard E. Koch
Producer: Hal B. Wallis

THE CAST
��Bette Davis (Leslie Crosbie)
��Herbert Marshall (Robert Crosbie)
��James Stephenson (Howard Joyce)
��Frieda Inescort (Dorothy Joyce)
��Gale Sondergaard (Mrs. Hammond)

The plot was too perfect for Hollywood to tinker with it too much and, apart from the very last scene, the screenplay is utterly faithful to Maugham�s story. The Hays Office, formally known as the Production Code Administration, would not permit a murderer to go unpunished so scriptwriter Howard E. Koch added a final scene that punished the wayward wife. Lost to Hollywood censors is the recognition that no one in the Maugham story had any hope of happiness when all was said and done. The film is no darker than the story, simply more obvious.
The story was successfully adapted for the theater by Maugham, opening both in London and in New York in 1927. In London, Gladys Cooper produced and starred in it, with Nigel Bruce (later famous as Dr. Watson in all the Basil Rathbone � starring Sherlock Holmes films); it enjoyed a sixty-week run with theatrical icon Gerald du Maurier as the director. In the United States, Katharine Cornell starred in the Broadway run of 104 performances. It has since been revived on more than one occasion.
In addition to the 1940 Bette Davis vehicle, The Letter was also a film in 1929 with Jeanne Eagels as the adulteress/murderer. Herbert Marshall, who appeared as her lover, also was in the 1940 version as the cuckolded husband. Eagels, a great silent film star, died just a few months after the film was shot. Although she was deceased, she nonetheless was nominated for an Academy Award as Best Actress. The National Board of Review named The Letter one of the Top Ten Films of 1929.
Just as Jeanne Eagels had died shortly after filming the 1929 version of The Letter, James Stephenson also died within months after filming the 1940 version; he was only fifty-two.
�The Letter� also has been adapted for television on at least six occasions, the role of Leslie Crosbie being so juicy that major stars have taken the role, including Madeleine Carroll, Sylvia Sidney, Celia Johnson, and Lee Remick. In 1956, William Wyler again directed The Letter, this time as his first television drama; it starred Siobhan McKenna, John Mills, Michael Rennie, and Anna May Wong.
The story also was a radio staple, most interestingly as sixty-minute dramas on Lux Radio Theatre productions in 1941 and 1944 with Bette Davis and Herbert Marshall starring.
In a memorable scene from the film, Robert Crosbie, the disillusioned but hopeful husband, tells his cheating wife that he wants to go on as before, if she�ll promise to love him forever. �If you love a person,� he says, �you can forgive anything.�
Having agreed, and now in his arms, Leslie cries out, �No. With all my heart, I still love the man I killed.�
The film received numerous awards and nominations. While it did not win an Academy Award, it was nominated for seven: Best Picture, Best Actress in a Leading Role (Bette Davis), Best Actor in a Supporting Role (James Stephenson), Best Director (William Wyler), Best Black-and-White Cinematography (Tony Gaudio), Best Film Editing (Warren Low), and Best Music, Original Score (Max Steiner).
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Outside on the quay the sun beat fiercely. A stream of motors, lorries, and buses, private cars and hirelings, sped up and down the crowded thoroughfare, and every chauffeur blew his horn. Rickshaws threaded their nimble path amid the throng, and the panting coolies found breath to yell at one another; coolies, carrying heavy bales, sidled along with their quick jog-trot and shouted to the passerby to make way. Itinerant vendors proclaimed their wares.
Singapore is the meeting-place of a hundred peoples, and men of all colors � black Tamils, yellow Chinks, brown Malays, Armenians, Jews, and Bengalis � called to one another in raucous tones. But inside the office of Messrs. Ripley, Joyce, & Naylor it was pleasantly cool; it was dark after the dusty glitter of the street and agreeably quiet after its unceasing din. Mr. Joyce sat in his private room, at the table, with an electric fan turned full on him. He was leaning back, his elbows on the arms of the chair, with the tips of the outstretched fingers of one hand resting neatly against the tips of the outstretched fingers of the other. His gaze rested on the battered volumes of the Law Reports which stood on a long shelf in front of him. On the top of a cupboard were square boxes of japanned tin on which were painted the names of various clients.
There was a knock at the door.
�Come in.�
A Chinese clerk, very neat in his white ducks, opened it.
�Mr. Crosbie is here, sir.�
He spoke beautiful English, accenting each word with precision, and Mr. Joyce had often wondered at the extent of his vocabulary. Ong Chi Seng was a Cantonese, and he had studied law at Gray�s Inn. He was spending a year or two with Messrs. Ripley, Joyce, & Naylor in order to prepare himself for practice on his own account. He was industrious, obliging, and of exemplary character.
�Show him in,� said Mr. Joyce.
He rose to shake hands with his visitor and asked him to sit down. The light fell on him as he did so. The face of Mr. Joyce remained in shadow. He was by nature a silent man, and now he looked at Robert Crosbie for quite a minute without speaking. Crosbie was a big fellow, well over six feet high, with broad shoulders, and muscular. He was a rubber-planter, hard with the constant exercise of walking over the estate and with the tennis which was his relaxation when the day�s work was over. He was deeply sunburned. His hairy hands, his feet in clumsy boots, were enormous, and Mr. Joyce found himself thinking that a blow of that great fist would easily kill the fragile Tamil. But there was no fierceness in his blue eyes. They were confiding and gentle, and his face, with its big, undistinguished features, was open, frank, and honest. But at this moment it bore a look of deep distress. It was drawn and haggard.
�You look as though you hadn�t had much sleep the last night or two,� said Mr. Joyce.
�I haven�t.�
Mr. Joyce noticed now the old felt hat, with its broad double brim, which Crosbie had placed on the table, and then his eyes traveled to the khaki shorts he wore, showing his red, hairy thighs, the tennis shirt open at the neck, without a tie, and the dirty khaki jacket with the ends of the sleeves turned up. He looked as though he had just come in from a long tramp among the rubber trees. Mr. Joyce gave a slight frown.
�You must pull yourself together, you know. You must keep your head.�
�Oh, I�m all right.�
�Have you seen your wife today?�
�No, I�m to see her this afternoon. You know, it�s a damned shame that they have arrested her.�
�I think they had to do that,� Mr. Joyce answered in his level, soft tone.
�I should have thought they�d have let her out on bail.�
�It�s a very serious charge.�
�It is damnable. She did what any decent woman would do in her place. Only nine women out of ten wouldn�t have the pluck. Leslie�s the best woman in the world. She wouldn�t hurt a fly. Why, hang it all, man, I�ve been married to her for twelve years � do you think I don�t know her? God, if I�d got hold of the man I�d have wrung his neck. I�d have killed him without a moment�s hesitation. So would you.�
�My dear fellow, everybody�s on your side. No one has a good word to say for Hammond. We�re going to get her off. I don�t suppose either the assessors or the judge will go into court without having already made up their minds to bring in a verdict of Not Guilty.�
�The whole thing�s a farce!� said Crosbie violently. �She ought never to have been arrested in the first place. It�s terrible, after all the poor girl�s gone through, to subject her to the ordeal of a trial. There�s not a soul I�ve met since I�ve been in Singapore, man or woman, who hasn�t told me that Leslie was absolutely justified. I think it�s awful to keep her in prison all these weeks.�
�The law is the law. After all, she confesses that she killed the man. It is terrible, and I�m dreadfully sorry both for you and for her.�
�I don�t matter a hang,� interrupted Crosbie.
�But the fact remains that murder has been committed, and in a civilized community a trial is inevitable.�
�Is it murder to exterminate noxious vermin? She shot him as she would have shot a mad dog.�
Mr. Joyce leaned back again in his chair and once more placed the tips of his ten fingers together. The little construction he formed looked like the skeleton of a roof. He was silent for a moment. �I should be wanting in my duty as your legal adviser,� he said at last, in an even voice, looking at his client with his cool brown eyes, �if I did not tell you that there is one point which causes me just a little anxiety. If your wife had only shot Hammond once, the whole thing would be absolutely plain sailing. Unfortunately, she fired six times.�
�Her explanation is perfectly simple. In the circumstances, anyone would have done the same.�
�I daresay,� said Mr. Joyce, �and of course I think the explanation is very reasonable. But it�s no good closing our eyes to the facts. It�s always a good plan to put yourself in another man�s place, and I can�t deny that if I were prosecuting for the Crown that�s the point on which I could center my inquiry.�
�My dear fellow, that�s perfectly idiotic.�
Mr. Joyce shot a sharp glance at Robert Crosbie. The shadow of a smile hovered over his shapely lips. Crosbie was a good fellow, but he could hardly be described as intelligent.
�I daresay it�s of no importance,� answered the lawyer, �I just thought it was a point worth mentioning. You haven�t got very long to wait now, and when it�s all over I recommend you go off somewhere with your wife on a trip and forget all about it. Even though we are almost dead certain to get an acquittal, a trial of that sort is anxious work and you�ll both want a rest.�
For the first time, Crosbie smiled, and his smile strangely changed his face. You forgot the uncouthness and saw only the goodness of his soul.
�I think I shall want it more than Leslie. She�s borne up wonderfully. By God, there�s a plucky little woman for you.�
�Yes, I�ve been very much struck by her self-control,� said the lawyer. �I should never have guessed that she was capable of such determination.�
His duties as her counsel had made it necessary for him to have a good many interviews with Mrs. Crosbie since her arrest. Though things had been made as easy as could be for her, the fact remained that she was in jail, awaiting her trial for murder, and it would not have been surprising if her nerves had failed her. She appeared to bear her ordeal with composure. She read a great deal, took such exercise as was possible, and by favor of the authorities worked at the pillow lace which had always formed the entertainment of her long hours of leisure.
When Mr. Joyce saw her, she was neatly dressed in cool, fresh, simple frocks, her hair was carefully arranged, and her nails were manicured. Her manner was collected. She was able even to jest upon the little inconveniences of her position. There was something casual about the way in which she spoke of the tragedy which suggested to Mr. Joyce that only her good breeding prevented her from finding something a trifle ludicrous in a situation which was eminently serious. It surprised him, for he had never thought that she had a sense of humor.
He had known her off and on for a good many years. When she paid visits to Singapore, she generally came to dine with his wife and himself, and once or twice she had passed a weekend with them at their bungalow by the sea. His wife had spent a fortnight with her on the estate and had met Geoffrey Hammond several times. The two couples had been on friendly, if not on intimate, terms, and it was on this account that Robert Crosbie had rushed over to Singapore immediately after the catastrophe and begged Mr. Joyce to take charge of his unhappy wife�s defense.
The story she told him the first time he saw her she had never varied in the smallest detail. She told it as coolly then, a few hours after the tragedy, as she told it now. She told it connectedly, in a level, even voice, and her only sign of confusion was when a slight color came into her cheeks as she described one or two of its incidents.
She was the last woman to whom one would have expected such a thing to happen. She was in the early thirties, a fragile creature, neither short nor tall, and graceful rather than pretty. Her wrists and ankles were very delicate, but she was extremely thin and you could see the bones of her hands through the white skin, and the veins were large and blue. Her face was colorless, slightly sallow, and her lips were pale. You didn�t notice the color of her eyes. She had a great deal of light-brown hair and it had a slight, natural wave. It was the sort of hair that with a little touching-up would have been very pretty, but you couldn�t imagine that Mrs. Crosbie would think of resorting to any such device. She was a quiet, pleasant, unassuming woman. Her manner was engaging, and if she was not very popular it was because she suffered from a certain shyness. This was comprehensible enough, for the planter�s life is lonely, and in her own house, with people she knew, she was in her quiet way charming. Mrs. Joyce, after her fortnight�s stay, had told her husband that Leslie was a very agreeable hostess. There was more in her, she said, than people thought, and when you came to know her you were surprised how much she had read and how entertaining she could be.
She was the last woman in the world to commit murder.

Mr. Joyce dismissed Robert Crosbie with such reassuring words as he could find and, once more alone in his office, turned over the pages of the brief. But it was a mechanical action, for all its details were familiar to him. The case was the sensation of the day, and it was discussed in all the clubs, at all the dinner tables up and down the Peninsula from Singapore to Penang.
The facts that Mrs. Crosbie gave were simple. Her husband had gone to Singapore on business and she was alone for the night. She dined by herself, late, at a quarter to nine, and after dinner sat in the sitting room, working at her lace. It opened onto the verandah. There was no one in the bungalow, for the servants had retired to their own quarters at the back of the compound. She was surprised to hear a step on the gravel path in the garden, a booted step which suggested a white man rather than a native, for she had not heard a motor drive up and she could not imagine who could be coming to see her at that time of night. Someone ascended the few stairs that led up to the bungalow, walked across the verandah, and appeared at the door of the room in which she sat. At the first moment, she did not recognize the visitor. She sat with a shaded lamp and he stood with his back to the darkness.
�May I come in?� he said.
She did not recognize the voice.
�Who is it?� she asked. She worked with spectacles, and she took them off as she spoke.
�Geoff Hammond.�
�Of course. Come in and have a drink.�
She rose and shook hands with him cordially. She was a little surprised to see him, for though he was a neighbor neither she nor Robert had been lately on very intimate terms with him, and she had not seen him for some weeks. He was the manager of a rubber estate nearly eight miles from theirs and she wondered why he had chosen this late hour to come and see them.
�Robert�s away,� she said. �He had to go to Singapore for the night.�
Perhaps he thought his visit called for some explanation, for he said: �I�m sorry. I felt rather lonely tonight, so I thought I�d come along and see how you were getting on.�
�How on earth did you come? I never heard a car.�
�I left it down the road. I thought you might both be in bed and asleep.�
This was natural enough. The planter gets up at dawn in order to take the rollcall of the workers, and soon after dinner he is glad to go to bed. Hammond�s car was in point of fact found next day a quarter of a mile from the bungalow.
Since Robert was away, there was no whisky and soda in the room. Leslie didn�t call the boy, since he was probably asleep, but fetched it herself. Her guest mixed himself a drink and filled his pipe.
Geoff Hammond had a host of friends in the colony. He was at this time in the late thirties, but he had come out as a lad. He had been one of the first to volunteer on the outbreak of war and had done very well. A wound in the knee caused him to be invalided out of the Army after two years, but he returned to the Federated Malay States with a D.S.O. and an M.C. He was one of the best billiard players in the colony. He had been a beautiful dancer and a fine tennis player, but, though able no longer to dance, and his tennis, with a stiff knee, was not so good as it had been, he had the gift of popularity and was universally liked. He was a tall, good-looking fellow, with attractive blue eyes and a fine head of black, curling hair. Old stagers said his only fault was that he was too fond of the girls, and after the catastrophe they shook their heads and vowed that they had always known this would get him into trouble.
He began now to talk to Leslie about the local affairs, the forthcoming races in Singapore, the price of rubber, and his chances of killing a tiger which had been lately seen in the neighborhood. She was anxious to finish by a certain date the piece of lace on which she was working, for she wanted to send it home for her mother�s birthday, and so put on her spectacles again and drew toward her chair the little table on which stood the pillow.
�I wish you wouldn�t wear those great horn-spectacles,� he said. �I don�t know why a pretty woman should do her best to look plain.�
She was a trifle taken aback at this remark. He had never used that tone with her before. She thought the best thing was to make light of it.
�I have no pretensions to being a raving beauty, you know, and, if you ask me point-blank, I�m bound to tell you that I don�t care two pins if you think me plain or not.�
�I don�t think you�re plain. I think you�re awfully pretty.�
�Sweet of you,� she answered ironically. �But in that case, I can only think you half witted.�
He chuckled. But he rose from his chair and sat down in another by her side. �You�re not going to have the face to deny that you have the prettiest hands in the world,� he said. He made a gesture as though to take one of them.
She gave him a little tap. �Don�t be an idiot. Sit down where you were before and talk sensibly or I shall send you home.�
He did not move. �Don�t you know I�m awfully in love with you?� he said.
She remained quite cool. �I don�t. I don�t believe it for a minute, and even if it were true I don�t want you to say it.�
She was the more surprised at what he was saying, since during the seven years she had known him, he had never paid her any particular attention. When he came back from the war, they had seen a good deal of one another, and once when he was ill Robert had gone over and brought him back to their bungalow in his car. He had stayed with them then for a fortnight. But their interests were dissimilar and the acquaintance had never ripened into friendship. For the last two or three years, they had seen little of him. Now and then he came over to play tennis, now and then they met him at some planter�s who was giving a party, but it often happened that they didn�t set eyes on him for a month at a time.
Now he took another whisky and soda. Leslie wondered if he had been drinking before. There was something odd about him, and it made her a trifle uneasy. She watched him help himself with disapproval.
�I wouldn�t drink any more if I were you,� she said, good-humoredly still.
He emptied his glass and put it down. �Do you think I�m talking to you like this because I�m drunk?� he asked abruptly.
�That�s the most obvious explanation, isn�t it?�
�Well, it�s a lie. I�ve loved you ever since I first knew you. I�ve held my tongue as long as I could, and now it�s got to come out. I love you, I love you, I love you.�
She rose and carefully put aside the pillow. �Goodnight,� she said.
�I�m not going now.�
At last she began to lose her temper. �But, you poor fool, don�t you know I�ve never loved anyone but Robert, and if I didn�t love Robert you�re the last man I should care for.�
�What do I care? Robert�s away.�
�If you don�t go away this minute I shall call the boys and have you thrown out.�
�They�re out of earshot.�
She was very angry now. She made a movement as though to go onto the verandah, from which the houseboy would certainly hear her, but he seized her arm.
�Let me go!� she cried furiously.
�Not much. I�ve got you now.�
She opened her mouth and called, �Boy! Boy!� but with a quick gesture he put his hand over it. Then, before she knew what he was about, he had taken her in his arms and was kissing her passionately. She struggled, turning her lips away from his burning mouth. �No, no, no!� she cried. �Leave me alone! I won�t!�
She grew confused about what happened then. All that had been said before she remembered accurately, but now his words assailed her ears through a mist of horror and fear. He seemed to plead for her love. He broke into violent protestations of passion. And all the time he held her in his tempestuous embrace. She was helpless, for he was a strong, powerful man and her arms were pinioned to her sides. Her struggles were unavailing and she felt herself growing weaker � she was afraid she would faint, and his hot breath on her face made her feel desperately sick. He kissed her mouth, her eyes, her cheeks, her hair. The pressure of his arms was killing her. He lifted her off her feet. She tried to kick him, but he only held her more closely. He was carrying her now. He wasn�t speaking any more, but his face was pale and his eyes hot with desire. He was taking her into the bedroom. He was no longer a civilized man, but a savage. And as he ran, he stumbled against a table that was in the way. His stiff knee made him a little awkward on his feet, and with the burden of the woman in his arms he fell.
In a moment, she had snatched herself away from him and ran round the sofa. He was up in a flash and flung himself toward her. There was a revolver on the desk. She was not a nervous woman, but Robert was to be away for the night and she had meant to take it into her room when she went to bed. That was why it happened to be there. She was frantic with terror now. She didn�t know what she was doing. She heard a report. She saw Hammond stagger. He gave a cry. He said something, she didn�t know what. He lurched out of the room onto the verandah. She was in a frenzy now, she was beside herself. She followed him out, yes, that was it, she must have followed him out, though she remembered nothing of it, she followed, firing automatically shot after shot till the six chambers were empty. Hammond fell down on the floor of the verandah. He crumpled up into a bloody heap.
When the boys, startled by the reports, rushed up, they found her standing over Hammond with the revolver still in her hand, and Hammond lifeless. She looked at them for a moment without speaking. They stood in a frightened, huddled bunch. She let the revolver fall from her hand and without a word turned and went into the sitting room. They watched her go into her bedroom and turn the key in the lock. They dared not touch the dead body, but looked at it with terrified eyes, talking excitedly to one another in undertones. Then the head-boy collected himself � he had been with them for many years, he was Chinese and a level-headed fellow. Robert had gone into Singapore on his motorcycle and the car stood in the garage. He told the seis to get it out � they must go at once to the Assistant District Officer and tell him what had happened. He picked up the revolver and put it in his pocket.
The A.D.O., a man called Withers, lived on the outskirts of the nearest town, which was about thirty-five miles away. It took them an hour and a half to reach him. Everyone was asleep and they had to rouse the boys. Presently Withers came out and they told him their errand. The head-boy showed him the revolver in proof of what he said. The A.D.O. went into his room to dress, sent for his car, and in a little while was following them back along the deserted road.
The dawn was just breaking as he reached the Crosbies� bungalow. He ran up the steps of the verandah, and stopped short as he saw Hammond�s body lying where he fell. He touched the face. It was quite cold.
�Where�s mem?� he asked the house-boy.
The Chinese pointed to the bedroom. Withers went to the door and knocked. There was no answer. He knocked again. �Mrs. Crosbie!� he called.
�Who is it?�
�Withers.�
There was another pause. Then the door was unlocked and slowly opened. Leslie stood before him. She had not been to bed and wore the tea-gown in which she had dined. She stood and looked silently at the A.D.O.
�Your house-boy fetched me,� he said. �Hammond. What have you done?�
�He tried to rape me and I shot him.�
�My God! I say, you�d better come out here. You must tell me exactly what happened.�
�Not now. I can�t. You must give me time. Send for my husband.�
Withers was a young man, and he did not know exactly what to do in an emergency which was so out of the run of his duties. Leslie refused to say anything till at last Robert arrived. Then she told the two men the story, from which since then, though she had repeated it over and over again, she had never in the slightest degree diverged.

The point to which Mr. Joyce recurred was the shooting. As a lawyer, he was bothered that Leslie had fired not once but six times, and the examination of the dead man showed that four of the shots had been fired close to the body. One might almost have thought that when the man fell, she stood over him and emptied the contents of the revolver into him. She confessed that her memory, so accurate for all that had preceded, failed her here. Her mind was blank. It pointed to an uncontrollable fury, but uncontrollable fury was the last thing you would have expected from this quiet and demure woman. Mr. Joyce had known her a good many years and had always thought her an unemotional person. During the weeks that had passed since the tragedy, her composure had been amazing.
Mr. Joyce shrugged his shoulders. �The fact is, I suppose,� he reflected, �that you can never tell what hidden possibilities of savagery there are in the most respectable of women.� There was a knock at the door. �Come in.�
The Chinese clerk entered and closed the door behind him. He closed it gently, with deliberation but decidedly, and advanced to the table at which Mr. Joyce was sitting.
�May I trouble you, sir, for a few words� private conversation?� he said.
The elaborate accuracy with which the clerk expressed himself always faintly amused Mr. Joyce, and now he smiled. �It�s no trouble, Chi Seng,� he replied.
�The matter on which I desire to speak to you, sir, is delicate and confidential.�
�Fire away.�
Mr. Joyce met his clerk�s shrewd eyes. As usual, Ong Chi Seng was dressed in the height of local fashion. He wore very shiny patent-leather shoes and gay silk socks. In his black tie was a pearl-and-ruby pin, and on the fourth finger of his left hand a diamond ring. From the pocket of his neat white coat protruded a gold fountain pen and a gold pencil. He wore a gold wristwatch, and on the bridge of his nose invisible pince-nez. He gave a little cough.
�The matter has to do with the case R. v. Crosbie, sir.�
�Yes?�
�A circumstance has come to my knowledge, sir, which seems to me to put a different complexion on it.�
�What circumstance?�
�It has come to my knowledge, sir, that there is a letter in existence from the defendant to the unfortunate victim of the tragedy.�
�I shouldn�t be at all surprised. In the course of the last seven years, I have no doubt that Mrs. Crosbie often had occasion to write to Mr. Hammond.� Mr. Joyce had a high opinion of his clerk�s intelligence and his words were designed to conceal his thoughts.
�That is very probable, sir. Mrs. Crosbie must have communicated with the deceased frequently, to invite him to dine with her, for example, or to propose a tennis game. That was my first thought when the matter was brought to my notice. This letter, however, was written on the day of the late Mr. Hammond�s death.�
Mr. Joyce did not flicker an eyelash. He continued to look at Ong Chi Seng with the smile of faint amusement with which he generally talked to him. �Who has told you this?�
�The circumstances were brought to my knowledge, sir, by a fliend of mine.�
Mr. Joyce knew better than to insist.
�You will no doubt recall, sir, that Mrs. Crosbie has stated that until the fatal night she had had no communication with the deceased for several weeks.�
�Have you got the letter?�
�No, sir.�
�What are its contents?�
�My fliend gave me a copy. Would you like to peruse it, sir?�
�I should.�
Ong Chi Seng took from an inside pocket a bulky wallet. It was filled with papers, Singapore dollar notes, and cigarette cards. From the confusion he presently extracted a half sheet of thin notepaper and placed it before Mr. Joyce. The letter read as follows:
�R. will be away for the night. I absolutely must see you. I shall expect you at eleven. I am desperate and if you don�t come I won�t answer for the consequences. Don�t drive up.
��L.�
It was written in the flowing hand which the Chinese were taught at the foreign schools. The writing, so lacking in character, was oddly incongruous with the ominous words.
�What makes you think this note was written by Mrs. Crosbie?�
�I have every confidence in the veracity of my informant, sir,� replied Ong Chi Seng. �And the matter can very easily be put to the proof. Mrs. Crosbie will no doubt be able to tell you at once whether she wrote such a letter or not.�
Since the beginning of the conversation, Mr. Joyce hadn�t taken his eyes off the respectful countenance of his clerk. He wondered now if he discerned in it a faint expression of mockery. �It is inconceivable that Mrs. Crosbie should have written such a letter,� said Mr. Joyce.
�If that is your opinion, sir, the matter is of course ended. My fliend spoke to me on the subject only because he thought, as I was in your office, you might like to know of the existence of this letter before a communication was made to the Deputy Public Prosecutor.�
�Who has the original?� asked Mr. Joyce sharply.
Ong Chi Seng made no sign that he perceived in this question and its manner a change of attitude. �You will remember, sir, no doubt, that after the death of Mr. Hammond it was discovered that he had had relations with a Chinese woman. The letter is at present in her possession.�
That was one of the things which had turned public opinion most vehemently against Hammond. It came to be known that for several months he had had a Chinese woman living in his house.
For a moment, neither of them spoke. Indeed everything had been said and each understood the other perfectly.
�I�m obliged to you, Chi Seng. I will give the matter my consideration.�
�Very good, sir. Do you wish me to make a communication to that effect to my fliend?�
�I daresay it would be as well if you kept in touch with him,� Joyce answered with gravity.
�Yes, sir.�
The clerk noiselessly left the room, shutting the door again with deliberation, and left Mr. Joyce to his reflections. He stared at the copy, in its neat, impersonal writing, of Leslie�s letter. Vague suspicions troubled him. They were so disconcerting that he made an effort to put them out of his mind. There must be a simple explanation of the letter, and Leslie without doubt could give it at once, but, by heaven, an explanation was needed. He rose from his chair, put the letter in his pocket, and took his topee.
When he went out, Ong Chi Seng was busily writing at his desk. �I�m going out for a few minutes, Chi Seng,� he said.
�Mr. George Reed is coming by appointment at twelve o�clock, sir. Where shall I say you�ve gone?�
Mr. Joyce gave him a thin smile. �You can say that you haven�t the least idea.�
But he knew perfectly well that Ong Chi Seng was aware that he was going to the jail. Though the crime had been committed in Belanda and the trial was to take place at Belanda Bharu, since there was in the jail there no convenience for the detention of a white woman Mrs. Crosbie had been brought to Singapore.

When she was led into the room in which he waited, she held out her thin, distinguished hand and gave him a pleasant smile. She was as ever neatly and simply dressed and her abundant, pale hair was arranged with care. �I wasn�t expecting to see you this morning,� she said graciously.
She might have been in her own house, and Mr. Joyce almost expected to hear her call the boy and tell him to bring the visitor a gin pahit.
�How are you?� he asked.
�I�m in the best of health, thank you.� A flicker of amusement flashed across her eyes. �This is a wonderful place for a rest cure.�
The attendant withdrew and they were left alone.
�Do sit down,� said Leslie.
He took a chair. He didn�t quite know how to begin. She was so cool that it seemed almost impossible to say to her that thing he had come to say. Though she was not pretty, there was something agreeable in her appearance. She had elegance, but it was the elegance of good breeding in which there was nothing of the artifice of society. You had only to look at her to know what sort of people she had and what kind of surroundings she had lived in. Her fragility gave her a singular refinement. It was impossible to associate her with the vaguest idea of grossness.
�I�m looking forward to seeing Robert this afternoon,� she said in her good-humored, easy voice. It was a pleasure to hear her speak, her voice and her accent were so distinctive of her class. �Poor dear, it�s been a great trial to his nerves. I�m thankful it�ll all be over in a few days.�
�It�s only five days now.�
�I know. Each morning when I awake I say to myself, �one less.� � She smiled. �Just as I used to do at school and the holidays were coming.�
�By the way, am I right in thinking that you had no communication whatever with Hammond for several weeks before the catastrophe?�
�I�m quite positive of that. The last time we met was at a tennis-party at the MacFarrens�. I don�t think I said more than two words to him. They have the two courts, and we didn�t happen to be in the same sets.�
�And you hadn�t written to him?�
�Oh, no.�
�Are you quite sure of that?�
�Oh, quite,� she answered with a little smile. �There was nothing I should write to him for except to ask him to dine or to play tennis, and I hadn�t done either for months.�
�At one time you�d been on fairly intimate terms with him. How did it happen that you�d stopped asking him to anything?�
Mrs. Crosbie shrugged her thin shoulders. �One gets tired of people. We hadn�t anything very much in common. Of course, when he was ill, Robert and I did everything we could for him, but the last year or two he�s been quite well and he was very popular. He had a good many calls on his time and there didn�t seem to be any need to shower invitations upon him.�
�Are you quite certain that was all?�
Mrs. Crosbie hesitated for a moment. �Well, I may just as well tell you. It had come to our ears that he was living with a Chinese woman, and Robert said he wouldn�t have him in the house. I had seen her myself.�
Mr. Joyce was sitting in a straight-backed armchair, resting his chin on his hand, and his eyes were fixed on Leslie. Was it his fancy that as she made this remark her black pupils were filled, for the fraction of a second, with a dull red light? The effect was startling. Mr. Joyce shifted in his chair. He placed the tips of his ten fingers together. He spoke very slowly, choosing his words.
�I think I should tell you that there is in existence a letter in your handwriting to Geoff Hammond.�
He watched her closely. She made no movement, nor did her face change color, but she took a noticeable time to reply.
�In the past I�ve often sent him little notes to ask him to something or other, or to get me something when I knew he was going to Singapore.�
�This letter asks him to come and see you because Robert was going to Singapore.�
�That�s impossible. I never did anything of the kind.�
�You�d better read it for yourself.�
He took it out of his pocket and handed it to her. She gave it a glance and with a smile of scorn handed it back to him. �That�s not my handwriting.�
�It�s said to be an exact copy of the original.�
She took it back and read the words now, and as she read a horrible change came over her. Her colorless face grew dreadful to look at. It turned green. The flesh seemed to fall away and her skin was tightly stretched over the bones. Her lips receded, showing her teeth, so that she had the appearance of making a grimace. She stared at Joyce with eyes that started from their sockets. He was looking now at a gibbering death�s head.
�What does it mean?� she whispered. Her mouth was so dry that she could utter no more than a hoarse sound. It was no longer a human voice.
�That is for you to say,� he answered.
�I didn�t write it. I swear I didn�t write it.�
�Be very careful what you say. If the original is in your handwriting, it would be useless to deny it.�
�It would be a forgery.�
�It would be difficult to prove that. It would be easy to prove it was genuine.�
A shiver passed through her lean body, but great beads of sweat stood on her forehead. She took a handkerchief from her bag and wiped the palms of her hands. She glanced at the letter again and gave Mr. Joyce a sidelong look. �It�s not dated. If I had written it and forgotten all about it, it might have been written years ago. If you�ll give me time, I�ll try and remember the circumstances.�
�I noticed there was no date. If this letter were in the hands of the prosecution, they would cross-examine the boys. They would soon find out whether someone took a letter to Hammond on the day of his death.�
Mrs. Crosbie clasped her hands violently and swayed in her chair so that he thought she would faint. �I swear to you that I didn�t write that letter.�
Mr. Joyce was silent for a little while. He took his eyes from her distraught face and looked down on the floor, reflecting. �In these circumstances, we need not go into the matter further,� he said slowly, at last breaking the silence. �If the possessor of this letter sees fit to place it in the hands of the prosecution you will be prepared.�
His words suggested that he had nothing more to say to her, but he made no movement of departure. He waited. To himself he seemed to wait a very long time. He did not look at Leslie, but he was conscious that she sat very still. She made no sound.
At last it was he who spoke. �If you have nothing more to say to me, I think I�ll be getting back to my office.�
�What would anyone who read the letter be inclined to think that it meant?� she asked.
�He�d know that you had told a deliberate lie,� answered Mr. Joyce sharply.
�When?�
�You have stated definitely that you had had no communication with Hammond for at least three months.�
�The whole thing has been a terrible shock to me. The events of that dreadful night have been a nightmare. It�s not very strange if one detail has escaped my memory.�
�It would be very unfortunate, when your memory has reproduced so exactly every particular of your interview with Hammond, that you should have forgotten so important a point as that he came to see you in the bungalow on the night of his death at your express desire.�
�I hadn�t forgotten. After what happened, I was afraid to mention it. I thought none of you would believe my story if I admitted he�d come at my invitation. I daresay it was stupid of me, but I lost my head � and after I�d said once that I�d had no communication with Hammond, I was obliged to stick to it.� By now, Leslie had recovered her admirable composure and she met Mr. Joyce�s appraising glance with candor. Her gentleness was very disarming.
�You�ll be required to explain, then, why you asked Hammond to come and see you when Robert was away for the night.�
She turned her eyes full on the lawyer. He had been mistaken in thinking them insignificant. They were rather fine eyes, and unless he was mistaken they were bright now with tears. Her voice had a little break in it.
�It was a surprise I was preparing for Robert. His birthday is next month. I knew he wanted a new gun and you know I�m dreadfully stupid about sporting things. I wanted to talk to Geoff about it. I thought I�d get him to order it for me.�
�Perhaps the terms of the letter are not very clear to your recollection. Will you have another look at it?�
�No, I don�t want to,� she said quickly.
�Does it seem to you the sort of letter a woman would write to a somewhat distant acquaintance because she wanted to consult him about buying a gun?�
�I daresay it�s rather extravagant and emotional. I do express myself like that, you know. I�m quite prepared to admit it�s very silly.� She smiled. �And, after all, Geoff Hammond wasn�t quite a distant acquaintance. When he was ill, I�d nursed him like a mother. I asked him to come when Robert was away because Robert wouldn�t have him in the house.�
Mr. Joyce was tired of sitting so long in the same position. He rose and walked once or twice up and down the room, choosing the words he proposed to say, then he leaned over the back of the chair in which he had been sitting. He spoke slowly in a tone of deep gravity. �Mrs. Crosbie, I want to talk to you very, very seriously. This case was comparatively plain sailing. There was only one point which seemed to me to require explanation. As far as I could judge, you had fired no less than four shots into Hammond when he was lying on the ground. It was hard to accept the possibility that a delicate, frightened, and habitually self-controlled woman, of gentle nurture and refined instincts, should have surrendered to an absolutely uncontrolled frenzy. But of course it was admissible. Although Geoffrey Hammond was much liked and on the whole thought highly of, I was prepared to prove that he was the sort of man who might be guilty of the crime which in justification of your act you accused him of. The fact, which was discovered after his death, that he had been living with a Chinese woman gave us something very definite to go on. That robbed him of any sympathy which might have been felt for him. We made up our minds to make use of the odium which such a connection cast upon him in the minds of all respectable people. I told your husband this morning that I was certain of an acquittal, and I wasn�t just telling him that to give him heart. I do not believe the assessors would have left the Court.�
They looked into one another�s eyes. Mrs. Crosbie was strangely still. She was like a little bird paralyzed by the fascination of a snake. He went on in the same quiet tones. �But this letter has thrown an entirely different complexion on the case. I am your legal adviser, I shall represent you in Court. I take your story as you tell it to me, and I shall conduct your defense according to its terms. It may be that I believe your statements, and it may be that I doubt them. The duty of counsel is to persuade the Court that the evidence placed before it is not such as to justify it in bringing in a verdict of Guilty, and any private opinion he may have of the guilt or innocence of his client is entirely beside the point.�
He was astonished to see in Leslie�s eyes the flicker of a smile. Piqued, he went on somewhat drily, �You�re not going to deny that Hammond came to your house at your urgent, and I may even say, hysterical invitation?�
Mrs. Crosbie, hesitating for an instant, seemed to consider. �They can prove that the letter was taken to his bungalow by one of the house-boys. He rode over on his bicycle.�
�You mustn�t expect other people to be more stupid than you. The letter will put them on the track of suspicions which have entered nobody�s head. I will not tell you what I personally thought when I saw the copy. I do not wish you to tell me anything but what is needed to save your neck.�
Mrs. Crosbie gave a shrill cry. She sprang to her feet, white with terror. �You don�t think they�d hang me?�
�If they came to the conclusion that you hadn�t killed Hammond in self-defense, it would be the duty of the assessors to bring in a verdict of Guilty. The charge is murder. It would be the duty of the judge to sentence you to death.�
�But what can they prove?� she gasped.
�I don�t know what they can prove. I don�t want to know. But if their suspicions are aroused, if they begin to make inquiries, if the natives are questioned � what is it that can be discovered?� She crumpled up suddenly. She fell on the floor before he could catch her. She had fainted.
He looked round the room for water, but there was none there, and he did not want to be disturbed. He stretched her out on the floor and, kneeling beside her, waited for her to recover. When she opened her eyes, he was disconcerted by the ghastly fear that he saw in them. �Keep quite still,� he said. �You�ll be better in a moment.�
�You won�t let them hang me,� she whispered. She began to cry hysterically, while in undertones he sought to quieten her.
�For goodness� sake, pull yourself together,� he said.
�Give me a minute.�
Her courage was amazing. He could see the effort she made to regain her self-control, and soon she was once more calm. �Let me get up now.�
He gave her his hand and helped her to her feet. Taking her arm, he led her to the chair. She sat down wearily. �Don�t talk to me for a minute or two,� she said.
�Very well.�
When at last she spoke, it was to say something he didn�t expect. She gave a little sigh. �I�m afraid I�ve made rather a mess of things,� she said.
He didn�t answer, and once more there was a silence.
�Isn�t it possible to get hold of the letter?� she said at last.
�I don�t think anything would have been said to me about it if the person in whose possession it is was not prepared to sell it.�
�Who�s got it?�
�The Chinese woman who was living in Hammond�s house.�
A spot of color flickered for an instant on Leslie�s cheekbones. �Does she want a lot for it?�
�I imagine she has a very shrewd idea of its value. I doubt if it would be possible to get hold of it except for a very large sum.�
�Are you going to let me be hanged?�
�Do you think it�s so simple as all that to secure possession of an unwelcome piece of evidence? It�s no different from suborning a witness. You have no right to make any such suggestion to me.�
�Then what is going to happen to me?�
�Justice must take its course.�
She grew very pale. A little shudder passed through her body. �I put myself in your hands. Of course, I have no right to ask you to do anything that isn�t proper.�
Mr. Joyce had not bargained for the little break in her voice which her habitual self-restraint made quite intolerably moving. She looked at him with humble eyes and he thought that if he rejected their appeal they would haunt him for the rest of his life. After all, nothing could bring poor Hammond back to life again. He wondered what really was the explanation of that letter. It wasn�t fair to conclude from it that she had killed Hammond without provocation. He had lived in the East a long time and his sense of professional honor wasn�t perhaps so acute as it had been twenty years before.
He stared at the floor. He made up his mind to do something which he knew was unjustifiable, but it stuck in his throat and he felt dully resentful toward Leslie. It embarrassed him a little to speak. �I don�t know exactly what your husband�s circumstances are.�
Flushing a rosy red, she shot a swift glance at him. �He has a good many tin shares and a small share in two or three rubber estates. I suppose he could raise money.�
�He would have to be told what it was for.�
She was silent for a moment. She seemed to think.
�He�s in love with me still. He would make any sacrifice to save me. Is there any need for him to see the letter?�
Mr. Joyce frowned a little, and, quick to notice, she went on. �Robert is an old friend of yours. I�m not asking you to do anything for me, I�m asking you to save a rather simple, kind man who never did you any harm from all the pain that�s possible.�
Mr. Joyce did not reply. He rose to go and Mrs. Crosbie, with the grace that was natural to her, held out her hand. She was shaken by the scene, and her look was haggard, but she made a brave attempt to speed him with courtesy. �It�s so good of you to take all this trouble for me. I can�t begin to tell you how grateful I am.�

Mr. Joyce returned to his office. He sat in his own room, quite still, attempting to do no work, and pondered. His imagination brought him many strange ideas. He shuddered a little. At last there was the discreet knock on the door which he was expecting. Ong Chi Seng came in.
�I was just going out to have my tiffin, sir,� he said.
�All right.�
�I didn�t know if there was anything you wanted before I went, sir.�
�I don�t think so. Did you make another appointment for Mr. Reed?�
�Yes, sir. He will come at three o�clock.�
�Good.�
Ong Chi Seng turned away, walked to the door, and put his long, slim fingers on the handle. Then, as though on an afterthought, he turned back. �Is there anything you wish me to say to my fliend, sir?� Although Ong Chi Seng spoke English so admirably, he had still a difficulty with the letter �r.�
�What friend?�
�About the letter Mrs. Crosbie wrote to Hammond deceased, sir.�
�Oh! I�d forgotten about that. I mentioned it to Mrs. Crosbie and she denies having written anything of the sort. It�s evidently a forgery.� Joyce took the copy from his pocket and handed it to Ong Chi Seng. Ong Chi Seng ignored the gesture.
�In that case, sir, I suppose there would be no objection if my fliend delivered the letter to the Deputy Public Prosecutor.�
�None. But I don�t quite see what good that would do your friend.�
�My fliend, sir, thought it was his duty in the interests of justice.�
�I am the last man in the world to interfere with anyone who wishes to do his duty, Chi Seng.�
The eyes of the lawyer and of the Chinese clerk met. Not the shadow of a smile hovered on the lips of either, but they understood each other perfectly.
�I quite understand, sir,� said Ong Chi Seng, �but from my study of the case R. v. Crosbie I am of opinion that the production of such a letter would be damaging to our client.�
�I have always had a very high opinion of your legal acumen, Chi Seng.�
�It has occurred to me, sir, that if I could persuade my fliend to induce the Chinese woman who has the letter to deliver it into our hands it would save a great deal of trouble.�
Mr. Joyce idly drew faces on his blotting-paper. �I suppose your friend is a businessman. In what circumstances do you think he would be induced to part with the letter?�
�He has not got the letter. The Chinese woman has the letter. He is only a relation of the Chinese woman. She is an ignorant woman � she did not know the value of the letter till my fliend told her.�
�What value did he put on it?�
�Ten thousand dollars, sir.�
�Good God! Where on earth do you suppose Mrs. Crosbie can get ten thousand dollars! I tell you, the letter�s a forgery!�
He looked up at Ong Chi Seng as he spoke. The clerk was unmoved by the outburst. He stood at the side of the desk, civil, cool, and observant. �Mr. Crosbie owns an eighth share of the Betong Rubber Estate and a sixth share of the Selantan River Rubber Estate. I have a fliend who will lend him the money on the security of his properties.�
�You have a large circle of acquaintance, Chi Seng.�
�Yes, sir.�
�Well, you can tell them to go to hell. I would never advise Mr. Crosbie to give a penny more than five thousand for a letter that can be very easily explained.�
�The Chinese woman does not want to sell the letter, sir. My fliend took a long time to persuade her. It is useless to offer her less than the sum mentioned.�
Mr. Joyce looked at Ong Chi Seng for at least three minutes. The clerk bore the searching scrutiny without embarrassment. He stood in a respectful attitude with downcast eyes. Mr. Joyce knew his man. Clever fellow, Chi Seng, he thought, I wonder how much he�s going to get out of it.
�Ten thousand dollars is a very large sum.�
�Mr. Crosbie will certainly pay it rather than see his wife hanged, sir.�
Again Mr. Joyce paused. What more did Chi Seng know than he had said? He must be pretty sure of his ground if he was obviously so unwilling to bargain. That sum had been fixed because whoever it was that was managing the affair knew it was the largest amount Robert Crosbie could raise.
�Where is the Chinese woman now?� asked Mr. Joyce.
�She is staying at the house of my fliend, sir.�
�Will she come here?�
�I think it more better if you go to her, sir. I can take you to the house tonight and she will give you the letter. She is a very ignorant woman, sir, and she does not understand checks.�
�I wasn�t thinking of giving her a check. I will bring banknotes with me.�
�It would only be waste of valuable time to bring less than ten thousand dollars, sir.�
�I quite understand.�
�I will go and tell my fliend after I have had my tiffin, sir.�
�Very good. You�d better meet me outside the club at ten o�clock tonight.�
�With pleasure, sir,� said Ong Chi Seng.
He gave Mr. Joyce a little bow and left the room. Joyce went out to have luncheon, too. He went to the club, and here, as he had expected, he saw Robert Crosbie. He was sitting at a crowded table, and as he passed him, looking for a place, Mr. Joyce touched him on the shoulder. �I�d like a word or two with you before you go,� he said.
�Right you are. Let me know when you�re ready.�

Mr. Joyce had made up his mind how to tackle him. He played a rubber of bridge after luncheon in order to allow time for the club to empty itself. He didn�t want on this particular matter to see Crosbie in his office. Presently Crosbie came into the card-room and looked on till the game was finished. The other players went on their various affairs, and the two were left alone.
�A rather unfortunate thing has happened, old man,� said Joyce, in a tone which he sought to render as casual as possible. �It appears that your wife sent a letter to Hammond asking him to come to the bungalow on the night he was killed.�
�But that�s impossible,� cried Crosbie. �She�s always stated that she had had no communication with Hammond. I know from my own knowledge that she hadn�t set eyes on him for a couple of months.�
�The fact remains that the letter exists. It�s in the possession of the Chinese woman Hammond was living with. Your wife meant to give you a present on your birthday, and she wanted Hammond to help her to get it. In the emotional excitement that she suffered from after the tragedy, she forgot all about it, and having once denied having any communication with Hammond she was afraid to say she�d made a mistake. It was of course very unfortunate, but I daresay it wasn�t unnatural.�
Crosbie didn�t speak. His large red face bore an expression of complete bewilderment, and Mr. Joyce was at once relieved and exasperated by his lack of comprehension. He was a stupid man, and Joyce had no patience with stupidity. But his distress since the catastrophe had touched a soft spot in the lawyer�s heart and Mrs. Crosbie had struck the right note when she asked him to help her, not for her sake but for her husband�s.
�I need not tell you that it would be very awkward if this letter found its way into the hands of the prosecution. Your wife has lied, and she would be asked to explain the lie. It alters things a little if Hammond did not intrude, an unwanted guest, but came to your house by invitation. It would be easy to arouse in the assessors a certain indecision of mind.�
Mr. Joyce hesitated. He was face to face now with his decision. If it had been a time for humor, he could have smiled at the reflection that he was taking so grave a step and that the man for whom he was taking it had not the smallest conception of its gravity. If he gave the matter a thought, he probably imagined that what Mr. Joyce was doing was what any lawyer did in the ordinary run of business.
�My dear Robert, you are not only my client but my friend. I think we must get hold of that letter. It�ll cost a good deal of money. Except for that, I should have preferred to say nothing to you about it.�
�How much?�
�Ten thousand dollars.�
�That�s a devil of a lot. With the slump and one thing and another, it�ll take just about all I�ve got.�
�Can you get it at once?�
�I suppose so. Old Charlie Meadows will let me have it on my tin shares and on those two estates I�m interested in.�
�Then will you?�
�Is it absolutely necessary?�
�If you want your wife to be acquitted.�
Crosbie grew very red. His mouth sagged strangely. �But�� He couldn�t find words, his face now was purple. �But I don�t understand. She can explain. You don�t mean to say they�d find her guilty? They couldn�t hang her for putting a noxious vermin out of the way!�
�Of course they wouldn�t hang her. They might only find her guilty of manslaughter. She�d probably get off with two or three years.�
Crosbie started to his feet and his red face was distraught with horror. �Three years!�
Then something seemed to dawn in that slow intelligence of his. His mind was darkness across which shot suddenly a flash of lightning, and though the succeeding darkness was as profound there remained the memory of something not seen but perhaps just descried. Mr. Joyce saw that Crosbie�s big red hands, coarse and hard with all the odd jobs he had set them to, trembled.
�What was the present she wanted to make me?�
�She says she wanted to give you a new gun.�
Once more that great red face flushed a deeper red. �When have you got to have the money ready?� There was something odd in his voice now. It sounded as though he spoke with invisible hands clutching at his throat.
�At ten o�clock tonight. I thought you could bring it to my office at about six.�
�Is the woman coming to you?�
�No, I�m going to her.�
�I�ll bring the money. I�ll come with you.�
Mr. Joyce looked at him sharply. �Do you think there�s any need for you to do that? I think it would be better if you left me to deal with this matter by myself.�
�It�s my money, isn�t it? I�m going to come.�
Mr. Joyce shrugged his shoulders. They rose and shook hands. Mr. Joyce looked at him curiously.

At ten o�clock they met in the empty club.
�Everything all right?� asked Mr. Joyce.
�Yes. I�ve got the money in my pocket.�
�Let�s go, then.�
They walked down the steps. Mr. Joyce�s car was waiting for them in the square, silent at that hour, and as they came to it, Ong Chi Seng stepped out of the shadow of a house. He took his seat beside the driver and gave him a direction. They drove past the Hotel de l�Europe and turned up by the Sailors� Home to get into Victoria Street. Here the Chinese shops were open still, idlers lounged about, and in the roadway rickshaws and motor-cars and gharries gave a busy air to the scene.
Suddenly their car stopped and Chi Seng turned round. �I think it more better if we walk here, sir,� he said. They got out and he went on. They followed a step or two behind. Then he asked them to stop. �You wait here, sir. I go in and speak to my fliend.�
He went into a shop, open to the street, where three or four Chinese were standing behind the counter. It was one of those strange shops where nothing was on view and you wondered what it was they sold there. They saw him address a stout man in a duck suit with a large gold chain across his breast and the man shot a quick glance out into the night. He gave Chi Seng a key and Chi Seng came out. He beckoned to the two men waiting and slid into a doorway at the side of the shop. They followed him and found themselves at the foot of a flight of stairs.
�If you wait a minute, I will light a match,� he said, always resourceful. �You come upstairs, please.�
He held a Japanese match in front of them, but it scarcely dispelled the darkness and they groped their way up behind him. On the first floor, he unlocked a door and, going in, lit a gas-jet. �Come in, please,� he said.
It was a small, square room with one window, and the only furniture consisted of two low Chinese beds covered with matting. In one corner was a large chest with an elaborate lock, and on this stood a shabby tray with an opium pipe on it and a lamp. There was in the room the faint, acrid scent of the drug.
They sat down and Ong Chi Seng offered them cigarettes. In a moment, the door was opened by the fat Chinaman they�d seen behind the counter. He bade them good evening in very good English and sat down by the side of his fellow countryman.
�The woman is just coming,� said Chi Seng.
A boy from the shop brought in a tray with a teapot and cups and the Chinaman offered them a cup of tea. Crosbie refused. The Chinese talked to one another in undertones, but Crosbie and Mr. Joyce were silent.
At last there was the sound of a voice outside � someone was calling in a low tone � and the Chinaman went to the door. He opened it, spoke a few words, and ushered a woman in. Mr. Joyce looked at her. He had heard much about her since Hammond�s death, but he had never seen her. She was a stoutish person, not very young, with a broad, phlegmatic face. She was powdered and rouged and her eyebrows were thin black lines, but she gave the impression of a woman of character. She wore a pale-blue jacket and a white skirt. Her costume was not quite European nor quite Chinese, but on her feet were little Chinese silk slippers. She wore heavy gold chains round her neck, gold bangles on her wrists, gold earrings, and elaborate gold pins in her black hair. She walked in slowly, with the air of a woman sure of herself, but with a certain heaviness of tread, and sat down on the bed beside Ong Chi Seng. He said something to her and, nodding, she gave an incurious glance at the two white men.
�Has she got the letter?� asked Mr. Joyce.
�Yes, sir.�
Crosbie said nothing, but produced a roll of five-hundred-dollar notes. He counted out twenty and handed them to Chi Seng. �Will you see if that is correct?�
The clerk counted them and gave them to the fat Chinaman. �Quite correct, sir.�
The Chinaman counted them once more and put them in his pocket. He spoke again to the woman and she drew from her bosom a letter. She gave it to Chi Seng, who cast his eyes over it. �This is the right document, sir,� he said, and was about to give it to Mr. Joyce when Crosbie took it from him.
�Let me look at it,� he said.
Mr. Joyce watched him read and then held out his hand for it. �You�d better let me have it.�
Crosbie folded it up deliberately and put it in his pocket. �No, I�m going to keep it myself. It�s cost me enough money.�
Mr. Joyce made no rejoinder. The three Chinese watched the little passage, but what they thought about it, or whether they thought, was impossible to tell from their impassive countenances. Mr. Joyce rose to his feet. �Do you want me any more tonight, sir?� said Ong Chi Seng.
�No.� Joyce knew the clerk wished to stay behind in order to get his agreed share of the money and he turned to Crosbie. �Are you ready?�
Crosbie did not answer, but stood up. The Chinaman went to the door and opened it for them. Chi Seng found a bit of candle and lit it in order to light them down, and the two Chinese accompanied them to the street. They left the woman sitting quietly on the bed, smoking. When they reached the street, the Chinese left them and went once more upstairs.
�What are you going to do with that letter?� asked Mr. Joyce.
�Keep it.�
They walked to where the car was waiting for them and here Mr. Joyce offered his friend a lift. Crosbie shook his head. �I�m going to walk.� He hesitated a little and shuffled his feet. �I went to Singapore on the night of Hammond�s death partly to buy a new gun that a man I knew wanted to dispose of. Goodnight.�
He disappeared quickly into the darkness...
Mr. Joyce was quite right about the trial. The assessors went into court fully determined to acquit Mrs. Crosbie. She gave evidence on her own behalf. She told her story simply and with straightforwardness. The D.P.P. was a kindly man and it was plain that he took no great pleasure in his task. He asked the necessary questions in a deprecating manner. His speech for the prosecution might really have been a speech for the defense, and the assessors took less than five minutes to consider their popular verdict. It was impossible to prevent the great outburst of applause with which it was received by the crowd that packed the courthouse. The judge congratulated Mrs. Crosbie and she was a free woman.

No one had expressed a more violent disapprobation of Hammond�s behavior than Mrs. Joyce. She was a woman loyal to her friends and she had insisted on the Crosbies staying with her after the trial � for she, in common with everyone else, had no doubt of the result � till they could make arrangements to go away. It was out of the question for poor, dear, brave Leslie to return to the bungalow at which the horrible catastrophe had taken place.
The trial was over by half past twelve, and when they reached the Joyces� house a grand luncheon was awaiting them. Cocktails were ready, Mrs. Joyce�s million-dollar cocktail was celebrated through all the Malay States, and Mrs. Joyce drank Leslie�s health. She was a talkative, vivacious woman, and now she was in the highest spirits. It was fortunate, for the rest of them were silent. She did not wonder, her husband never had much to say, and the other two were naturally exhausted from the long strain to which they had been subjected. During luncheon, she carried on a bright and spirited monologue. Then coffee was served.
�Now, children,� she said in her gay, bustling fashion, �you must have a rest, and after tea I shall take you both for a drive to the sea.�
Mr. Joyce, who lunched at home only by exception, had of course to go back to his office.
�I�m afraid I can�t do that, Mrs. Joyce,� said Crosbie. �I�ve got to get back to the estate at once.�
�Not today?� she cried.
�Yes, now. I�ve neglected it for too long and I have urgent business. But I shall be very grateful if you will keep Leslie until we�ve decided what to do.�
Mrs. Joyce was about to expostulate, but her husband prevented her. �If he must go, he must, and there�s an end of it.� There was something in the lawyer�s tone which made her look at him quickly. She held her tongue and there was a moment�s silence. Then Crosbie spoke again.
�If you�ll forgive me, I�ll start at once so that I can get there before dark.� He rose from the table. �Will you come and see me off, Leslie?�
�Of course.�
They went out of the dining room together.
�I think that�s rather inconsiderate of him,� said Mrs. Joyce. �He must know that Leslie wants to be with him just now.�
�I�m sure he wouldn�t go if it wasn�t absolutely necessary.�
�Well, I�ll just see that Leslie�s room is ready for her. She wants a complete rest, of course, and then amusement.�
Mrs. Joyce left the room and Joyce sat down again. In a short time, he heard Crosbie start the engine of his motorcycle and then noisily scrunch over the gravel of the garden path. He got up and went into the drawing room. Mrs. Crosbie was standing in the middle of it, looking into space, and in her hand was an open letter. He recognized it. She gave him a glance as he came in and he saw that she was deathly pale.
�He knows,� she whispered.
Mr. Joyce went up to her and took the letter from her hand. He lit a match and set the paper afire. She watched it burn. When he could hold it no longer, he dropped it on the tiled floor and they both looked at the paper curl and blacken. Then he trod it into ashes with his foot.
�What does he know?�
She gave him a long, long stare and into her eyes came a strange look. Was it contempt or despair? Mr. Joyce could not tell. �He knows that Geoff was my lover.�
Mr. Joyce made no movement and uttered no sound.
�He�d been my lover for years. He became my lover almost immediately after he came back from the war. We knew how careful we must be. When we became lovers, I pretended I was tired of him and he seldom came to the house when Robert was there. I used to drive out to a place we knew and he met me, two or three times a week, and when Robert went to Singapore he used to come to the bungalow late, when the boys had gone for the night. We saw one another constantly, all the time, and not a soul had the smallest suspicion of it. And then lately, a year ago, he began to change. I didn�t know what was the matter. I couldn�t believe he didn�t care for me any more. He always denied it. I was frantic. I made scenes. Sometimes I thought he hated me. Oh, if you knew what agonies I endured! I passed through hell! I knew he didn�t want me any more and I wouldn�t let him go! Misery! Misery! I loved him. I�d given him everything, he was my life!
�And then I heard he was living with a Chinese woman. I couldn�t believe it. I wouldn�t believe it. At last I saw her, I saw her with my own eyes, walking in the village, with her gold bracelets and her necklaces, an old fat Chinese woman. She was older than I was. Horrible! They all knew in the kampong that she was his mistress. And when I passed her, she looked at me and I knew that she knew I was his mistress, too. I sent for him � I told him I must see him. You�ve read the letter. I was mad to write it. I didn�t know what I was doing. I didn�t care. I hadn�t seen him for ten days. It was a lifetime. And when last we�d parted he took me in his arms and kissed me and told me not to worry. And he went straight from my arms to hers.�
She had been speaking in a low voice, vehemently, and now she stopped and wrung her hands.
�That damned letter. We�d always been so careful. He always tore up any word I wrote to him the moment he�d read it. How was I to know he�d leave that one? He came and I told him I knew about the Chinawoman. He denied it. He said it was only scandal. I was beside myself. I don�t know what I said to him. Oh, I hated him then. I tore him limb from limb. I said everything I could to wound him. I insulted him. I could have spat in his face. And at last he turned on me. He told me he was sick and tired of me and never wanted to see me again. He said I bored him to death. And then he acknowledged that it was true about the woman. He said he�d known her for years, before the war, and she was the only woman who really meant anything to him, and the rest was just pastime. And he said he was glad I knew, and now at last I�d leave him alone. And then I don�t know what happened, I was beside myself. I seized the revolver and I fired. He gave a cry and I saw I�d hit him. He staggered and rushed for the verandah. I ran after him and fired again. He fell, and then I stood over him and I fired and fired till the revolver went click, click, and I knew there were no more cartridges.�
At last she stopped, panting. Her face was no longer human � it was distorted with cruelty, and rage and pain. You would never have thought that this quiet, refined woman was capable of such a fiendish passion. Mr. Joyce took a step backward. He was absolutely aghast at the sight of her. It was not a face, it was a gibbering, hideous mask. Then they heard a voice calling from another room, a loud, friendly, cheerful voice. It was Mrs. Joyce.
�Come along, Leslie darling, your room�s ready. You must be dropping with sleep.�
Mrs. Crosbie�s features gradually composed themselves. Those passions, so clearly delineated, were smoothed away as with your hand you would smooth a crumpled paper, and in a minute the face was cool and calm and unlined. She was a trifle pale, but her lips broke into a pleasant, affable smile. She was once more the well bred and even distinguished woman.
�I�m coming, Dorothy dear. I�m sorry to give you so much trouble,� she called.

Is There a Detective in the House?
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The Murders in the Rue Morgue
EDGAR ALLAN POE

THE STORY
Original publication:Graham�s Lady�s and Gentleman�s Magazine, April 1841; later published in 1843 in a slim pamphlet as a single story, The Prose Romances of Edgar A. Poe, No. 1, one of the rarest and most precious volumes of American literature; first collected in Tales (New York, Wiley and Putnam, 1845)

Among his numerous accomplishments, significant enough to cause numerous critics to regard him as the greatest American writer of the nineteenth century, Edgar Allan Poe (1809�1849) is widely recognized as the inventor of the detective story. His poems are among the most often read, quoted, enjoyed, and parodied of any American poet of the nineteenth century; he was a monumentally influential literary critic and editor; and his short stories are relentlessly anthologized and remain popular pleasure reading to the present day, especially his tales of the macabre and supernatural. Even schoolchildren are familiar with such masterpieces as �The Pit and the Pendulum,� �The Black Cat,� �The Cask of Amontillado,� �The Fall of the House of Usher,� and �The Tell-Tale Heart,� often, perhaps, because so much of his work has served as the basis (albeit very loosely) for scores of horror films.
The detective short story was born with �The Murders in the Rue Morgue.� Within a single story, Poe produced virtually all the significant tropes of the detective story. In C. Auguste Dupin, of course, he gave us the first eccentric genius detective (perfected by Arthur Conan Doyle forty-six years later when Sherlock Holmes burst upon the scene). The anonymous narrator of the story serves as the stand-in for the reader, marveling at his friend�s brilliance while asking the questions that the reader would otherwise ask. Poe gave us the seemingly impossible crime, the bungling police, the astute observations of clues invisible to others, and the deductions made from them. He called this story (and the two others featuring Dupin) tales of ratiocination (a word he invented). Note that he did not call Dupin a detective � because the word did not yet exist, nor did the position.
Only three Dupin stories were written because they garnered little interest and he quickly tired of the form. The second Dupin story, �The Mystery of Marie Roget� (1842), is a lengthy, rather dull description (mainly newspaper accounts) of the real-life murder of Mary Rogers, moved from New York to Paris by the author. The third and last, �The Purloined Letter,� is his masterpiece in the mystery genre.

THE FILM
Title: Murders in the Rue Morgue, 1932
Studio: Universal Pictures
Director: Robert Florey
Screenwriters: Robert Florey, Tom Reed, Dale Van Every, and John Huston
Producer: Carl Laemmle Jr.

THE CAST
��Bela Lugosi (Dr. Mirakle)
��Leon Waycoff, aka Leon Ames (Pierre Dupin)
��Sidney Fox (Mlle. Camille L�Espanaye)
��Bert Roach (Paul)

The motion picture adapted from �The Murders in the Rue Morgue� bears little resemblance to Poe�s story. Robert Florey, recently fired from Universal�s Frankenstein, wrote a screenplay that faithfully followed the original story. However, Universal had just enjoyed two very successful horror releases, Frankenstein (1931) and Dracula (1931), and ordered him to rewrite the script in order to follow those hits with another dark horror film, casting Bela Lugosi after his sensational performance as the vampire count.
Instead of being a detective story, Murders in the Rue Morgue turned into the tale of a mad scientist, Dr. Mirakle, who claims he can prove the theory of evolution by mixing the blood of humans and apes. Pierre Dupin and his friend Paul attend a carnival with their girlfriends where they see Mirakle and Eric, his caged ape. Noticing that Eric seems to fancy Mignonette, Paul�s girlfriend, Mirakle sets out to kidnap her but winds up with a streetwalker (played by Arlene Francis) instead. She dies during the experiment and her body is tossed into the river � the third such victim. Pierre, a medical student, discovers that all died because of a foreign substance in their bloodstreams and deduces that Mirakle and Eric are responsible.
There have been numerous adaptations of Poe�s tale, none bearing more than a soup�on of resemblance to Poe�s story, beginning with a 1914 silent, The Murders in the Rue Morgue, produced by Paragon Photo Plays and directed by Robert Goodman. In 1954, Warner Brothers released Phantom of the Rue Morgue, directed by Roy Del Ruth and starring Karl Malden. American-International Pictures produced Murders in the Rue Morgue in 1971; it was directed by Gordon Hessler and starred Jason Robards. A 1986 made-for-television film, Murders in the Rue Morgue, was directed by Jeannot Szwarc and starred George C. Scott.

THE MURDERS IN THE RUE MORGUE
Edgar Allan Poe

What song the Syrens sang, or what name Achilles assumed when he bid himself among women, although puzzling questions, are not beyond all conjecture.
��Sir Thomas Browne

The mental features discoursed of as the analytical, are, in themselves, but little susceptible of analysis. We appreciate them only in their effects. We know of them, among other things, that they are always to their possessor, when inordinately possessed, a source of the liveliest enjoyment. As the strong man exults in his physical ability, delighting in such exercises as call his muscles into action, so glories the analyst in that moral activity which disentangles. He derives pleasure from even the most trivial occupations bringing his talent into play. He is fond of enigmas, of conundrums, of hieroglyphics; exhibiting in his solutions of each a degree of acumen which appears to the ordinary apprehension preternatural. His results, brought about by the very soul and essence of method, have, in truth, the whole air of intuition.
The faculty of re-solution is possibly much invigorated by mathematical study, and especially by that highest branch of it which, unjustly, and merely on account of its retrograde operations, has been called, as if par excellence, analysis. Yet to calculate is not in itself to analyze. A chess-player, for example, does the one without effort at the other. It follows that the game of chess, in its effects upon mental character, is greatly misunderstood. I am not now writing a treatise, but simply prefacing a somewhat peculiar narrative by observations very much at random; I will, therefore, take occasion to assert that the higher powers of the reflective intellect are more decidedly and more usefully tasked by the unostentatious game of draughts than by all the elaborate frivolity of chess. In this latter, where the pieces have different and bizarre motions, with various and variable values, what is only complex is mistaken (a not unusual error) for what is profound. The attention is here called powerfully into play. If it flag for an instant, an oversight is committed, resulting in injury or defeat. The possible moves being not only manifold but involute, the chances of such oversight are multiplied; and in nine cases out of ten, it is the more concentrative rather than the more acute player who conquers. In draughts, on the contrary, where the moves are unique and have but little variation, the probabilities of inadvertence are diminished, and the mere attention being left comparatively unemployed, what advantages are obtained by either party are obtained by superior acumen. To be less abstract, let us suppose a game of draughts where the pieces are reduced to four kings, and where, of course, no oversight is to be expected. It is obvious that here the victory can be decided (the players being at all equal) only by some recherch� movement, the result of some strong exertion of the intellect. Deprived of ordinary resources, the analyst throws himself into the spirit of his opponent, identifies himself therewith, and not unfrequently sees thus, at a glance, the sole methods (sometimes indeed absurdly simple ones) by which he may seduce into error or hurry into miscalculation.
Whist has long been known for its influence upon what is termed the calculating power; and men of the highest order of intellect have been known to take an apparently unaccountable delight in it, while eschewing chess as frivolous. Beyond doubt there is nothing of a similar nature so greatly tasking the faculty of analysis. The best chess-player in Christendom may be little more than the best player of chess; but proficiency in whist implies a capacity for success in all these more important undertakings where mind struggles with mind. When I say proficiency, I mean that perfection in the game which includes a comprehension of all the sources whence legitimate advantage may be derived. These are not only manifold but multiform, and lie frequently among recesses of thought altogether inaccessible to the ordinary understanding. To observe attentively is to remember distinctly; and, so far, the concentrative chess-player will do very well at whist; while the rules of Hoyle (themselves based upon the mere mechanism of the game) are sufficiently and generally comprehensible. Thus to have a retentive memory, and proceed by �the book,� are points commonly regarded as the sum total of good playing. But it is in matters beyond the limits of mere rule that the skill of the analyst is evinced. He makes, in silence, a host of observations and inferences. So, perhaps, do his companions; and the difference in the extent of the information obtained, lies not so much in the validity of the inference as in the quality of the observation. The necessary knowledge is that of what to observe. Our player confines himself not at all; nor, because the game is the object, does he reject deductions from things external to the game. He examines the countenance of his partner, comparing it carefully with that of each of his opponents. He considers the mode of assorting the cards in each hand; often counting trump by trump, and honor by honor, through the glances bestowed by their holders upon each. He notes every variation of face as the play progresses, gathering a fund of thought from the differences in the expression of certainty, of surprise, of triumph, or of chagrin. From the manner of gathering up a trick he judges whether the person taking it can make another in the suit. He recognizes what is played through feint, by the air with which it is thrown upon the table. A casual or inadvertent word; the accidental dropping or turning of a card, with the accompanying anxiety or carelessness in regard to its concealment; the counting of the tricks, with the order of their arrangement; embarrassment, hesitation, eagerness, or trepidation � all afford, to his apparently intuitive perception, indications of the true state of affairs. The first two or three rounds having been played, he is in full possession of the contents of each hand, and thenceforward puts down his cards with as absolute a precision of purpose as if the rest of the party had turned outward the faces of their own.
The analytical power should not be confounded with simple ingenuity; for while the analyst is necessarily ingenious, the ingenious man is often remarkably incapable of analysis. The constructive or combining power, by which ingenuity is usually manifested, and to which the phrenologists (I believe erroneously) have assigned a separate organ, supposing it a primitive faculty, has been so frequently seen in those whose intellect bordered otherwise upon idiocy, as to have attracted general observation among writers on morals. Between ingenuity and the analytic ability there exists a difference far greater, indeed, than that between the fancy and the imagination, but of a character very strictly analogous. It will be found, in fact, that the ingenious are always fanciful, and the truly imaginative never otherwise than analytic.
The narrative which follows will appear to the reader somewhat in the light of a commentary upon the propositions just advanced.
Residing in Paris during the spring and part of the summer of 18�, I there became acquainted with a Monsieur C. Auguste Dupin. This young gentleman was of an excellent, indeed of an illustrious family, but, by a variety of untoward events, had been reduced to such poverty that the energy of his character succumbed beneath it, and he ceased to bestir himself in this world, or to care for the retrieval of his fortunes. By courtesy of his creditors, there still remained in his possession a small remnant of his patrimony; and, upon the income arising from this, he managed, by means of a rigorous economy, to procure the necessities of life, without troubling himself about its superfluities. Books, indeed, were his sole luxuries, and in Paris these are easily obtained.
Our first meeting was at an obscure library in the Rue Montmartre, where the accident of our both being in search of the same very rare and very remarkable volume, brought us into closer communion. We saw each other again and again. I was deeply interested in the little family history which he detailed to me with all that candor which a Frenchman indulges whenever mere self is the theme. I was astonished, too, at the vast extent of his reading; and, above all, I felt my soul enkindled within me by the wild fervor, and the vivid freshness of his imagination. Seeking in Paris the objects I then sought, I felt that the society of such a man would be to me a treasure beyond price; and this feeling I frankly confided to him. It was at length arranged that we should live together during my stay in the city; and as my worldly circumstances were somewhat less embarrassed than his own, I was permitted to be at the expense of renting, and furnishing in a style which suited the rather fantastic gloom of our common temper, a time-eaten and grotesque mansion, long deserted through superstitions into which we did not inquire, and tottering to its fall in a retired and desolate portion of the Faubourg St. Germain.
Had the routine of our life at this place been known to the world, we should have been regarded as madmen � although, perhaps, as madmen of a harmless nature. Our seclusion was perfect. We admitted no visitors. Indeed the locality of our retirement had been carefully kept a secret from my own former associates; and it had been many years since Dupin had ceased to know or be known in Paris. We existed within ourselves alone.
It was a freak of fancy in my friend (for what else shall I call it?) to be enamored of the Night for her own sake; and into this bizarrerie, as into all his others, I quietly fell; giving myself up to his wild whims with a perfect abandon. The sable divinity would not herself dwell with us always; but we could counterfeit her presence. At the first dawn of the morning we closed all the massy shutters of our old building, lighting a couple of tapers which, strongly perfumed, threw out only the ghastliest and feeblest of rays. By the aid of these we then busied our souls in dreams � reading, writing, or conversing, until warned by the clock of the advent of the true Darkness. Then we sallied forth into the streets, arm in arm, continuing the topics of the day, or roaming far and wide until a late hour, seeking, amid the wild lights and shadows of the populous city, that infinity of mental excitement which quiet observation can afford.
At such times I could not help remarking and admiring (although from his rich ideality I had been prepared to expect it) a peculiar analytic ability in Dupin. He seemed, too, to take an eager delight in its exercise � if not exactly in its display � and did not hesitate to confess the pleasure thus derived. He boasted to me, with a low chuckling laugh, that most men, in respect to himself, wore windows in their bosoms, and was wont to follow up such assertions by direct and very startling proofs of his intimate knowledge of my own. His manner at these moments was frigid and abstract; his eyes were vacant in expression; while his voice, usually a rich tenor, rose into a treble which would have sounded petulant but for the deliberateness and entire distinctness of the enunciation. Observing him in these moods, I often dwelt meditatively upon the old philosophy of the Bi-Part Soul, and amused myself with the fancy of a double Dupin � the creative and the resolvent.
Let it not be supposed, from what I have just said, that I am detailing any mystery, or penning any romance. What I have described in the Frenchman was merely the result of an excited, or perhaps of a diseased, intelligence. But of the character of his remarks at the periods in question an example will best convey the idea.
We were strolling one night down a long dirty street, in the vicinity of the Palais Royal. Being both, apparently, occupied with thought, neither of us had spoken a syllable for fifteen minutes at least. All at once Dupin broke forth with these words:
�He is a very little fellow, that�s true, and would do better for the Th��tre des Vari�t�s.�
�There can be no doubt of that,� I replied unwittingly, and not at first observing (so much had I been absorbed in reflection) the extraordinary manner in which the speaker had chimed in with my meditations. In an instant afterward I recollected myself, and my astonishment was profound.
�Dupin,� said I, gravely, �this is beyond my comprehension. I do not hesitate to say that I am amazed, and can scarcely credit my senses. How was it possible you should know I was thinking of�?� Here I paused, to ascertain beyond a doubt whether he really knew of whom I thought.
��of Chantilly,� said he, �why do you pause? You were remarking to yourself that his diminutive figure unfitted him for tragedy.�
This was precisely what had formed the subject of my reflections. Chantilly was a quondam cobbler of the Rue St. Denis, who, becoming stage-mad, had attempted the r�le of Xerxes, in Crebillon�s tragedy so called, and been notoriously Pasquinaded for his pains.
�Tell me, for Heaven�s sake,� I exclaimed, �the method � if method there is � by which you have been enabled to fathom my soul in this matter.� In fact, I was even more startled than I would have been willing to express.
�It was the fruiterer,� replied my friend, �who brought you to the conclusion that the mender of soles was not of sufficient height for Xerxes et id genus omne.�
�The fruiterer!�� you astonish me � I know no fruiterer whomsoever.�
�The man who ran up against you as we entered the street � it may have been fifteen minutes ago.�
I now remembered that, in fact, a fruiterer, carrying upon his head a large basket of apples, had nearly thrown me down, by accident, as we passed from the Rue C � into the thoroughfare where we stood; but what this had to do with Chantilly I could not possibly understand.
There was not a particle of charlat�nerie about Dupin. �I will explain,� he said, �and that you may comprehend all clearly, we will first retrace the course of your meditations, from the moment in which I spoke to you until that of the rencontre with the fruiterer in question. The larger links of the chain run thus � Chantilly, Orion, Dr. Nichols, Epicurus, Stereotomy, the street stones, the fruiterer.�
There are few persons who have not, at some period of their lives, amused themselves in retracing the steps by which particular conclusions of their own minds have been attained. The occupation is often full of interest; and he who attempts it for the first time is astonished by the apparently illimitable distance and incoherence between the starting-point and the goal. What, then, must have been my amazement when I heard the Frenchman speak what he had just spoken, and when I could not help acknowledging that he had spoken the truth. He continued:
�We had been talking of horses, if I remember aright, just before leaving the Rue C�. This was the last subject we discussed. As we crossed into this street, a fruiterer, with a large basket upon his head, brushing quickly past us, thrust you upon a pile of paving-stones collected at a spot where the causeway is undergoing repair. You stepped upon one of the loose fragments, slipped, slightly strained your ankle, appeared vexed or sulky, muttered a few words, turned to look at the pile, and then proceeded in silence. I was not particularly attentive to what you did; but observation has become with me, of late, a species of necessity.
�You kept your eyes upon the ground � glancing, with a petulant expression, at the holes and ruts in the pavement (so that I saw you were still thinking of the stones), until we reached the little alley called Lamartine, which has been paved, by way of experiment, with the overlapping and riveted blocks. Here your countenance brightened up, and, perceiving your lips move, I could not doubt that you murmured the word �stereotomy,� a term very affectedly applied to this species of pavement. I knew that you could not say to yourself �stereotomy� without being brought to think of atomies, and thus of the theories of Epicurus; and since, when we discussed this subject not very long ago, I mentioned to you how singularly, yet with how little notice, the vague guesses of that noble Greek had met with confirmation in the late nebular cosmogony, I felt that you could not avoid casting your eyes upward to the great nebula in Orion, and I certainly expected that you would do so. You did look up; and I was now assured that I correctly followed your steps. But in that bitter tirade upon Chantilly, which appeared in yesterday�s �Mus�e,� the satirist, making some disgraceful allusions to the cobbler�s change of name upon assuming the buskin, quoted a Latin line about which we have often conversed. I mean the line
Perdidit antiquum litera prima sonum.

I had told you that this was in reference to Orion, formerly written Urion; and, from certain pungencies connected with this explanation, I was aware that you could not have forgotten it. It was clear, therefore, that you would not fail to combine the two ideas of Orion and Chantilly. That you did combine them I saw by the character of the smile which passed over your lips. You thought of the poor cobbler�s immolation. So far, you had been stooping in your gait; but now I saw you draw yourself up to your full height. I was then sure that you reflected upon the diminutive figure of Chantilly. At this point I interrupted your meditations to remark that as, in fact, he was a very little fellow � that Chantilly � he would do better at the Th��tre des Vari�t�s.�
Not long after this, we were looking over an evening edition of the �Gazette des Tribunaux,� when the following paragraphs arrested our attention.
�EXTRAORDINARY MURDERS.�� This morning, about three o�clock, the inhabitants of the Quartier St. Roch were aroused from sleep by a succession of terrific shrieks, issuing, apparently, from the fourth story of a house in the Rue Morgue, known to be in the sole occupancy of one Madame L�Espanaye, and her daughter, Mademoiselle Camille L�Espanaye. After some delay, occasioned by a fruitless attempt to procure admission in the usual manner, the gateway was broken in with a crowbar, and eight or ten of the neighbors entered, accompanied by two gendarmes. By this time the cries had ceased; but, as the party rushed up the first flight of stairs, two or more rough voices, in angry contention, were distinguished, and seemed to proceed from the upper part of the house. As the second landing was reached, these sounds, also, had ceased, and everything remained perfectly quiet. The party spread themselves, and hurried from room to room. Upon arriving at a large back chamber in the fourth story (the door of which, being found locked, with the key inside, was forced open), a spectacle presented itself which struck every one present not less with horror than with astonishment.
�The apartment was in the wildest disorder � the furniture broken and thrown about in all directions. There was only one bedstead; and from this the bed had been removed, and thrown into the middle of the floor. On the chair lay a razor, besmeared with blood. On the hearth were two or three long and thick tresses of gray human hair, also dabbled with blood, and seeming to have been pulled out by the roots. Upon the floor were found four Napoleons, an ear-ring of topaz, three large silver spoons, three smaller of m�tal d�Alger, and two bags, containing nearly four thousand francs in gold. The drawers of a bureau, which stood in one corner, were open, and had been, apparently, rifled, although many articles still remained in them. A small iron safe was discovered under the bed (not under the bedstead). It was open, with the key still in the door. It had no contents beyond a few old letters, and other papers of little consequence.
�Of Madame L�Espanaye no traces were here seen; but an unusual quantity of soot being observed in the fire-place, a search was made in the chimney, and (horrible to relate!) the corpse of the daughter, head downward, was dragged therefrom; it having been thus forced up the narrow aperture for a considerable distance. The body was quite warm. Upon examining it, many excoriations were perceived, no doubt occasioned by the violence with which it had been thrust up and disengaged. Upon the face were many severe scratches, and, upon the throat, dark bruises, and deep indentations of finger nails, as if the deceased had been throttled to death.
�After a thorough investigation of every portion of the house, without farther discovery, the party made its way into a small paved yard in the rear of the building, where lay the corpse of the old lady, with her throat so entirely cut that, upon an attempt to raise her, the head fell off. The body, as well as the head, was fearfully mutilated � the former so much so as scarcely to retain any semblance of humanity.
�To this horrible mystery there is not as yet, we believe, the slightest clew.�
The next day�s paper had these additional particulars:
�The Tragedy in the Rue Morgue. � Many individuals have been examined in relation to this most extraordinary and frightful affair,� [the word �affaire� has not yet, in France, that levity of import which it conveys with us] �but nothing whatever has transpired to throw light upon it. We give below all the material testimony elicited.
�Pauline Dubourg, laundress, deposes that she has known both the deceased for three years, having washed for them during that period. The old lady and her daughter seemed on good terms � very affectionate towards each other. They were excellent pay. Could not speak in regard to their mode or means of living. Believed that Madame L. told fortunes for a living. Was reputed to have money put by. Never met any persons in the house when she called for the clothes or took them home. Was sure that they had no servant in employ. There appeared to be no furniture in any part of the building except in the fourth story.
�Pierre Moreau, tobacconist, deposes that he has been in the habit of selling small quantities of tobacco and snuff to Madam L�Espanaye for nearly four years. Was born in the neighborhood, and has always resided there. The deceased and her daughter had occupied the house in which the corpses were found, for more than six years. It was formerly occupied by a jeweller, who under-let the upper rooms to various persons. The house was the property of Madame L. She became dissatisfied with the abuse of the premises by her tenant, and moved into them herself, refusing to let any portion. The old lady was childish. Witness had seen the daughter some five or six times during the six years. The two lived an exceedingly retired life � were reputed to have money. Had heard it said among the neighbors that Madame L. told fortunes � did not believe it. Had never seen any person enter the door except the old lady and her daughter, a porter once or twice, and a physician some eight or ten times.
�Many other persons, neighbors, gave evidence to the same effect. No one was spoken of as frequenting the house. It was not known whether there were any living connections of Madame L. and her daughter. The shutters of the front windows were seldom opened. Those in the rear were always closed, with the exception of the large back room, fourth story. The house was a good house � not very old.
�Isidore Mus�t, gendarme, deposes that he was called to the house about three o�clock in the morning, and found some twenty or thirty persons at the gateway, endeavoring to gain admittance. Forced it open, at length, with a bayonet � not with a crowbar. Had but little difficulty in getting it open, on account of its being a double or folding gate, and bolted neither at bottom nor top. The shrieks were continued until the gate was forced � and then suddenly ceased. They seemed to be screams of some person (or persons) in great agony � were loud and drawn out, not short and quick. Witness led the way up stairs. Upon reaching the first landing, heard two voices in loud and angry contention � the one a gruff voice, the other much shriller � a very strange voice. Could distinguish some words of the former, which was that of a Frenchman. Was positive that it was not a woman�s voice. Could distinguish the words �sacr� and �diable.� The shrill voice was that of a foreigner. Could not be sure whether it was the voice of a man or of a woman. Could not make out what was said, but believed the language to be Spanish. The state of the room and of the bodies was described by this witness as we described them yesterday.
�Henri Duval, a neighbor, and by trade a silver-smith, deposes that he was one of the party who first entered the house. Corroborates the testimony of Mus�t in general. As soon as they forced an entrance, they reclosed the door, to keep out the crowd, which collected very fast, notwithstanding the lateness of the hour. The shrill voice, this witness thinks, was that of an Italian. Was certain it was not French. Could not be sure that it was a man�s voice. It might have been a woman�s. Was not acquainted with the Italian language. Could not distinguish the words, but was convinced by the intonation that the speaker was Italian. Knew Madame L., and her daughter. Had conversed with both frequently. Was sure that the shrill voice was not that of either of the deceased.
��Odenheimer, restaurateur. This witness volunteered his testimony. Not speaking French, was examined through an interpreter. Is a native of Amsterdam. Was passing the house at the time of the shrieks. They lasted for several minutes � probably ten. They were long and loud � very awful and distressing. Was one of those who entered the building. Corroborated the previous evidence in every respect but one. Was sure that the shrill voice was that of a man � of a Frenchman. Could not distinguish the words uttered. They were loud and quick � unequal � spoken apparently in fear as well as in anger. The voice was harsh � not so much shrill as harsh. Could not call it a shrill voice. The gruff voice said repeatedly, �sacr�,� �diable,� and once �mon Dieu.�
�Jules Mignaud, banker, of the firm of Mignaud et Fils, Rue Deloraine. Is the elder Mignaud. Madame L�Espanaye had some property. Had opened an account with his banking house in the spring of the year � (eight years previously). Made frequent deposits in small sums. Had checked for nothing until the third day before her death, when she took out in person the sum of 4000 francs. This sum was paid in gold, and a clerk sent home with the money.
�Adolphe Le Bon, clerk to Mignaud et Fils, deposes that on the day in question, about noon, he accompanied Madame L�Espanaye to her residence with the 4000 francs, put up in two bags. Upon the door being opened, Mademoiselle L. appeared and took from his hands one of the bags, while the old lady relieved him of the other. He then bowed and departed. Did not see any person in the street at the time. It is a by-street � very lonely.
�William Bird, tailor, deposes that he was one of the party who entered the house. Is an Englishman. Has lived in Paris two years. Was one of the first to ascend the stairs. Heard the voices in contention. The gruff voice was that of a Frenchman. Could make out several words, but cannot now remember all. Heard distinctly �scar� and �mon Dieu.� There was a sound at the moment as if of several persons struggling � a scraping and scuffling sound. The shrill voice was very loud � louder than the gruff one. Is sure that it was not the voice of an Englishman. Appeared to be that of a German. Might have been a woman�s voice. Does not understand German.
�Four of the above-named witnesses, being recalled, deposed that the door of the chamber in which was found the body of Mademoiselle L. was locked on the inside when the party reached it. Everything was perfectly silent � no groans or noises of any kind. Upon forcing the door no person was seen. The windows, both of the back and front room, were down and firmly fastened from within. A door between the two rooms was closed but not locked. The door leading from the front room into the passage was locked, with the key on the inside. A small room in the front of the house, on the fourth story, at the head of the passage, was open, the door being ajar. This room was crowded with old beds, boxes, and so forth. These were carefully removed and searched. There was not an inch of any portion of the house which was not carefully searched. Sweeps were sent up and down the chimneys. The house was a four-story one, with garrets (mansardes). A trap-door on the roof was nailed down very securely � did not appear to have been opened for years. The time elapsing between the hearing of the voices in contention and the breaking open of the room door was variously stated by the witnesses. Some made it as short as three minutes � some as long as five. The door was opened with difficulty.
�Alfonzo Garcio, undertaker, deposes that he resides in the Rue Morgue. Is a native of Spain. Was one of the party who entered the house. Did not proceed up stairs. Is nervous, and was apprehensive of the consequences of agitation. Heard the voices in contention. The gruff voice was that of a Frenchman. Could not distinguish what was said. The shrill voice was that of an Englishman � is sure of this. Does not understand the English language, but judges by the intonation.
�Alberto Montani, confectioner, deposes that he was among the first to ascend the stairs. Heard the voices in question. The gruff voice was that of a Frenchman. Distinguished several words. The speaker appeared to be expostulating. Could not make out the words of the shrill voice. Spoke quick and unevenly. Thinks it is the voice of a Russian. Corroborates the general testimony. Is an Italian. Never conversed with a native of Russia.
�Several witnesses, recalled, here testified that the chimneys of all the rooms of the fourth story were too narrow to admit the passage of a human being. By �sweeps� were meant cylindrical sweeping-brushes, such as are employed by those who clean chimneys. These brushes were passed up and down every flue in the house. There is no back passage by which any one could have descended while the party proceeded upstairs. The body of Mademoiselle L�Espanaye was so firmly wedged in the chimney that it could not be got down until four or five of the party united their strength.
�Paul Dumas, physician, deposes that he was called to view the bodies about daybreak. They were both then lying on the sacking of the bedstead in the chamber where Mademoiselle L. was found. The corpse of the young lady was much bruised and excoriated. The fact that it had been thrust up the chimney would sufficiently account for these appearances. The throat was greatly chafed. There were several deep scratches just below the chin, together with a series of livid spots which were evidently the impressions of fingers. The face was fearfully discolored, and the eye-balls protruded. The tongue had been partially bitten through. A large bruise was discovered upon the pit of the stomach, produced, apparently, by the pressure of a knee. In the opinion of M. Dumas, Mademoiselle L�Espanaye had been throttled to death by some person or persons unknown. The corpse of the mother was horribly mutilated. All the bones of the right leg and arm were more or less shattered. The left tibia much splintered, as well as all the ribs of the left side. Whole body dreadfully bruised and discolored. It was not possible to say how the injuries had been inflicted. A heavy club of wood, or a broad bar of iron � a chair � any large, heavy, and obtuse weapon would have produced such results, if wielded by the hands of a very powerful man. No woman could have inflicted the blows with any weapon. The head of the deceased, when seen by witness, was entirely separated from the body, and was also greatly shattered. The throat had evidently been cut with some very sharp instrument � probably with a razor.
�Alexandre Etienne, surgeon, was called with M. Dumas to view the bodies. Corroborated the testimony, and the opinions of M. Dumas.
�Nothing farther of importance was elicited, although several other persons were examined. A murder so mysterious, and so perplexing in all its particulars, was never before committed in Paris � if indeed a murder has been committed at all. The police are entirely at fault � an unusual occurrence in affairs of this nature. There is not, however, the shadow of a clew apparent.�
The evening edition of the paper stated that the greatest excitement still continued in the Quartier St. Roch � that the premises in question had been carefully re-searched, and fresh examinations of witnesses instituted, but all to no purpose. A postscript, however, mentioned that Adolphe Le Bon had been arrested and imprisoned � although nothing appeared to criminate him beyond the facts already detailed.
Dupin seemed singularly interested in the progress of this affair � at least so I judged from his manner, for he made no comments. It was only after the announcement that Le Bon had been imprisoned, that he asked me my opinion respecting the murders.
I could merely agree with all Paris in considering them an insoluble mystery. I saw no means by which it would be possible to trace the murderer.
�We must not judge of the means,� said Dupin, �by this shell of an examination. The Parisian police, so much extolled for acumen, are cunning, but no more. There is no method in their proceedings, beyond the method of the moment. They make a vast parade of measures; but, not infrequently, these are so ill-adapted to the objects proposed, as to put us in mind of Monsieur Jourdain�s calling for his robe-de-chambre � pour mieux entendre la musique. The results attained by them are not unfrequently surprising, but for the most part, are brought about by simple diligence and activity. When these qualities are unavailing, their schemes fail. Vidocq, for example, was a good guesser, and the persevering man. But, without educated thought, he erred continually by the very intensity of his investigations. He impaired his vision by holding the object too close. He might see, perhaps, one or two points with unusual clearness, but in so doing he, necessarily, lost sight of the matter as a whole. Thus there is such a thing as being too profound. Truth is not always in a well. In fact, as regards the more important knowledge, I do believe that she is invariably superficial. The depth lies in the valleys where we seek her, and not upon the mountain-tops where she is found. The modes and sources of this kind of error are well typified in the contemplation of the heavenly bodies. To look at a star by glances � to view it in a sidelong way, by turning toward it the exterior portions of the retina (more susceptible of feeble impressions of light than the interior), is to behold the star distinctly � is to have the best appreciation of its lustre � a lustre which grows dim just in proportion as we turn our vision fully upon it. A greater number of rays actually fall upon the eye in the latter case, but, in the former, there is the more refined capacity for comprehension. By undue profundity we perplex and enfeeble thought; and it is possible to make even Venus herself vanish from the firmament by a scrutiny too sustained, too concentrated, or too direct.
�As for these murders, let us enter into some examinations for ourselves, before we make up an opinion respecting them. An inquiry will afford us amusement,� [I thought this an odd term, so applied, but said nothing] �and besides, Le Bon once rendered me a service for which I am not ungrateful. We will go and see the premises with our own eyes. I know G�, the Prefect of Police, and shall have no difficulty in obtaining the necessary permission.�
The permission was obtained, and we proceeded at once to the Rue Morgue. This is one of those miserable thoroughfares which intervene between the Rue Richelieu and the Rue St. Roch. It was late in the afternoon when we reached it, as this quarter is at a great distance from that in which we resided. The house was readily found; for there were still many persons gazing up at the closed shutters, with an objectless curiosity, from the opposite side of the way. It was an ordinary Parisian house, with a gateway, on one side of which was a glazed watch-box, with a sliding panel in the window, indicating a loge de concierge. Before going in we walked up the street, turned down an alley, and then, again turning, passed in the rear of the building � Dupin, meanwhile, examining the whole neighborhood, as well as the house, with a minuteness of attention for which I could see no possible object.
Retracing our steps, we came again to the front of the dwelling, rang, and, having shown our credentials, were admitted by the agents in charge. We went up stairs � into the chamber where the body of Mademoiselle L�Espanaye had been found, and where both the deceased still lay. The disorders of the room had, as usual, been suffered to exist. I saw nothing beyond what had been stated in the �Gazette des Tribunaux.� Dupin scrutinized everything � not excepting the bodies of the victims. We then went into the other rooms, and into the yard; a gendarme accompanying us throughout. The examination occupied us until dark, when we took our departure. On our way home my companion stepped in for a moment at the office of one of the daily papers.
I have said that the whims of my friend were manifold, and that Je les m�nagais: � for this phrase there is no English equivalent. It was his humor, now, to decline all conversation on the subject of the murder, until about noon the next day. He then asked me, suddenly, if I had observed anything peculiar at the scene of the atrocity.
There was something in his manner of emphasizing the word �peculiar,� which caused me to shudder without knowing why.
�No, nothing peculiar,� I said; �nothing more, at least, than we both saw stated in the paper.�
�The �Gazette,� � he replied, �has not entered, I fear, into the unusual horror of the thing. But dismiss the idle opinions of this print. It appears to me that this mystery is considered insoluble, for the very reason which should cause it to be regarded as easy of solution � I mean for the outr� character of its features. The police are confounded by the seeming absence of motive � not for the murder itself � but for the atrocity of the murder. They are puzzled, too, by the seeming impossibility of reconciling the voices heard in contention, with the facts that no one was discovered upstairs but the assassinated Mademoiselle L�Espanaye, and that there were no means of egress without the notice of the party ascending. The wild disorder of the room; the corpse thrust, with the head downward, up the chimney; the frightful mutilation of the body of the old lady; these considerations, with those just mentioned, and others which I need not mention, have sufficed to paralyze the powers, by putting completely at fault the boasted acumen, of the government agents. They have fallen into the gross but common error of confounding the unusual with the abstruse. But it is by these deviations from the plane of the ordinary, that reason feels its way, if at all, in its search for the true. In investigations such as we are now pursuing, it should not be so much asked �what has occurred,� as �what has occurred that has never occurred before.� In fact, the facility with which I shall arrive, or have arrived, at the solution of this mystery, is in the direct ratio of its apparent insolubility in the eyes of the police.�
I stared at the speaker in mute astonishment.
�I am now awaiting,� continued he, looking toward the door of our apartment � �I am now awaiting a person who, although perhaps not the perpetrator of these butcheries, must have been in some measure implicated in their perpetration. Of the worst portion of the crimes committed, it is probable that he is innocent. I hope that I am right in this supposition; for upon it I build my expectation of reading the entire riddle. I look for the man here � in this room � every moment. It is true that he may not arrive; but the probability is that he will. Should he come, it will be necessary to detain him. Here are pistols; and we both know how to use them when occasion demands their use.�
I took the pistols, scarcely knowing what I did, or believing what I heard, while Dupin went on, very much as if in a soliloquy. I have already spoken of his abstract manner at such times. His discourse was addressed to myself; but his voice, although by no means loud, had that intonation which is commonly employed in speaking to someone at a great distance. His eyes, vacant in expression, regarded only the wall.
�That the voices heard in contention,� he said, �by the party upon the stairs, were not the voices of the women themselves, was fully proved by the evidence. This relieves us of all doubt upon the question whether the old lady could have first destroyed the daughter, and afterward have committed suicide. I speak of this point chiefly for the sake of method; for the strength of Madame L�Espanaye would have been utterly unequal to the task of thrusting her daughter�s corpse up the chimney as it was found; and the nature of the wounds upon her own person entirely precludes the idea of self-destruction. Murder, then, has been committed by some third party; and the voices of this third party were those heard in contention. Let me now advert � not to the whole testimony respecting these voices � but to what was peculiar in that testimony. Did you observe anything peculiar about it?�
I remarked that, while all the witnesses agreed in supposing the gruff voice to be that of a Frenchman, there was much disagreement in regard to the shrill, or, as one individual termed it, the harsh voice.
�That was the evidence itself,� said Dupin, �but it was not the peculiarity of the evidence. You have observed nothing distinctive. Yet there was something to be observed. The witnesses, as you remarked, agreed about the gruff voice; they were here unanimous. But in regard to the shrill voice, the peculiarity is � not that they disagreed � but that, while an Italian, an Englishman, a Spaniard, a Hollander, and a Frenchman attempted to describe it, each one spoke of it as that of a foreigner. Each is sure that it was not the voice of one of his own countrymen. Each likens it � not to the voice of an individual of any nation with whose language he is conversant � but the converse. The Frenchman supposes it the voice of a Spaniard, and �might have distinguished some words had he been acquainted with the Spanish.� The Dutchman maintains it to have been that of a Frenchman; but we find it stated that �not understanding French this witness was examined through an interpreter.� The Englishman thinks it the voice of a German, and �does not understand German.� The Spaniard �is sure� that it was that of an Englishman, but �judges by the intonation� altogether, �as he has no knowledge of the English.� The Italian believes it the voice of a Russian, but �has never conversed with a native of Russia.� A second Frenchman differs, moreover, with the first, and is positive that the voice was that of an Italian; but, not being cognizant of that tongue, is, like the Spaniard, �convinced by the intonation.� Now, how strangely unusual must that voice have really been, about which such testimony as this could have been elicited!�� in whose tones, even, denizens of the five great divisions of Europe could recognize nothing familiar! You will say that it might have been the voice of an Asiatic � of an African. Neither Asiatics nor Africans abound in Paris; but, without denying the inference, I will now merely call your attention to three points. The voice is termed by one witness �harsh rather than shrill.� It is represented by two others to have been �quick and unequal.� No words � no sounds resembling words � were by any witness mentioned as distinguishable.
�I know not,� continued Dupin, �what impression I may have made, so far, upon your own understanding; but I do not hesitate to say that legitimate deductions even from this portion of the testimony � the portion respecting the gruff and shrill voices � are in themselves sufficient to engender a suspicion which should give direction to all farther progress in the investigation of the mystery. I said �legitimate deductions�; but my meaning is not thus fully expressed. I designed to imply that the deductions are the sole proper ones, and that the suspicion arises inevitably from them as the single result. What the suspicion is, however, I will not say just yet. I merely wish you to bear in mind that, with myself, it was sufficiently forcible to give a definite form � a certain tendency � to my inquiries in the chamber.
�Let us now transport ourselves, in fancy, to this chamber. What shall we first seek here? The means of egress employed by the murderers. It is not too much to say that neither of us believe in preternatural events. Madame and Mademoiselle L�Espanaye were not destroyed by spirits. The doers of the deed were material and escaped materially. Then how? Fortunately, there is but one mode of reasoning upon the point, and that mode must lead us to a definite decision. Let us examine, each by each, the possible means of egress. It is clear that the assassins were in the room where Mademoiselle L�Espanaye was found, or at least in the room adjoining, when the party ascended the stairs. It is, then, only from these two apartments that we have to seek issues. The police have laid bare the floors, the ceiling, and the masonry of the walls, in every direction. No secret issues could have escaped their vigilance. But, not trusting to their eyes, I examined with my own. There were, then, no secret issues. Both doors leading from the rooms into the passage were securely locked, with the keys inside. Let us turn to the chimneys. These, although of ordinary width for some eight or ten feet above the hearths, will not admit, throughout their extent, the body of a large cat. The impossibility of egress, by means already stated, being thus absolute, we are reduced to the windows. Through those of the front room no one could have escaped without notice from the crowd in the street. The murderers must have passed, then, through those of the back room. Now, brought to this conclusion in so unequivocal a manner as we are, it is not our part, as reasoners, to reject it on account of apparent impossibilities. It is only left for us to prove that these apparent �impossibilities� are, in reality, not such.
�There are two windows in the chamber. One of them is unobstructed by furniture, and is wholly visible. The lower portion of the other is hidden from view by the head of the unwieldy bedstead which is thrust close up against it. The former was found securely fastened from within. It resisted the utmost force of those who endeavored to raise it. A large gimlet-hole had been pierced in its frame to the left, and a very stout nail was found fitted therein, nearly to the head. Upon examining the other window, a similar nail was seen similarly fitted in it; and a vigorous attempt to raise this sash failed also. The police were now entirely satisfied that egress had not been in these directions. And, therefore, it was thought a matter of supererogation to withdraw the nails and open the windows.
�My own examination was somewhat more particular, and was so for the reason I have just given � because here it was, I knew, that all apparent impossibilities must be proved to be not such in reality.
�I proceeded to think thus � � posteriori. The murderers did escape from one of these windows. This being so, they could not have refastened the sashes from the inside, as they were found fastened; � the consideration which put a stop, through its obviousness, to the scrutiny of the police in this quarter. Yet the sashes were fastened. They must, then, have the power of fastening themselves. There was no escape from this conclusion. I stepped to the unobstructed casement, withdrew the nail with some difficulty, and attempted to raise the sash. It resisted all my efforts, as I had anticipated. A concealed spring must, I now knew, exist; and this corroboration of my idea convinced me that my premises, at least, were correct, however mysterious still appeared the circumstances attending the nails. A careful search soon brought to light the hidden spring. I pressed it, and, satisfied with the discovery, forbore to upraise the sash.
�I now replaced the nail and regarded it attentively. A person passing out through this window might have reclosed it, and the spring would have caught � but the nail could not have been replaced. The conclusion was plain, and again narrowed in the field of my investigations. The assassins must have escaped through the other window. Supposing, then, the springs upon each sash to be the same, as was probable, there must be found a difference between the nails, or at least between the modes of their fixture. Getting upon the sacking of the bedstead, I looked over the head-board minutely at the second casement. Passing my hand down behind the board, I readily discovered and pressed the spring, which was, as I had supposed, identical in character with its neighbor. I now looked at the nail. It was as stout as the other, and apparently fitted in the same manner � driven in nearly up to the head.
�You will say that I was puzzled; but, if you think so, you must have misunderstood the nature of the inductions. To use a sporting phrase, I had not been once �at fault.� The scent had never for an instant been lost. There was no flaw in any link in the chain. I had traced the secret to its ultimate result,�� and that result was the nail. It had, I say, in every respect, the appearance of its fellow in the other window; but this fact was an absolute nullity (conclusive as it might seem to be) when compared with the consideration that here, at this point, terminated the clew. �There must be something wrong,� I said, �about the nail.� I touched it; and the head, with about a quarter of an inch of the shank, came off in my fingers. The rest of the shank was in the gimlet-hole, where it had been broken off. The fracture was an old one (for its edges were incrusted with rust), and had apparently been accomplished by the blow of a hammer, which had partially imbedded, in the top of the bottom sash, the head portion of the nail. I now carefully replaced this head portion in the indentation whence I had taken it, and the resemblance to a perfect nail was complete � the fissure was invisible. Pressing the spring, I gently raised the sash for a few inches; the head went up with it, remaining firm in its bed. I closed the window, and the semblance of the whole nail was again perfect.
�This riddle, so far, was now unriddled. The assassin had escaped through the window which looked upon the bed. Dropping of its own accord upon his exit (or perhaps purposely closed), it had become fastened by the spring; and it was the retention of this spring which had been mistaken by the police for that of the nail � farther inquiry being thus considered unnecessary.
�The next question is that of the mode of descent. Upon this point I had been satisfied in my walk with you around the building. About five feet and a half from the casement in question there runs a lightning-rod. From this rod it would have been impossible for any one to reach to the window itself, to say nothing of entering it. I observed, however, that the shutters of the fourth story were of the peculiar kind called by Parisian carpenters ferrades � a kind rarely employed at the present day, but frequently seen upon very old mansions at Lyons and Bordeaux. They are in the form of an ordinary door (a single, not a folding door), except that the lower half is latticed or worked in open trellis � thus affording an excellent hold for the hands. In the present instance these shutters are fully three feet and a half broad. When we saw them from the rear of the house, they were both about half open � that is to say, they stood off at right angles from the wall. It is probable that the police, as well as myself, examined the back of the tenement; but, if so, in looking at these ferrades in the line of their breadth (as they must have done), they did not perceive this great breadth itself, or, at all events, failed to take it into due consideration. In fact, having once satisfied themselves that no egress could have been made in this quarter, they would naturally bestow here a very cursory examination. It was clear to me, however, that the shutter belonging to the window at the head of the bed, would, if swung fully back to the wall, reach to within two feet of the lightning-rod. It was also evident that, by exertion of a very unusual degree of activity and courage, an entrance into the window, from the rod, might have been thus effected. By reaching to the distance of two feet and a half (we now suppose the shutter open to its whole extent) a robber might have taken a firm grasp upon the trellis-work. Letting go, then, his hold upon the rod, placing his feet securely against the wall, and springing boldly from it, he might have swung the shutter so as to close it, and, if we imagine the window open at the time, might even have swung himself into the room.
�I wish you to bear especially in mind that I have spoken of a very unusual degree of activity as requisite to success in so hazardous and so difficult a feat. It is my design to show you, first, that the thing might possibly have been accomplished: � but, secondly and chiefly, I wish to impress upon your understanding the very extraordinary � the almost pr�ternatural character of that agility which could have accomplished it.
�You will say, no doubt, using the language of the law, that to make out my case, I should rather undervalue than insist upon a full estimation of the activity required in this matter. This may be the practice in law, but it is not the usage of reason. My ultimate object is only the truth. My immediate purpose is to lead you to place in juxtaposition, that very unusual activity of which I have just spoken, with that very peculiar shrill (or harsh) and unequal voice, about whose nationality no two persons could be found to agree, and in whose utterance no syllabification could be detected.�
At these words a vague and half-formed conception of the meaning of Dupin flitted over my mind. I seemed to be upon the verge of comprehension, without power to comprehend � as men, at times, find themselves upon the brink of remembrance, without being able, in the end, to remember. My friend went on with his discourse.
�You will see,� he said, �that I have shifted the question from the mode of egress to that of ingress. It was my design to convey the idea that both were effected in the same manner, at the same point. Let us now revert to the interior of the room. Let us survey the appearances here. The drawers of the bureau, it is said, had been rifled, although many articles of apparel still remained within them. The conclusion here is absurd. It is a mere guess � a very silly one � and no more. How are we to know that the articles found in the drawers were not all these drawers had originally contained? Madame L�Espanaye and her daughter lived an exceedingly retired life � saw no company � seldom went out � had little use for the numerous changes of habiliment. Those found were at least of as good quality as any likely to be possessed by these ladies. If a thief had taken any, why did he not take the best � why did he not take all? In a word, why did he abandon four thousand francs in gold to encumber himself with a bundle of linen? The gold was abandoned. Nearly the whole sum mentioned by Monsieur Mignaud, the banker, was discovered, in bags, upon the floor. I wish you, therefore, to discard from your thoughts the blundering idea of motive, engendered in the brains of the police by that portion of the evidence which speaks of money delivered at the door of the house. Coincidences ten times as remarkable as this (the delivery of the money, and murder committed within three days upon the party receiving it), happen to all of us every hour of our lives, without attracting even momentary notice. Coincidences, in general, are great stumbling-blocks in the way of that class of thinkers who have been educated to know nothing of the theory of probabilities � that theory to which the most glorious objects of human research are indebted for the most glorious of illustration. In the present instance, had the gold been gone, the fact of its delivery three days before would have formed something more than a coincidence. It would have been corroborative of this idea of motive. But, under the real circumstances of the case, if we are to suppose gold the motive of this outrage, we must also imagine the perpetrator so vacillating an idiot as to have abandoned his gold and his motive altogether.
�Keeping now steadily in mind the points to which I have drawn your attention � that peculiar voice, that unusual agility, and that startling absence of motive in a murder so singularly atrocious as this � let us glance at the butchery itself. Here is a woman strangled to death by manual strength, and thrust up a chimney, head downward. Ordinary assassins employ no such mode of murder as this. Least of all, do they thus dispose of the murdered. In this manner of thrusting the corpse up the chimney, you will admit that there was something excessively outr� � something altogether irreconcilable with our common notions of human action, even when we suppose the actors the most depraved of men. Think, too, how great must have been that strength which could have thrust the body up such an aperture so forcibly that the united vigor of several persons was found barely sufficient to drag it down!
�Turn, now, to other indications of the employment of a vigor most marvellous. On the hearth were thick tresses � very thick tresses � of gray human hair. These had been torn out by the roots. You are aware of the great force necessary in tearing thus from the head even twenty or thirty hairs together. You saw the locks in question as well as myself. Their roots (a hideous sight!) were clotted with fragments of the flesh of the scalp � sure tokens of the prodigious power which had been exerted in uprooting perhaps half a million of hairs at a time. The throat of the old lady was not merely cut, but the head absolutely severed from the body: the instrument was a mere razor. I wish you also to look at the brutal ferocity of these deeds. Of the bruises upon the body of Madame L�Espanaye I do not speak. Monsieur Dumas, and his worthy coadjutor Monsieur Etienne, have pronounced that they were inflicted by some obtuse instrument; and so far these gentlemen are very correct. The obtuse instrument was clearly the stone pavement in the yard, upon which the victim had fallen from the window which looked in upon the bed. This idea, however simple it may now seem, escaped the police for the same reason that the breadth of the shutters escaped them � because, by the affair of the nails, their perceptions had been hermetically sealed against the possibility of the windows having ever been opened at all.
�If now, in addition to all these things, you have properly reflected upon the odd disorder of the chamber, we have gone so far as to combine the ideas of an agility astounding, a strength superhuman, a ferocity brutal, a butchery without motive, a grotesquerie in horror absolutely alien from humanity, and a voice foreign in tone to the ears of men of many nations, and devoid of all distinct or intelligible syllabification. What result, then, has ensued? What impression have I made upon your fancy?�
I felt a creeping of the flesh as Dupin asked me the question. �A madman,� I said, �has done this deed � some raving maniac, escaped from a neighboring Maison de Sant�.�
�In some respects,� he replied, �your idea is not irrelevant. But the voices of madmen, even in their wildest paroxysms, are never found to tally with that peculiar voice heard upon the stairs. Madmen are of some nation, and their language, however incoherent in its words, has always the coherence of syllabification. Besides, the hair of a madman is not such as I now hold in my hand. I disentangled this little tuft from the rigidly clutched fingers of Madame L�Espanaye. Tell me what you can make of it.�
�Dupin!� I said, completely unnerved; �this hair is most unusual � this is no human hair.�
�I have not asserted that it is,� said he; �but, before we decide this point, I wish you to glance at the little sketch I have here traced upon this paper. It is a facsimile drawing of what has been described in one portion of the testimony as �dark bruises and deep indentations of finger nails� upon the throat of Mademoiselle L�Espanaye, and in another (by Messrs. Dumas and Etienne) as a �series of livid spots, evidently the impression of fingers.�
�You will perceive,� continued my friend, spreading out the paper upon the table before us, �that this drawing gives the idea of a firm and fixed hold. There is no slipping apparent. Each finger has retained � possibly until the death of the victim � the fearful grasp by which it originally embedded itself. Attempt, now, to place all your fingers, at the same time, in the respective impressions as you see them.�
I made the attempt in vain.
�We are possibly not giving this matter a fair trial,� he said. �The paper is spread out upon a plane surface; but the human throat is cylindrical. Here is a billet of wood, the circumference of which is about that of the throat. Wrap the drawing around it, and try the experiment again.�
I did so; but the difficulty was even more obvious than before. �This,� I said, �is the mark of no human hand.�
�Read now,� replied Dupin, �this passage from Cuvier.�
It was a minute anatomical and generally descriptive account of the large fulvous Ourang-Outang of the East Indian Islands. The gigantic stature, the prodigious strength and activity, the wild ferocity, and the imitative propensities of these mammalia are sufficiently well known to all. I understood the full horrors of the murder at once.
�The description of the digits,� said I, as I made an end of the reading, �is in exact accordance with this drawing. I see no animal but an Ourang-Outang, of the species here mentioned, could have impressed the indentations as you have traced them. This tuft of tawny hair, too, is identical in character with that of the beast of Cuvier. But I cannot possibly comprehend the particulars of this frightful mystery. Besides, there were two voices heard in contention, and one of them was unquestionably the voice of a Frenchman.�
�True; and you will remember an expression attributed almost unanimously, by the evidence, to this voice � the expression, �mon Dieu!� This, under the circumstances, has been justly characterized by one of the witnesses (Montani, the confectioner) as an expression of remonstrance or expostulation. Upon these two words, therefore, I have mainly built my hopes of a full solution of the riddle. A Frenchman was cognizant of the murder. It is possible � indeed it is far more than probable � that he was innocent of all participation in the bloody transactions which took place. The Ourang-Outang may have escaped from him. He may have traced it to the chamber; but, under the agitating circumstances which ensued, he could never have recaptured it. It is still at large. I will not pursue these guesses � for I have no right to call them more � since the shades of reflection upon which they are based are scarcely of sufficient depth to be appreciated by my own intellect, and since I could not pretend to make them intelligible to the understanding of another. We will call them guesses, then, and speak of them as such. If the Frenchman in question is indeed, as I suppose, innocent of this atrocity, this advertisement, which I left last night, upon our return home, at the office of �Le Monde� (a paper devoted to the shipping interest, and much sought by sailors), will bring him to our residence.�
He handed me a paper, and I read thus:
CAUGHT � In the Bois de Boulogne, early in the morning of the � inst. (the morning of the murder), a very large, tawny Ourang-Outang of the Bornese species. The owner (who is ascertained to be a sailor, belonging to a Maltese vessel) may have the animal again, upon identifying it satisfactorily, and paying a few charges arising from its capture and keeping. Call at No.�� Rue�, Faubourg St. Germain � au troisi�me.

�How was it possible,� I asked, �that you should know the man to be a sailor, and belonging to a Maltese vessel?�
�I do not know it,� said Dupin. �I am not sure of it. Here, however, is a small piece of ribbon, which from its form, and from its greasy appearance, has evidently been used in tying the hair in one of those long queues of which sailors are so fond. Moreover, this knot is one which few besides sailors can tie, and is peculiar to the Maltese. I picked the ribbon up at the foot of the lightning-rod. It could not have belonged to either of the deceased. Now if, after all, I am wrong in my induction from this ribbon, that the Frenchman was a sailor belonging to a Maltese vessel, still I can have done no harm in saying what I did in the advertisement. If I am in error, he will merely suppose that I had been misled by some circumstance into which he will not take the trouble to inquire. But if I am right, a great point is gained. Cognizant although innocent of the murder, the Frenchman will naturally hesitate about replying to the advertisement � about demanding the Ourang-Outang. He will reason thus: � �I am innocent; I am poor; my Ourang-Outang is of great value � to one in my circumstances a fortune of itself � why should I lose it through idle apprehensions of danger? Here it is, within my grasp. It was found in the Bois de Boulogne � at a vast distance from the scene of that butchery. How can it ever be suspected that a brute beast should have done the deed? The police are at fault � they have failed to procure the slightest clew. Should they even trace the animal, it would be impossible to prove me cognizant of the murder, or to implicate me in guilt on account of that cognizance. Above all, I am known. The advertiser designates me as the possessor of the beast. I am not sure to what limit his knowledge may extend. Should I avoid claiming a property of so great value, which it is known that I possess, I will render the animal at least, liable to suspicion. It is not my policy to attract attention either to myself or to the beast. I will answer the advertisement, get the Ourang-Outang, and keep it close until this matter has blown over.� �
At this moment we heard a step upon the stairs.
�Be ready,� said Dupin, �with your pistols, but neither use them nor show them until at a signal from myself.�
The front door of the house had been left open, and the visitor had entered, without ringing, and advanced several steps upon the staircase. Now, however, he seemed to hesitate. Presently we heard him descending. Dupin was moving quickly to the door, when we again heard him coming up. He did not turn back a second time, but stepped up with decision, and rapped at the door of our chamber.
�Come in,� said Dupin, in a cheerful and hearty tone.
A man entered. He was a sailor, evidently � a tall, stout, and muscular-looking person, with a certain dare-devil expression of countenance, not altogether unprepossessing. His face, greatly sunburnt, was more than half hidden by whisker and mustachio. He had with him a huge oaken cudgel, but appeared to be otherwise unarmed. He bowed awkwardly, and bade us �good evening,� in French accents, which, although somewhat Neufchatelish, were still sufficiently indicative of a Parisian origin.
�Sit down, my friend,� said Dupin. �I suppose you have called about the Ourang-Outang. Upon my word, I almost envy you the possession of him; a remarkably fine, and no doubt very valuable animal. How old do you suppose him to be?�
The sailor drew a long breath, with the air of a man relieved of some intolerable burden, and then replied in an assured tone:
�I have no way of telling � but he can�t be more than four or five years old. Have you got him here?�
�Oh, no; we had no conveniences for keeping him here. He is at a livery stable in the Rue Dubourg, just by. You can get him in the morning. Of course you are prepared to identify the property?�
�To be sure I am, sir.�
�I shall be sorry to part with him,� said Dupin.
�I don�t mean that you should be at all this trouble for nothing, sir,� said the man. �Couldn�t expect it. Am very willing to pay a reward for the finding of the animal � that is to say, any thing in reason.�
�Well,� replied my friend, �that is all very fair, to be sure. Let me think!�� what should I have? Oh! I will tell you. My reward shall be this. You shall give me all the information in your power about these murders in the Rue Morgue.�
Dupin said the last words in a very low tone, and very quietly. Just as quietly, too, he walked toward the door, locked it, and put the key in his pocket. He then drew a pistol from his bosom and placed it, without the least flurry, upon the table.
The sailor�s face flushed up as if he were struggling with suffocation. He started to his feet and grasped his cudgel; but the next moment he fell back into his seat, trembling violently, and with the countenance of death itself. He spoke not a word. I pitied him from the bottom of my heart.
�My friend,� said Dupin, in a kind tone, �you are alarming yourself unnecessarily � you are indeed. We mean you no harm whatever. I pledge you the honor of a gentleman, and of a Frenchman, that we intend you no injury. I perfectly well know that you are innocent of the atrocities in the Rue Morgue. It will not do, however, to deny that you are in some measure implicated in them. From what I have already said, you must know that I have had means of information about this matter � means of which you could never have dreamed. Now the thing stands thus. You have done nothing which you could have avoided � nothing, certainly, which renders you culpable. You were not even guilty of robbery, when you might have robbed with impunity. You have nothing to conceal. You have no reason for concealment. On the other hand, you are bound by every principle of honor to confess all you know. An innocent man is now imprisoned, charged with a crime of which you can point out the perpetrator.�
The sailor had recovered his presence of mind, in a great measure, while Dupin uttered these words; but his original boldness of bearing was all gone.
�So help me God!� said he, after a brief pause, �I will tell you all I know about this affair � but I do not expect you to believe one half I say � I would be a fool indeed if I did. Still, I am innocent, and I will make a clean breast if I die for it.�
What he stated was, in substance, this. He had lately made a voyage to the Indian Archipelago. A party, of which he formed one, landed at Borneo, and passed into the interior on an excursion of pleasure. Himself and a companion had captured the Ourang-Outang. This companion dying, the animal fell into his own exclusive possession. After great trouble, occasioned by the intractable ferocity of his captive during the home voyage, he at length succeeded in lodging it safely at his own residence in Paris, where, not to attract toward himself the unpleasant curiosity of his neighbors, he kept it carefully secluded, until such time as it should recover from a wound in the foot, received from a splinter on board ship. His ultimate design was to sell it.
Returning home from some sailors� frolic on the night, or rather in the morning, of the murder, he found the beast occupying his own bedroom, into which it had broken from a closet adjoining, where it had been, as was thought, securely confined. Razor in hand, and fully lathered, it was sitting before a looking-glass, attempting the operation of shaving, in which it had no doubt previously watched its master through the keyhole of the closet. Terrified at the sight of so dangerous a weapon in the possession of an animal so ferocious, and so well able to use it, the man, for some moments, was at a loss what to do. He had been accustomed, however, to quiet the creature, even in its fiercest moods, by the use of a whip, and to this he now resorted. Upon sight of it, the Ourang-Outang sprang at once through the door of the chamber, down the stairs, and thence, through a window, unfortunately open, into the street.
The Frenchman followed in despair; the ape, razor still in hand, occasionally stopping to look back and gesticulate at his pursuer, until the latter had nearly come up with it. It then again made off. In this manner the chase continued for a long time. The streets were profoundly quiet, as it was nearly three o�clock in the morning. In passing down an alley in the rear of the Rue Morgue, the fugitive�s attention was arrested by a light gleaming from the open window of Madame L�Espanaye�s chamber, in the fourth story of her house. Rushing to the building, it perceived the lightning-rod, clambered up with inconceivable agility, grasped the shutter, which was thrown fully back against the wall, and, by its means, swung itself directly upon the headboard of the bed. The whole feat did not occupy a minute. The shutter was kicked open again by the Ourang-Outang as it entered the room.
The sailor, in the meantime, was both rejoiced and perplexed. He had strong hopes of now recapturing the brute, as it could scarcely escape from the trap into which it had ventured, except by the rod, where it might be intercepted as it came down. On the other hand, there was much cause for anxiety as to what it might do in the house. This latter reflection urged the man still to follow the fugitive. A lightning-rod is ascended without difficulty, especially by a sailor; but when he had arrived as high as the window, which lay far to his left, his career was stopped; the most that he could accomplish was to reach over so as to obtain a glimpse of the interior of the room. At this glimpse he nearly fell from his hold through excess of horror. Now it was that those hideous shrieks arose upon the night, which had startled from slumber the inmates of the Rue Morgue. Madame L�Espanaye and her daughter, habited in their night clothes, had apparently been occupied in arranging some papers in the iron chest already mentioned, which had been wheeled into the middle of the room. It was open, and its contents lay beside it on the floor. The victims must have been sitting with their backs toward the window, and, from the time elapsing between the ingress of the beast and the screams, it seem probable that it was not immediately perceived. The flapping-to of the shutter would naturally have been attributed to the wind.
As the sailor looked in, the gigantic animal had seized Madame L�Espanaye by the hair (which was loose, as she had been combing it), and was flourishing the razor about her face, in imitation of the motions of a barber. The daughter lay prostrate and motionless; she had swooned. The screams and struggles of the old lady (during which the hair was torn from her head) had the effect of changing the probably pacific purposes of the Ourang-Outang into those of wrath. With one determined sweep of its muscular arm it nearly severed her head from her body. The sight of blood inflamed its anger into phrensy. Gnashing its teeth, and flashing fire from its eyes, it flew upon the body of the girl, and imbedded its fearful talons in her throat, retaining its grasp until she expired. Its wandering and wild glances fell at this moment upon the head of the bed, over which the face of its master, rigid with horror, was just discernible.
The fury of the beast, who no doubt bore still in mind the dreaded whip, was instantly converted into fear. Conscious of having deserved punishment, it seemed desirous of concealing its bloody deeds, and skipped about the chamber in an agony of nervous agitation; throwing down and breaking the furniture as it moved, and dragging the bed from the bedstead. In conclusion, it seized first the corpse of the daughter, and thrust it up the chimney, as it was found; then that of the old lady, which it immediately hurled through the window headlong.
As the ape approached the casement with its mutilated burden, the sailor shrank aghast to the rod, and, rather gliding than clambering down it, hurried at once home � dreading the consequences of the butchery, and gladly abandoning, in his terror, all solicitude about the fate of the Ourang-Outang. The words heard by the party upon the staircase were the Frenchman�s exclamations of horror and affright, commingled with the fiendish jabberings of the brute.
I have scarcely any thing to add. The Ourang-Outang must have escaped from the chamber, by the rod, just before the breaking of the door. It must have closed the window as it passed through it. It was subsequently caught by the owner himself, who obtained for it a very large sum at the Jardin des Plantes. Le Bon was instantly released, upon our narration of the circumstances (with some comments from Dupin) at the bureau of the Prefect of Police. This functionary, however well disposed to my friend, could not altogether conceal his chagrin at the turn which affairs had taken, and was fain to indulge in a sarcasm or two, about the propriety of every person minding his own business.
�Let him talk,� said Dupin, who had not thought it necessary to reply. �Let him discourse; it will ease his conscience. I am satisfied with having defeated him in his own castle. Nevertheless, that he failed in the solution of this mystery, is by no means that matter for wonder which he supposes it; for, in truth, our friend the Prefect is somewhat too cunning to be profound. In his wisdom is no stamen. It is all head and no body, like the pictures of the Goddess Laverna � or, at best, all head and shoulders, like a codfish. But he is a good creature after all. I like him especially for one master stroke of cant, by which he has attained his reputation for ingenuity. I mean the way he has �de nier ce qui est, et d�expliquer ce qui n�est pas.� � [Rousseau � Nouvelle Heloise.]
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Having published two novels about Sherlock Holmes � A Study in Scarlet (1887) and The Sign of Four (1890) � with only modest success, Arthur Conan Doyle (1859�1930) came up with a new idea: a series of individual stories (not a serialized novel, as was common in that era) about a single character. H. Greehough Smith, the literary editor of The Strand Magazine, first published in the beginning of 1891, liked the idea and accepted the first Sherlock Holmes story, �A Scandal in Bohemia,� for the July 1891 issue. Smith, recognizing that he had found something special, called it �a gift from Heaven.� Every Sherlock Holmes novel and story from that issue on was published first in The Strand.
In �The Five Orange Pips,� several people receive an envelope marked K.�K.�K. that contains five orange pips (seeds). The response of the recipients is to flee but some cannot react quickly enough and die. It is one of only two stories in which Holmes cannot save the life of a client.
One of the most colorful and memorable lines of the canon appears in this story: �The wind cried and sobbed like a child in the chimney.�
Doyle ranked this story as number seven of his favorite Holmes stories for a list published in The Strand in 1927.
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No fictional character has inspired more motion pictures than Sherlock Holmes (if you believe Holmes to be fictional, that is). The films range from superb to awful, but the fourteen that featured Rathbone and Bruce were consistently enjoyable, and many movie aficionados still rank Rathbone as the best portrayer of the great detective to ever step in front of a camera. Scores of films were directly inspired by stories from the Doyle canon, some more closely than others, so selecting which stories and films to include in this collection was, admittedly, like pulling a ball out of a lottery jar, so I made a careful, thoughtful analysis and went with those I subjectively liked the most.
All of the backstory that provides a motive for the murders in the short story is absent in The House of Fear, the only vestige being the envelope of dried orange pips serving as the harbinger of death. It is a good mystery, even if Holmes is a bit slow about solving it, though listening closely to the film�s dialogue provides ample evidence that Conan Doyle�s words were not plagiarized for the film.
In one inauspicious moment, Holmes says, �I suspect no one and everyone,� a line used (almost verbatim, if memory serves) by Inspector Clouseau.

THE FIVE ORANGE PIPS
Arthur Conan Doyle

When I glance over my notes and records of the Sherlock Holmes cases between the years �82 and �90, I am faced by so many which present strange and interesting features that it is no easy matter to know which to choose and which to leave. Some, however, have already gained publicity through the papers, and others have not offered a field for those peculiar qualities which my friend possessed in so high a degree, and which it is the object of these papers to illustrate. Some, too, have baffled his analytical skill, and would be, as narratives, beginnings without an ending, while others have been but partially cleared up, and have their explanations founded rather upon conjecture and surmise than on that absolute logical proof which was so dear to him. There is, however, one of these last which was so remarkable in its details and so startling in its results that I am tempted to give some account of it in spite of the fact that there are points in connection with it which never have been, and probably never will be, entirely cleared up.
The year �87 furnished us with a long series of cases of greater or less interest, of which I retain the records. Among my headings under this one twelve months I find an account of the adventure of the Paradol Chamber, of the Amateur Mendicant Society, who held a luxurious club in the lower vault of a furniture warehouse, of the facts connected with the loss of the British barque �Sophy Anderson,� of the singular adventures of the Grice Patersons in the island of Uffa, and finally of the Camberwell poisoning case. In the latter, as may be remembered, Sherlock Holmes was able, by winding up the dead man�s watch, to prove that it had been wound up two hours before, and that therefore the deceased had gone to bed within that time � a deduction which was of the greatest importance in clearing up the case. All these I may sketch out at some future date, but none of them present such singular features as the strange train of circumstances which I have now taken up my pen to describe.
It was in the latter days of September, and the equinoctial gales had set in with exceptional violence. All day the wind had screamed and the rain had beaten against the windows, so that even here in the heart of great, hand-made London we were forced to raise our minds for the instant from the routine of life and to recognise the presence of those great elemental forces which shriek at mankind through the bars of his civilisation, like untamed beasts in a cage. As evening drew in, the storm grew higher and louder, and the wind cried and sobbed like a child in the chimney. Sherlock Holmes sat moodily at one side of the fireplace cross-indexing his records of crime, while I at the other was deep in one of Clark Russell�s fine sea-stories until the howl of the gale from without seemed to blend with the text, and the splash of the rain to lengthen out into the long swash of the sea waves. My wife was on a visit to her mother�s, and for a few days I was a dweller once more in my old quarters at Baker Street.
�Why,� said I, glancing up at my companion, �that was surely the bell. Who could come to-night? Some friend of yours, perhaps?�
�Except yourself I have none,� he answered. �I do not encourage visitors.�
�A client, then?�
�If so, it is a serious case. Nothing less would bring a man out on such a day and at such an hour. But I take it that it is more likely to be some crony of the landlady�s.�
Sherlock Holmes was wrong in his conjecture, however, for there came a step in the passage and a tapping at the door. He stretched out his long arm to turn the lamp away from himself and towards the vacant chair upon which a newcomer must sit.
�Come in!� said he.
The man who entered was young, some two-and-twenty at the outside, well-groomed and trimly clad, with something of refinement and delicacy in his bearing. The streaming umbrella which he held in his hand, and his long shining waterproof told of the fierce weather through which he had come. He looked about him anxiously in the glare of the lamp, and I could see that his face was pale and his eyes heavy, like those of a man who is weighed down with some great anxiety.
�I owe you an apology,� he said, raising his golden pince-nez to his eyes. �I trust that I am not intruding. I fear that I have brought some traces of the storm and rain into your snug chamber.�
�Give me your coat and umbrella,� said Holmes. �They may rest here on the hook and will be dry presently. You have come up from the south-west, I see.�
�Yes, from Horsham.�
�That clay and chalk mixture which I see upon your toe caps is quite distinctive.�
�I have come for advice.�
�That is easily got.�
�And help.�
�That is not always so easy.�
�I have heard of you, Mr. Holmes. I heard from Major Prendergast how you saved him in the Tankerville Club scandal.�
�Ah, of course. He was wrongfully accused of cheating at cards.�
�He said that you could solve anything.�
�He said too much.�
�That you are never beaten.�
�I have been beaten four times � three times by men, and once by a woman.�
�But what is that compared with the number of your successes?�
�It is true that I have been generally successful.�
�Then you may be so with me.�
�I beg that you will draw your chair up to the fire and favour me with some details as to your case.�
�It is no ordinary one.�
�None of those which come to me are. I am the last court of appeal.�
�And yet I question, sir, whether, in all your experience, you have ever listened to a more mysterious and inexplicable chain of events than those which have happened in my own family.�
�You fill me with interest,� said Holmes. �Pray give us the essential facts from the commencement, and I can afterwards question you as to those details which seem to me to be most important.�
The young man pulled his chair up and pushed his wet feet out towards the blaze.
�My name,� said he, �is John Openshaw, but my own affairs have, as far as I can understand, little to do with this awful business. It is a hereditary matter; so in order to give you an idea of the facts, I must go back to the commencement of the affair.
�You must know that my grandfather had two sons � my uncle Elias and my father Joseph. My father had a small factory at Coventry, which he enlarged at the time of the invention of bicycling. He was a patentee of the Openshaw unbreakable tire, and his business met with such success that he was able to sell it and to retire upon a handsome competence.
�My uncle Elias emigrated to America when he was a young man and became a planter in Florida, where he was reported to have done very well. At the time of the war he fought in Jackson�s army, and afterwards under Hood, where he rose to be a colonel. When Lee laid down his arms my uncle returned to his plantation, where he remained for three or four years. About 1869 and 1870 he came back to Europe and took a small estate in Sussex, near Horsham. He had made a very considerable fortune in the States, and his reason for leaving them was his aversion to the negroes, and his dislike of the Republican policy in extending the franchise to them. He was a singular man, fierce and quick-tempered, very foul-mouthed when he was angry, and of a most retiring disposition. During all the years that he lived at Horsham, I doubt if ever he set foot in the town. He had a garden and two or three fields round his house, and there he would take his exercise, though very often for weeks on end he would never leave his room. He drank a great deal of brandy and smoked very heavily, but he would see no society and did not want any friends, not even his own brother.
�He didn�t mind me; in fact, he took a fancy to me, for at the time when he saw me first I was a youngster of twelve or so. This would be in the year 1878, after he had been eight or nine years in England. He begged my father to let me live with him and he was very kind to me in his way. When he was sober he used to be fond of playing backgammon and draughts with me, and he would make me his representative both with the servants and with the tradespeople, so that by the time that I was sixteen I was quite master of the house. I kept all the keys and could go where I liked and do what I liked, so long as I did not disturb him in his privacy. There was one singular exception, however, for he had a single room, a lumber-room up among the attics, which was invariably locked, and which he would never permit either me or anyone else to enter. With a boy�s curiosity I have peeped through the keyhole, but I was never able to see more than such a collection of old trunks and bundles as would be expected in such a room.
�One day � it was in March, 1883 � a letter with a foreign stamp lay upon the table in front of the colonel�s plate. It was not a common thing for him to receive letters, for his bills were all paid in ready money, and he had no friends of any sort. �From India!� said he as he took it up, �Pondicherry postmark! What can this be?� Opening it hurriedly, out there jumped five little dried orange pips, which pattered down upon his plate. I began to laugh at this, but the laugh was struck from my lips at the sight of his face. His lip had fallen, his eyes were protruding, his skin the colour of putty, and he glared at the envelope which he still held in his trembling hand, �K.�K.�K.!� he shrieked, and then, �My God, my God, my sins have overtaken me!�
� �What is it, uncle?� I cried.
� �Death,� said he, and rising from the table he retired to his room, leaving me palpitating with horror. I took up the envelope and saw scrawled in red ink upon the inner flap, just above the gum, the letter K three times repeated. There was nothing else save the five dried pips. What could be the reason of his overpowering terror? I left the breakfast-table, and as I ascended the stair I met him coming down with an old rusty key, which must have belonged to the attic, in one hand, and a small brass box, like a cashbox, in the other.
� �They may do what they like, but I�ll checkmate them still,� said he with an oath. �Tell Mary that I shall want a fire in my room to-day, and send down to Fordham, the Horsham lawyer.�
�I did as he ordered, and when the lawyer arrived I was asked to step up to the room. The fire was burning brightly, and in the grate there was a mass of black, fluffy ashes, as of burned paper, while the brass box stood open and empty beside it. As I glanced at the box I noticed, with a start, that upon the lid was printed the treble K which I had read in the morning upon the envelope.
� �I wish you, John,� said my uncle, �to witness my will. I leave my estate, with all its advantages and all its disadvantages, to my brother, your father, whence it will, no doubt, descend to you. If you can enjoy it in peace, well and good! If you find you cannot, take my advice, my boy, and leave it to your deadliest enemy. I am sorry to give you such a two-edged thing, but I can�t say what turn things are going to take. Kindly sign the paper where Mr. Fordham shows you.�
�I signed the paper as directed, and the lawyer took it away with him. The singular incident made, as you may think, the deepest impression upon me, and I pondered over it and turned it every way in my mind without being able to make anything of it. Yet I could not shake off the vague feeling of dread which it left behind, though the sensation grew less keen as the weeks passed and nothing happened to disturb the usual routine of our lives. I could see a change in my uncle, however. He drank more than ever, and he was less inclined for any sort of society. Most of his time he would spend in his room, with the door locked upon the inside, but sometimes he would emerge in a sort of drunken frenzy and would burst out of the house and tear about the garden with a revolver in his hand, screaming out that he was afraid of no man, and that he was not to be cooped up, like a sheep in a pen, by man or devil. When these hot fits were over, however, he would rush tumultuously in at the door and lock and bar it behind him, like a man who can brazen it out no longer against the terror which lies at the roots of his soul. At such times I have seen his face, even on a cold day, glisten with moisture, as though it were new raised from a basin.
�Well, to come to an end of the matter, Mr. Holmes, and not to abuse your patience, there came a night when he made one of those drunken sallies from which he never came back. We found him, when we went to search for him, face downward in a little green-scummed pool, which lay at the foot of the garden. There was no sign of any violence, and the water was but two feet deep, so that the jury, having regard to his known eccentricity, brought in a verdict of �suicide.� But I, who knew how he winced from the very thought of death, had much ado to persuade myself that he had gone out of his way to meet it. The matter passed, however, and my father entered into possession of the estate, and of some fourteen thousand pounds, which lay to his credit at the bank.�
�One moment,� Holmes interposed, �your statement is, I foresee, one of the most remarkable to which I have ever listened. Let me have the date of the reception by your uncle of the letter, and the date of his supposed suicide.�
�The letter arrived on March 10, 1883. His death was seven weeks later, upon the night of May 2nd.�
�Thank you. Pray proceed.�
�When my father took over the Horsham property, he, at my request, made a careful examination of the attic, which had been always locked up. We found the brass box there, although its contents had been destroyed. On the inside of the cover was a paper label, with the initials of K.�K.�K. repeated upon it, and �Letters, memoranda, receipts, and a register� written beneath. These, we presume, indicated the nature of the papers which had been destroyed by Colonel Openshaw. For the rest, there was nothing of much importance in the attic save a great many scattered papers and note-books bearing upon my uncle�s life in America. Some of them were of the war time and showed that he had done his duty well and had borne the repute of a brave soldier. Others were of a date during the reconstruction of the Southern states, and were mostly concerned with politics, for he had evidently taken a strong part in opposing the carpet-bag politicians who had been sent down from the North.
�Well, it was the beginning of �84 when my father came to live at Horsham, and all went as well as possible with us until the January of �85. On the fourth day after the new year I heard my father give a sharp cry of surprise as we sat together at the breakfast-table. There he was, sitting with a newly opened envelope in one hand and five dried orange pips in the outstretched palm of the other one. He had always laughed at what he called my cock-and-bull story about the colonel, but he looked very scared and puzzled now that the same thing had come upon himself.
� �Why, what on earth does this mean, John?� he stammered.
�My heart had turned to lead. �It is K. K. K.,� said I.
�He looked inside the envelope. �So it is,� he cried. �Here are the very letters. But what is this written above them?�
� �Put the papers on the sundial,� I read, peeping over his shoulder.
� �What papers? What sundial?� he asked.
� �The sundial in the garden. There is no other,� said I; �but the papers must be those that are destroyed.�
� �Pooh!� said he, gripping hard at his courage. �We are in a civilised land here, and we can�t have tomfoolery of this kind. Where does the thing come from?�
� �From Dundee,� I answered, glancing at the postmark.
� �Some preposterous practical joke,� said he. �What have I to do with sundials and papers? I shall take no notice of such nonsense.�
� �I should certainly speak to the police,� I said.
� �And be laughed at for my pains. Nothing of the sort.�
� �Then let me do so?�
� �No, I forbid you. I won�t have a fuss made about such nonsense.�
�It was in vain to argue with him, for he was a very obstinate man. I went about, however, with a heart which was full of forebodings.
�On the third day after the coming of the letter my father went from home to visit an old friend of his, Major Freebody, who is in command of one of the forts upon Portsdown Hill. I was glad that he should go, for it seemed to me that he was farther from danger when he was away from home. In that, however, I was in error. Upon the second day of his absence I received a telegram from the major, imploring me to come at once. My father had fallen over one of the deep chalk-pits which abound in the neighbourhood, and was lying senseless, with a shattered skull. I hurried to him, but he passed away without having ever recovered his consciousness. He had, as it appears, been returning from Fareham in the twilight, and as the country was to him, and the chalk-pit unfenced, the jury had no hesitation in bringing in a verdict of �death from accidental causes.� Carefully as I examined every fact connected with his death, I was unable to find anything which could suggest the idea of murder. There were no signs of violence, no footmarks, no robbery, no record of strangers having been seen upon the roads. And yet I need not tell you that my mind was far from at ease, and that I was well-nigh certain that some foul plot had been woven round him.
�In this sinister way I came into my inheritance. You will ask me why I did not dispose of it? I answer, because I was well convinced that our troubles were in some way dependent upon an incident in my uncle�s life, and that the danger would be as pressing in one house as in another.
�It was in January, �85, that my poor father met his end, and two years and eight months have elapsed since then. During that time I have lived happily at Horsham, and I had begun to hope that this curse had passed away from the family, and that it had ended with the last generation. I had begun to take comfort too soon, however; yesterday morning the blow fell in the very shape in which it had come upon my father.�
The young man took from his waistcoat a crumpled envelope, and turning to the table he shook out upon it five little dried orange pips.
�This is the envelope,� he continued. �The postmark is London � eastern division. Within are the very words which were upon my father�s last message: �K. K. K.�; and then �Put the papers on the sundial.� �
�What have you done?� asked Holmes.
�Nothing.�
�Nothing?�
�To tell the truth� � he sank his face into his thin, white hands � �I have felt helpless. I have felt like one of those poor rabbits when the snake is writhing towards it. I seem to be in the grasp of some resistless, inexorable evil, which no foresight and no precautions can guard against.�
�Tut! tut!� cried Sherlock Holmes. �You must act, man, or you are lost. Nothing but energy can save you. This is no time for despair.�
�I have seen the police.�
�Ah!�
�But they listened to my story with a smile. I am convinced that the inspector has formed the opinion that the letters are all practical jokes, and that the deaths of my relations were really accidents, as the jury stated, and were not to be connected with the warnings.�
Holmes shook his clenched hands in the air. �Incredible imbecility!� he cried.
�They have, however, allowed me a policeman, who may remain in the house with me.�
�Has he come with you to-night?�
�No. His orders were to stay in the house.�
Again Holmes raved in the air.
�Why did you come to me?� he cried, �and, above all, why did you not come at once?�
�I did not know. It was only to-day that I spoke to Major Prendergast about my troubles and was advised by him to come to you.�
�It is really two days since you had the letter. We should have acted before this. You have no further evidence, I suppose, than that which you have placed before us � no suggestive detail which might help us?�
�There is one thing,� said John Openshaw. He rummaged in his coat pocket, and, drawing out a piece of discoloured, blue-tinted paper, he laid it out upon the table. �I have some remembrance,� said he, �that on the day when my uncle burned the papers I observed that the small, unburned margins which lay amid the ashes were of this particular colour. I found this single sheet upon the floor of his room, and I am inclined to think that it may be one of the papers which has, perhaps, fluttered out from among the others, and in that way has escaped destruction. Beyond the mention of pips, I do not see that it helps us much. I think myself that it is a page from some private diary. The writing is undoubtedly my uncle�s.�
Holmes moved the lamp, and we both bent over the sheet of paper, which showed by its ragged edge that it had indeed been torn from a book. It was headed, �March, 1869,� and beneath were the following enigmatical notices:
�4th. Hudson came. Same old platform.
�7th. Set the pips on McCauley, Paramore, and John Swain, of St. Augustine.
�9th. McCauley cleared.
�10th. John Swain cleared.
�12th. Visited Paramore. All well.�
�Thank you!� said Holmes, folding up the paper and returning it to our visitor. �And now you must on no account lose another instant. We cannot spare time even to discuss what you have told me. You must get home instantly and act.�
�What shall I do?�
�There is but one thing to do. It must be done at once. You must put this piece of paper which you have shown us into the brass box which you have described. You must also put in a note to say that all the other papers were burned by your uncle, and that this is the only one which remains. You must assert that in such words as will carry conviction with them. Having done this, you must at once put the box out upon the sundial, as directed. Do you understand?�
�Entirely.�
�Do not think of revenge, or anything of the sort, at present. I think that we may gain that by means of the law; but we have our web to weave, while theirs is already woven. The first consideration is to remove the pressing danger which threatens you. The second is to clear up the mystery and to punish the guilty parties.�
�I thank you,� said the young man, rising and pulling on his overcoat. �You have given me fresh life and hope. I shall certainly do as you advise.�
�Do not lose an instant. And, above all, take care of yourself in the meanwhile, for I do not think that there can be a doubt that you are threatened by a very real and imminent danger. How do you go back?�
�By train from Waterloo.�
�It is not yet nine. The streets will be crowded, so I trust that you may be in safety. And yet you cannot guard yourself too closely.�
�I am armed.�
�That is well. To-morrow I shall set to work upon your case.�
�I shall see you at Horsham, then?�
�No, your secret lies in London. It is there that I shall seek it.�
�Then I shall call upon you in a day, or in two days, with news as to the box and the papers. I shall take your advice in every particular.� He shook hands with us and took his leave. Outside the wind still screamed and the rain splashed and pattered against the windows. This strange, wild story seemed to have come to us from amid the mad elements � blown in upon us like a sheet of sea-weed in a gale � and now to have been reabsorbed by them once more.
Sherlock Holmes sat for some time in silence, with his head sunk forward and his eyes bent upon the red glow of the fire. Then he lit his pipe, and leaning back in his chair he watched the blue smoke-rings as they chased each other up to the ceiling.
�I think, Watson,� he remarked at last, �that of all our cases we have had none more fantastic than this.�
�Save, perhaps, the Sign of Four.�
�Well, yes. Save, perhaps, that. And yet this John Openshaw seems to me to be walking amid even greater perils than did the Sholtos.�
�But have you,� I asked, �formed any definite conception as to what these perils are?�
�There can be no question as to their nature,� he answered.
�Then what are they? Who is this K. K. K., and why does he pursue this unhappy family?�
Sherlock Holmes closed his eyes and placed his elbows upon the arms of his chair, with his finger-tips together. �The ideal reasoner,� he remarked, �would, when he had once been shown a single fact in all its bearings, deduce from it not only all the chain of events which led up to it but also all the results which would follow from it. As Cuvier could correctly describe a whole animal by the contemplation of a single bone, so the observer who has thoroughly understood one link in a series of incidents should be able to accurately state all the other ones, both before and after. We have not yet grasped the results which the reason alone can attain to. Problems may be solved in the study which have baffled all those who have sought a solution by the aid of their senses. To carry the art, however, to its highest pitch, it is necessary that the reasoner should be able to utilise all the facts which have come to his knowledge; and this in itself implies, as you will readily see, a possession of all knowledge, which, even in these days of free education and encyclopaedias, is a somewhat rare accomplishment. It is not so impossible, however, that a man should possess all knowledge which is likely to be useful to him in his work, and this I have endeavoured in my case to do. If I remember rightly, you on one occasion, in the early days of our friendship, defined my limits in a very precise fashion.�
�Yes,� I answered, laughing. �It was a singular document. Philosophy, astronomy, and politics were marked at zero, I remember. Botany variable, geology profound as regards the mud-stains from any region within fifty miles of town, chemistry eccentric, anatomy unsystematic, sensational literature and crime records unique, violin-player, boxer, swordsman, lawyer, and self-poisoner by cocaine and tobacco. Those, I think, were the main points of my analysis.�
Holmes grinned at the last item. �Well,� he said, �I say now, as I said then, that a man should keep his little brain-attic stocked with all the furniture that he is likely to use, and the rest he can put away in the lumber-room of his library, where he can get it if he wants it. Now, for such a case as the one which has been submitted to us to-night, we need certainly to muster all our resources. Kindly hand me down the letter K of the �American Encyclopaedia,� which stands upon the shelf beside you. Thank you. Now let us consider the situation and see what may be deduced from it. In the first place, we may start with a strong presumption that Colonel Openshaw had some very strong reason for leaving America. Men at his time of life do not change all their habits and exchange willingly the charming climate of Florida for the lonely life of an English provincial town. His extreme love of solitude in England suggests the idea that he was in fear of someone or something, so we may assume as a working hypothesis that it was fear of someone or something which drove him from America. As to what it was he feared, we can only deduce that by considering the formidable letters which were received by himself and his successors. Did you remark the postmarks of those letters?�
�The first was from Pondicherry, the second from Dundee, and the third from London.�
�From East London. What do you deduce from that?�
�They are all seaports. That the writer was on board of a ship.�
�Excellent. We have already a clue. There can be no doubt that the probability � the strong probability � is that the writer was on board of a ship. And now let us consider another point. In the case of Pondicherry, seven weeks elapsed between the threat and its fulfilment, in Dundee it was only some three or four days. Does that suggest anything?�
�A greater distance to travel.�
�But the letter had also a greater distance to come.�
�Then I do not see the point.�
�There is at least a presumption that the vessel in which the man or men are is a sailing-ship. It looks as if they always send their singular warning or token before them when starting upon their mission. You see how quickly the deed followed the sign when it came from Dundee. If they had come from Pondicherry in a steamer they would have arrived almost as soon as their letter. But, as a matter of fact, seven weeks elapsed. I think that those seven weeks represented the difference between the mail-boat which brought the letter and the sailing vessel which brought the writer.�
�It is possible.�
�More than that. It is probable. And now you see the deadly urgency of this new case, and why I urged young Openshaw to caution. The blow has always fallen at the end of the time which it would take the senders to travel the distance. But this one comes from London, and therefore we cannot count upon delay.�
�Good God!� I cried. �What can it mean, this relentless persecution?�
�The papers which Openshaw carried are obviously of vital importance to the person or persons in the sailing-ship. I think that it is quite clear that there must be more than one of them. A single man could not have carried out two deaths in such a way as to deceive a coroner�s jury. There must have been several in it, and they must have been men of resource and determination. Their papers they mean to have, be the holder of them who it may. In this way you see K. K. K. ceases to be the initials of an individual and becomes the badge of a society.�
�But of what society?�
�Have you never�� said Sherlock Holmes, bending forward and sinking his voice � �have you never heard of the Ku Klux Klan?�
�I never have.�
Holmes turned over the leaves of the book upon his knee. �Here it is,� said he presently:
� �Ku Klux Klan. A name derived from the fanciful resemblance to the sound produced by cocking a rifle. This terrible secret society was formed by some ex-Confederate soldiers in the Southern states after the Civil War, and it rapidly formed local branches in different parts of the country, notably in Tennessee, Louisiana, the Carolinas, Georgia, and Florida. Its power was used for political purposes, principally for the terrorising of the negro voters and the murdering and driving from the country of those who were opposed to its views. Its outrages were usually preceded by a warning sent to the marked man in some fantastic but generally recognized shape � a sprig of oak-leaves in some parts, melon seeds or orange pips in others. On receiving this the victim might either openly abjure his former ways, or might fly from the country. If he braved the matter out, death would unfailingly come upon him, and usually in some strange and unforeseen manner. So perfect was the organization of the society, and so systematic its methods, that there is hardly a case upon record where any man succeeded in braving it with impunity, or in which any of its outrages were traced home to the perpetrators. For some years the organisation flourished, in spite of the efforts of the United States government and of the better classes of the community in the South. Eventually, in the year 1869, the movement rather suddenly collapsed, although there have been sporadic outbreaks of the same sort since that date.�
�You will observe,� said Holmes, laying down the volume, �that the sudden breaking up of the society was coincident with the disappearance of Openshaw from America with their papers. It may well have been cause and effect. It is no wonder that he and his family have some of the more implacable spirits upon their track. You can understand that this register and diary may implicate some of the first men in the South, and that there may be many who will not sleep easy at night until it is recovered.�
�Then the page we have seen��
�Is such as we might expect. It ran, if I remember right, �sent the pips to A, B, and C� � that is, sent the society�s warning to them. Then there are successive entries that A and B cleared, or left the country, and finally that C was visited, with, I fear, a sinister result for C. Well, I think, Doctor, that we may let some light into this dark place, and I believe that the only chance young Openshaw has in the meantime is to do what I have told him. There is nothing more to be said or to be done to-night, so hand me over my violin and let us try to forget for half an hour the miserable weather and the still more miserable ways of our fellow-men.�
It had cleared in the morning, and the sun was shining with a subdued brightness through the dim veil which hangs over the great city. Sherlock Holmes was already at breakfast when I came down.
�You will excuse me for not waiting for you,� said he; �I have, I foresee, a very busy day before me in looking into this case of young Openshaw�s.�
�What steps will you take?� I asked.
�It will very much depend upon the results of my first inquiries. I may have to go down to Horsham, after all.�
�You will not go there first?�
�No, I shall commence with the City. Just ring the bell and the maid will bring up your coffee.�
As I waited, I lifted the unopened newspaper from the table and glanced my eye over it. It rested upon a heading which sent a chill to my heart.
�Holmes,� I cried, �you are too late.�
�Ah!� said he, laying down his cup, �I feared as much. How was it done?� He spoke calmly, but I could see that he was deeply moved.
�My eye caught the name of Openshaw, and the heading �Tragedy Near Waterloo Bridge.� Here is the account:
�Between nine and ten last night Police-Constable Cook, of the H Division, on duty near Waterloo Bridge, heard a cry for help and a splash in the water. The night, however, was extremely dark and stormy, so that, in spite of the help of several passers-by, it was quite impossible to effect a rescue. The alarm, however, was given, and, by the aid of the water-police, the body was eventually recovered. It proved to be that of a young gentleman whose name, as it appears from an envelope which was found in his pocket, was John Openshaw, and whose residence is near Horsham. It is conjectured that he may have been hurrying down to catch the last train from Waterloo Station, and that in his haste and the extreme darkness he missed his path and walked over the edge of one of the small landing-places for river steamboats. The body exhibited no traces of violence, and there can be no doubt that the deceased had been the victim of an unfortunate accident, which should have the effect of calling the attention of the authorities to the condition of the riverside landing-stages.�
We sat in silence for some minutes, Holmes more depressed and shaken than I had ever seen him.
�That hurts my pride, Watson,� he said at last. �It is a petty feeling, no doubt, but it hurts my pride. It becomes a personal matter with me now, and, if God sends me health, I shall set my hand upon this gang. That he should come to me for help, and that I should send him away to his death�!� He sprang from his chair and paced about the room in uncontrollable agitation, with a flush upon his sallow cheeks and a nervous clasping and unclasping of his long thin hands.
�They must be cunning devils,� he exclaimed at last. �How could they have decoyed him down there? The Embankment is not on the direct line to the station. The bridge, no doubt, was too crowded, even on such a night, for their purpose. Well, Watson, we shall see who will win in the long run. I am going out now!�
�To the police?�
�No; I shall be my own police. When I have spun the web they may take the flies, but not before.�
All day I was engaged in my professional work, and it was late in the evening before I returned to Baker Street. Sherlock Holmes had not come back yet. It was nearly ten o�clock before he entered, looking pale and worn. He walked up to the sideboard, and tearing a piece from the loaf he devoured it voraciously, washing it down with a long draught of water.
�You are hungry,� I remarked.
�Starving. It had escaped my memory. I have had nothing since breakfast.�
�Nothing?�
�Not a bite. I had no time to think of it.�
�And how have you succeeded?�
�Well.�
�You have a clue?�
�I have them in the hollow of my hand. Young Openshaw shall not long remain unavenged. Why, Watson, let us put their own devilish trade-mark upon them. It is well thought of!�
�What do you mean?�
He took an orange from the cupboard, and tearing it to pieces he squeezed out the pips upon the table. Of these he took five and thrust them into an envelope. On the inside of the flap he wrote �S. H. for J. O.� Then he sealed it and addressed it to �Captain James Calhoun, Barque �Lone Star,� Savannah, Georgia.�
�That will await him when he enters port,� said he, chuckling. �It may give him a sleepless night. He will find it as sure a precursor of his fate as Openshaw did before him.�
�And who is this Captain Calhoun?�
�The leader of the gang. I shall have the others, but he first.�
�How did you trace it, then?�
He took a large sheet of paper from his pocket, all covered with dates and names.
�I have spent the whole day,� said he, �over Lloyd�s registers and files of the old papers, following the future career of every vessel which touched at Pondicherry in January and February in �83. There were thirty-six ships of fair tonnage which were reported there during those months. Of these, one, the �Lone Star,� instantly attracted my attention, since, although it was reported as having cleared from London, the name is that which is given to one of the states of the Union.�
�Texas, I think.�
�I was not and am not sure which; but I knew that the ship must have an American origin.�
�What then?�
�I searched the Dundee records, and when I found that the barque �Lone Star� was there in January, �85, my suspicion became a certainty. I then inquired as to the vessels which lay at present in the port of London.�
�Yes?�
�The �Lone Star� had arrived here last week. I went down to the Albert Dock and found that she had been taken down the river by the early tide this morning, homeward bound to Savannah. I wired to Gravesend and learned that she had passed some time ago, and as the wind is easterly I have no doubt that she is now past the Goodwins and not very far from the Isle of Wight.�
�What will you do, then?�
�Oh, I have my hand upon him. He and the two mates, are as I learn, the only native-born Americans in the ship. The others are Finns and Germans. I know, also, that they were all three away from the ship last night. I had it from the stevedore who has been loading their cargo. By the time that their sailing-ship reaches Savannah the mail-boat will have carried this letter, and the cable will have informed the police of Savannah that these three gentlemen are badly wanted here upon a charge of murder.�
There is ever a flaw, however, in the best laid of human plans, and the murderers of John Openshaw were never to receive the orange pips which would show them that another, as cunning and as resolute as themselves, was upon their track. Very long and very severe were the equinoctial gales that year. We waited long for news of the �Lone Star� of Savannah, but none ever reached us. We did at last hear that somewhere far out in the Atlantic a shattered stern-post of a boat was seen swinging in the trough of a wave, with the letters �L. S.� carved upon it, and that is all which we shall ever know of the fate of the �Lone Star.�
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THE STORY
Original publication:The Saturday Evening Post, July 23, 1910 (under the title �Valentin Follows a Curious Trail�); first collected in The Innocence of Father Brown (London, Cassell, 1911)

It has been widely and perhaps accurately stated that Father Brown is the second greatest English detective in all of literature, surpassed only, it is superfluous to say, by Sherlock Holmes. What separates him from most of his crime-fighting colleagues is his view that wrongdoers are souls in need of redemption rather than criminals to be brought to justice. The rather ordinary-seeming Roman Catholic priest possesses a sharp, subtle, sensitive mind, with which he demonstrates a deep understanding of human nature to solve mysteries.
Father Brown is a logical creation of Gilbert Keith Chesterton (1874�1936), a converted and extremely devout Catholic who believed that religion was the world�s only refuge. There were five collections of stories about the gentle little priest: The Innocence of Father Brown (1911), The Wisdom of Father Brown (1914), The Incredulity of Father Brown (1926), The Secret of Father Brown (1927), and The Scandal of Father Brown (1935); The Father Brown Omnibus, assembled in 1951, added a stray story, �The Vampire of the Village,� that was discovered in Chesterton�s papers after his death.
His was a significant voice when he turned to social criticism as a prolific and opinionated journalist at the turn of the nineteenth century, taking liberal positions until he became an ardent distributist, advocating the distribution of land and property to those who had little. Chesterton was also an important literary critic for much of his writing life, producing biographies that focused on the writings of such diverse figures as Charles Dickens, George Bernard Shaw, William Blake, and Robert Louis Stevenson.
Chesterton wrote many other stories and novels about various types of crime, notably the allegorical The Man Who Was Thursday (1908), and several volumes of stories that displayed his love of paradox and whimsicality, such as The Club of Queer Trades (1905), The Poet and the Lunatics (1929), and The Paradoxes of Mr. Pond (1936).
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THE CAST
��Alec Guinness (Father Brown)
��Joan Greenwood (Lady Warren)
��Peter Finch (Gustav Flambeau)
��Cecil Parker (The Bishop)
��Bernard Lee (Inspector Valentine)

Oddly, there were two films about the sleuth � both based on the same tale, �The Blue Cross,� the first Father Brown story: Father Brown, released in the United States as The Detective (1954), with Alec Guinness in the titular role, and Father Brown, Detective (1934) starring Walter Connolly. The Connolly version certainly has its charm but few actors could compete with Guinness in taking over a role and making it his. Both films have a similar story line, closely following Chesterton�s short story.
Father Brown�s greatest challenge in his attempts to reform criminals is Flambeau. A colossus of crime, a Frenchman of prodigious intelligence, and a master of disguise, he is notorious throughout Europe. He gives the police advance notice that he is going to steal a priceless and sacred cross from the church. Father Brown crosses the channel to France to foil the theft and reform the criminal.
It is interesting to note that Father Brown did have a successful conversion. Alec Guinness became a Roman Catholic soon after he completed filming The Detective.

THE BLUE CROSS
G. K. Chesterton

Between the silver ribbon of morning and the green glittering ribbon of sea, the boat touched Harwich and let loose a swarm of folk like flies, among whom the man we must follow was by no means conspicuous � nor wished to be. There was nothing notable about him, except a slight contrast between the holiday gaiety of his clothes and the official gravity of his face. His clothes included a slight, pale grey jacket, a white waistcoat, and a silver straw hat with a grey-blue ribbon. His lean face was dark by contrast, and ended in a curt black beard that looked Spanish and suggested an Elizabethan ruff. He was smoking a cigarette with the seriousness of an idler. There was nothing about him to indicate the fact that the grey jacket covered a loaded revolver, that the white waistcoat covered a police card, or that the straw hat covered one of the most powerful intellects in Europe. For this was Valentin himself, the head of the Paris police and the most famous investigator of the world; and he was coming from Brussels to London to make the greatest arrest of the century.
Flambeau was in England. The police of three countries had tracked the great criminal at last from Ghent to Brussels, from Brussels to the Hook of Holland; and it was conjectured that he would take some advantage of the unfamiliarity and confusion of the Eucharistic Congress, then taking place in London. Probably he would travel as some minor clerk or secretary connected with it; but, of course, Valentin could not be certain; nobody could be certain about Flambeau.
It is many years now since this colossus of crime suddenly ceased, keeping the world in a turmoil; and when he ceased, as they said after the death of Roland, there was a great quiet upon the earth. But in his best days (I mean, of course, his worst) Flambeau was a figure as statuesque and international as the Kaiser. Almost every morning the daily paper announced that he had escaped the consequences of one extraordinary crime by committing another. He was a Gascon of gigantic stature and bodily daring; and the wildest tales were told of his outbursts of athletic humour; how he turned the juge d�instruction upside down and stood him on his head, �to clear his mind�; how he ran down the Rue de Rivoli with a policeman under each arm. It is due to him to say that his fantastic physical strength was generally employed in such bloodless though undignified scenes; his real crimes were chiefly those of ingenious and wholesale robbery. But each of his thefts was almost a new sin, and would make a story by itself. It was he who ran the great Tyrolean Dairy Company in London, with no dairies, no cows, no carts, no milk, but with some thousand subscribers. These he served by the simple operation of moving the little milk-cans outside people�s doors to the doors of his own customers. It was he who had kept up an unaccountable and close correspondence with a young lady whose whole letter-bag was intercepted, by the extraordinary trick of photographing his messages infinitesimally small upon the slides of a microscope. A sweeping simplicity, however, marked many of his experiments. It is said that he once repainted all the numbers in a street in the dead of night merely to divert one traveller into a trap. It is quite certain that he invented a portable pillar-box, which he put up at corners in quiet suburbs on the chance of strangers dropping postal orders into it. Lastly, he was known to be a startling acrobat; despite his huge figure, he could leap like a grasshopper and melt into the tree-tops like a monkey. Hence the great Valentin, when he set out to find Flambeau, was perfectly well aware that his adventures would not end when he had found him.
But how was he to find him? On this the great Valentin�s ideas were still in process of settlement.
There was one thing which Flambeau, with all his dexterity of disguise, could not cover, and that was his singular height. If Valentin�s quick eye had caught a tall apple-woman, a tall grenadier, or even a tolerably tall duchess, he might have arrested them on the spot. But all along his train there was nobody that could be a disguised Flambeau, any more than a cat could be a disguised giraffe. About the people on the boat he had already satisfied himself; and the people picked up at Harwich or on the journey limited themselves with certainty to six. There was a short railway official travelling up to the terminus, three fairly short market gardeners picked up two stations afterwards, one very short widow lady going up from a small Essex town, and a very short Roman Catholic priest going up from a small Essex village. When it came to the last case, Valentin gave it up and almost laughed. The little priest was so much the essence of those Eastern flats; he had a face as round and dull as a Norfolk dumpling; he had eyes as empty as the North Sea; he had several brown paper parcels, which he was quite incapable of collecting. The Eucharistic Congress had doubtless sucked out of their local stagnation many such creatures, blind and helpless, like moles disinterred. Valentin was a sceptic in the severe style of France, and could have no love for priests. But he could have pity for them, and this one might have provoked pity in anybody. He had a large, shabby umbrella, which constantly fell on the floor. He did not seem to know which was the right end of his return ticket. He explained with a moon-calf simplicity to everybody in the carriage that he had to be careful, because he had something made of real silver �with blue stones� in one of his brown-paper parcels. His quaint blending of Essex flatness with saintly simplicity continuously amused the Frenchman till the priest arrived (somehow) at Tottenham with all his parcels, and came back for his umbrella. When he did the last, Valentin even had the good nature to warn him not to take care of the silver by telling everybody about it. But to whomever he talked, Valentin kept his eye open for someone else; he looked out steadily for anyone, rich or poor, male or female, who was well up to six feet; for Flambeau was four inches above it.
He alighted at Liverpool Street, however, quite conscientiously secure that he had not missed the criminal so far. He then went to Scotland Yard to regularise his position and arrange for help in case of need; he then lit another cigarette and went for a long stroll in the streets of London. As he was walking in the streets and squares beyond Victoria, he paused suddenly and stood. It was a quaint, quiet square, very typical of London, full of an accidental stillness. The tall, flat houses round looked at once prosperous and uninhabited; the square of shrubbery in the centre looked as deserted as a green Pacific islet. One of the four sides was much higher than the rest, like a da�s; and the line of this side was broken by one of London�s admirable accidents � a restaurant that looked as if it had strayed from Soho. It was an unreasonably attractive object, with dwarf plants in pots and long, striped blinds of lemon yellow and white. It stood specially high above the street, and in the usual patchwork way of London, a flight of steps from the street ran up to meet the front door almost as a fire-escape might run up to a first-floor window. Valentin stood and smoked in front of the yellow-white blinds and considered them long.
The most incredible thing about miracles is that they happen. A few clouds in heaven do come together into the staring shape of one human eye. A tree does stand up in the landscape of a doubtful journey in the exact and elaborate shape of a note of interrogation. I have seen both these things myself within the last few days. Nelson does die in the instant of victory; and a man named Williams does quite accidentally murder a man named Williamson; it sounds like a sort of infanticide. In short, there is in life an element of elfin coincidence which people reckoning on the prosaic may perpetually miss. As it has been well expressed in the paradox of Poe, wisdom should reckon on the unforeseen.
Aristide Valentin was unfathomably French; and the French intelligence is intelligence specially and solely. He was not �a thinking machine�; for that is a brainless phrase of modern fatalism and materialism. A machine only is a machine because it cannot think. But he was a thinking man, and a plain man at the same time. All his wonderful successes, that looked like conjuring, had been gained by plodding logic, by clear and commonplace French thought. The French electrify the world not by starting any paradox, they electrify it by carrying out a truism. They carry a truism so far � as in the French Revolution. But exactly because Valentin understood reason, he understood the limits of reason. Only a man who knows nothing of motors talks of motoring without petrol; only a man who knows nothing of reason talks of reasoning without strong, undisputed first principles. Here he had no strong first principles. Flambeau had been missed at Harwich; and if he was in London at all, he might be anything from a tall tramp on Wimbledon Common to a tall toastmaster at the H�tel M�tropole. In such a naked state of nescience, Valentin had a view and a method of his own.
In such cases he reckoned on the unforeseen. In such cases, when he could not follow the train of the reasonable, he coldly and carefully followed the train of the unreasonable. Instead of going to the right places � banks, police stations, rendezvous � he systematically went to the wrong places; knocked at every empty house, turned down every cul de sac, went up every lane blocked with rubbish, went round every crescent that led him uselessly out of the way. He defended this crazy course quite logically. He said that if one had a clue this was the worst way; but if one had no clue at all it was the best, because there was just the chance that any oddity that caught the eye of the pursuer might be the same that had caught the eye of the pursued. Somewhere a man must begin, and it had better be just where another man might stop. Something about that flight of steps up to the shop, something about the quietude and quaintness of the restaurant, roused all the detective�s rare romantic fancy and made him resolve to strike at random. He went up the steps, and sitting down at a table by the window, asked for a cup of black coffee.
It was half-way through the morning, and he had not breakfasted; the slight litter of other breakfasts stood about on the table to remind him of his hunger; and adding a poached egg to his order, he proceeded musingly to shake some white sugar into his coffee, thinking all the time about Flambeau. He remembered how Flambeau had escaped, once by a pair of nail scissors, and once by a house on fire; once by having to pay for an unstamped letter, and once by getting people to look through a telescope at a comet that might destroy the world. He thought his detective brain as good as the criminal�s, which was true. But he fully realised the disadvantage. �The criminal is the creative artist; the detective only the critic,� he said with a sour smile, and lifted his coffee cup to his lips slowly, and put it down very quickly. He had put salt in it.
He looked at the vessel from which the silvery powder had come; it was certainly a sugar-basin; as unmistakably meant for sugar as a champagne-bottle for champagne. He wondered why they should keep salt in it. He looked to see if there were any more orthodox vessels. Yes; there were two salt-cellars quite full. Perhaps there was some speciality in the condiment in the salt-cellars. He tasted it; it was sugar. Then he looked round at the restaurant with a refreshed air of interest, to see if there were any other traces of that singular artistic taste which puts the sugar in the salt-cellars and the salt in the sugar-basin. Except for an odd splash of some dark fluid on one of the white-papered walls, the whole place appeared neat, cheerful and ordinary. He rang the bell for the waiter.
When that official hurried up, fuzzy-haired and somewhat blear-eyed at that early hour, the detective (who was not without an appreciation of the simpler forms of humour) asked him to taste the sugar and see if it was up to the high reputation of the hotel. The result was that the waiter yawned suddenly and woke up.
�Do you play this delicate joke on your customers every morning?� inquired Valentin. �Does changing the salt and sugar never pall on you as a jest?�
The waiter, when this irony grew clearer, stammeringly assured him that the establishment had certainly no such intention; it must be a most curious mistake. He picked up the sugar-basin and looked at it; he picked up the salt-cellar and looked at that, his face growing more and more bewildered. At last he abruptly excused himself, and hurrying away, returned in a few seconds with the proprietor. The proprietor also examined the sugar-basin and then the salt-cellar; the proprietor also looked bewildered.
Suddenly the waiter seemed to grow inarticulate with a rush of words.
�I zink,� he stuttered eagerly, �I zink it is those two clergymen.�
�What two clergymen?�
�The two clergymen,� said the waiter, �that threw soup at the wall.�
�Threw soup at the wall?� repeated Valentin, feeling sure this must be some singular Italian metaphor.
�Yes, yes,� said the attendant excitedly, and pointing at the dark splash on the white paper; �threw it over there on the wall.�
Valentin looked his query at the proprietor, who came to his rescue with fuller reports.
�Yes, sir,� he said, �it�s quite true, though I don�t suppose it has anything to do with the sugar and salt. Two clergymen came in and drank soup here very early, as soon as the shutters were taken down. They were both very quiet, respectable people; one of them paid the bill and went out; the other, who seemed a slower coach altogether, was some minutes longer getting his things together. But he went at last. Only, the instant before he stepped into the street he deliberately picked up his cup, which he had only half emptied, and threw the soup slap on the wall. I was in the back room myself, and so was the waiter; so I could only rush out in time to find the wall splashed and the shop empty. It don�t do any particular damage, but it was confounded cheek; and I tried to catch the men in the street. They were too far off though; I only noticed they went round the next corner into Carstairs Street.�
The detective was on his feet, hat settled and stick in hand. He had already decided that in the universal darkness of his mind he could only follow the first odd finger that pointed; and this finger was odd enough. Paying his bill and clashing the glass doors behind him, he was soon swinging round into the other street.
It was fortunate that even in such fevered moments his eye was cool and quick. Something in a shop-front went by him like a mere flash; yet he went back to look at it. The shop was a popular greengrocer and fruiterer�s, an array of goods set out in the open air and plainly ticketed with their names and prices. In the two most prominent compartments were two heaps, of oranges and of nuts respectively. On the heap of nuts lay a scrap of cardboard, on which was written in bold, blue chalk, �Best tangerine oranges, two a penny.� On the oranges was the equally clear and exact description, �Finest Brazil nuts, 4d. a lb.� M. Valentin looked at these two placards and fancied he had met this highly subtle form of humour before, and that somewhat recently. He drew the attention of the red-faced fruiterer, who was looking rather sullenly up and down the street, to this inaccuracy in his advertisements. The fruiterer said nothing, but sharply put each card into its proper place. The detective, leaning elegantly on his walking-cane, continued to scrutinise the shop. At last he said, �Pray excuse my apparent irrelevance, my good sir, but I should like to ask you a question in experimental psychology and the association of ideas.�
The red-faced shopman regarded him with an eye of menace; but he continued gaily, swinging his cane, �Why,� he pursued, �why are two tickets wrongly placed in a greengrocer�s shop like a shovel hat that has come to London for a holiday? Or, in case I do not make myself clear, what is the mystical association which connects the idea of nuts marked as oranges with the idea of two clergymen, one tall and the other short?�
The eyes of the tradesman stood out of his head like a snail�s; he really seemed for an instant likely to fling himself upon the stranger. At last he stammered angrily: �I don�t know what you �ave to do with it, but if you�re one of their friends, you can tell �em from me that I�ll knock their silly �eads off, parsons or no parsons, if they upset my apples again.�
�Indeed?� asked the detective, with great sympathy. �Did they upset your apples?�
�One of �em did,� said the heated shopman; �rolled �em all over the street. I�d �ave caught the fool but for havin� to pick �em up.�
�Which way did these parsons go?� asked Valentin.
�Up that second road on the left-hand side, and then across the square,� said the other promptly.
�Thanks,� replied Valentin, and vanished like a fairy. On the other side of the second square he found a policeman, and said: �This is urgent, constable; have you seen two clergymen in shovel hats?�
The policeman began to chuckle heavily. �I �ave, sir; and if you arst me, one of �em was drunk. He stood in the middle of the road that bewildered that��
�Which way did they go?� snapped Valentin.
�They took one of them yellow buses over there,� answered the man; �them that go to Hampstead.�
Valentin produced his official card and said very rapidly: �Call up two of your men to come with me in pursuit,� and crossed the road with such contagious energy that the ponderous policeman was moved to almost agile obedience. In a minute and a half the French detective was joined on the opposite pavement by an inspector and a man in plain clothes.
�Well, sir,� began the former, with smiling importance, �and what may�?�
Valentin pointed suddenly with his cane. �I�ll tell you on the top of that omnibus,� he said, and was darting and dodging across the tangle of the traffic. When all three sank panting on the top seats of the yellow vehicle, the inspector said: �We could go four times as quick in a taxi.�
�Quite true,� replied their leader placidly, �if we only had an idea of where we were going.�
�Well, where are you going?� asked the other, staring.
Valentin smoked frowningly for a few seconds; then, removing his cigarette, he said: �If you know what a man�s doing, get in front of him; but if you want to guess what he�s doing, keep behind him. Stray when he strays; stop when he stops; travel as slowly as he. Then you may see what he saw and may act as he acted. All we can do is to keep our eyes skinned for a queer thing.�
�What sort of queer thing do you mean?� asked the inspector.
�Any sort of queer thing,� answered Valentin, and relapsed into obstinate silence.
The yellow omnibus crawled up the northern roads for what seemed like hours on end; the great detective would not explain further, and perhaps his assistants felt a silent and growing doubt of his errand. Perhaps, also, they felt a silent and growing desire for lunch, for the hours crept long past the normal luncheon hour, and the long roads of the North London suburbs seemed to shoot out into length after length like an infernal telescope. It was one of those journeys on which a man perpetually feels that now at last he must have come to the end of the universe, and then finds he has only come to the beginning of Tufnell Park. London died away in draggled taverns and dreary scrubs, and then was unaccountably born again in blazing high streets and blatant hotels. It was like passing through thirteen separate vulgar cities all just touching each other. But though the winter twilight was already threatening the road ahead of them, the Parisian detective still sat silent and watchful, eyeing the frontage of the streets that slid by on either side. By the time they had left Camden Town behind, the policemen were nearly asleep; at least, they gave something like a jump as Valentin leapt erect, struck a hand on each man�s shoulder, and shouted to the driver to stop.
They tumbled down the steps into the road without realising why they had been dislodged; when they looked round for enlightenment they found Valentin triumphantly pointing his finger towards a window on the left side of the road. It was a large window, forming part of the long fa�ade of a gilt and palatial public-house; it was the part reserved for respectable dining, and labelled �Restaurant.� This window, like all the rest along the frontage of the hotel, was of frosted and figured glass; but in the middle of it was a big, black smash, like a star in the ice.
�Our cue at last,� cried Valentin, waving his stick; �the place with the broken window.�
�What window? What cue?� asked his principal assistant. �Why, what proof is there that this has anything to do with them?�
Valentin almost broke his bamboo stick with rage.
�Proof!� he cried. �Good God! the man is looking for proof! Why, of course, the chances are twenty to one that it has nothing to do with them. But what else can we do? Don�t you see we must either follow one wild possibility or else go home to bed?� He banged his way into the restaurant, followed by his companions, and they were soon seated at a late luncheon at a little table, and looking at the star of smashed glass from the inside. Not that it was very informative to them even then.
�Got your window broken, I see,� said Valentin to the waiter as he paid the bill.
�Yes, sir,� answered the attendant, bending busily over the change, to which Valentin silently added an enormous tip. The waiter straightened himself with mild but unmistakable animation.
�Ah, yes, sir,� he said. �Very odd thing, that, sir.�
�Indeed? Tell us about it,� said the detective with careless curiosity.
�Well, two gents in black came in,� said the waiter; �two of those foreign parsons that are running about. They had a cheap and quiet little lunch, and one of them paid for it and went out. The other was just going out to join him when I looked at my change again and found he�d paid me more than three times too much. �Here,� I says to the chap who was nearly out of the door, �you�ve paid too much.� �Oh,� he says, very cool, �have we?� �Yes,� I says, and picks up the bill to show him. Well, that was a knock-out.�
�What do you mean?� asked his interlocutor.
�Well, I�d have sworn on seven Bibles that I�d put 4s. on that bill. But now I saw I�d put 14s., as plain as paint.�
�Well?� cried Valentin, moving slowly, but with burning eyes, �and then?�
�The parson at the door he says all serene, �Sorry to confuse your accounts, but it�ll pay for the window.� �What window?� I says. �The one I�m going to break,� he says, and smashed that blessed pane with his umbrella.�
All three inquirers made an exclamation; and the inspector said under his breath, �Are we after escaped lunatics?� The waiter went on with some relish for the ridiculous story:
�I was so knocked silly for a second, I couldn�t do anything. The man marched out of the place and joined his friend just round the corner. Then they went so quick up Bullock Street that I couldn�t catch them, though I ran round the bars to do it.�
�Bullock Street,� said the detective, and shot up that thoroughfare as quickly as the strange couple he pursued.
Their journey now took them through bare brick ways like tunnels; streets with few lights and even with few windows; streets that seemed built out of the blank backs of everything and everywhere. Dusk was deepening, and it was not easy even for the London policemen to guess in what exact direction they were treading. The inspector, however, was pretty certain that they would eventually strike some part of Hampstead Heath. Abruptly one bulging and gas-lit window broke the blue twilight like a bull�s-eye lantern; and Valentin stopped an instant before a little garish sweetstuff shop. After an instant�s hesitation he went in; he stood amid the gaudy colours of the confectionery with entire gravity and bought thirteen chocolate cigars with a certain care. He was clearly preparing an opening; but he did not need one.
An angular, elderly young woman in the shop had regarded his elegant appearance with a merely automatic inquiry; but when she saw the door behind him blocked with the blue uniform of the inspector, her eyes seemed to wake up.
�Oh,� she said, �if you�ve come about that parcel, I�ve sent it off already.�
�Parcel!� repeated Valentin; and it was his turn to look inquiring.
�I mean the parcel the gentleman left � the clergyman gentleman.�
�For goodness� sake,� said Valentin, leaning forward with his first real confession of eagerness, �for Heaven�s sake tell us what happened exactly.�
�Well,� said the woman a little doubtfully, �the clergymen came in about half an hour ago and bought some peppermints and talked a bit, and then went off towards the Heath. But a second after, one of them runs back into the shop and says, �Have I left a parcel?� Well, I looked everywhere and couldn�t see one; so he says, �Never mind; but if it should turn up, please post it to this address,� and he left me the address and a shilling for my trouble. And sure enough, though I thought I�d looked everywhere, I found he�d left a brown paper parcel, so I posted it to the place he said. I can�t remember the address now; it was somewhere in Westminster. But as the thing seemed so important, I thought perhaps the police had come about it.�
�So they have,� said Valentin shortly. �Is Hampstead Heath near here?�
�Straight on for fifteen minutes,� said the woman, �and you�ll come right out on the open.� Valentin sprang out of the shop and began to run. The other detectives followed him at a reluctant trot.
The street they threaded was so narrow and shut in by shadows that when they came out unexpectedly into the void common and vast sky they were startled to find the evening still so light and clear. A perfect dome of peacock-green sank into gold amid the blackening trees and the dark violet distances. The glowing green tint was just deep enough to pick out in points of crystal one or two stars. All that was left of the daylight lay in a golden glitter across the edge of Hampstead and that popular hollow which is called the Vale of Health. The holiday makers who roam this region had not wholly dispersed; a few couples sat shapelessly on benches; and here and there a distant girl still shrieked in one of the swings. The glory of heaven deepened and darkened around the sublime vulgarity of man; and standing on the slope and looking across the valley, Valentin beheld the thing which he sought.
Among the black and breaking groups in that distance was one especially black which did not break � a group of two figures clerically clad. Though they seemed as small as insects, Valentin could see that one of them was much smaller than the other. Though the other had a student�s stoop and an inconspicuous manner, he could see that the man was well over six feet high. He shut his teeth and went forward, whirling his stick impatiently. By the time he had substantially diminished the distance and magnified the two black figures as in a vast microscope, he had perceived something else; something which startled him, and yet which he had somehow expected. Whoever was the tall priest, there could be no doubt about the identity of the short one. It was his friend of the Harwich train, the stumpy little cur� of Essex whom he had warned about his brown paper parcels.
Now, so far as this went, everything fitted in finally and rationally enough. Valentin had learned by his inquiries that morning that a Father Brown from Essex was bringing up a silver cross with sapphires, a relic of considerable value, to show some of the foreign priests at the congress. This undoubtedly was the �silver with blue stones�; and Father Brown undoubtedly was the little greenhorn in the train. Now there was nothing wonderful about the fact that what Valentin had found out Flambeau had also found out; Flambeau found out everything. Also there was nothing wonderful in the fact that when Flambeau heard of a sapphire cross he should try to steal it; that was the most natural thing in all natural history. And most certainly there was nothing wonderful about the fact that Flambeau should have it all his own way with such a silly sheep as the man with the umbrella and the parcels. He was the sort of man whom anybody could lead on a string to the North Pole; it was not surprising that an actor like Flambeau, dressed as another priest, could lead him to Hampstead Heath. So far the crime seemed clear enough; and while the detective pitied the priest for his helplessness, he almost despised Flambeau for condescending to so gullible a victim. But when Valentin thought of all that had happened in between, of all that had led him to his triumph, he racked his brains for the smallest rhyme or reason in it. What had the stealing of a blue-and-silver cross from a priest from Essex to do with chucking soup at wall paper? What had it to do with calling nuts oranges, or with paying for windows first and breaking them afterwards? He had come to the end of his chase; yet somehow he had missed the middle of it. When he failed (which was seldom), he had usually grasped the clue, but nevertheless missed the criminal. Here he had grasped the criminal, but still he could not grasp the clue.
The two figures that they followed were crawling like black flies across the huge green contour of a hill. They were evidently sunk in conversation, and perhaps did not notice where they were going; but they were certainly going to the wilder and more silent heights of the Heath. As their pursuers gained on them, the latter had to use the undignified attitudes of the deer-stalker, to crouch behind clumps of trees and even to crawl prostrate in deep grass. By these ungainly ingenuities the hunters even came close enough to the quarry to hear the murmur of the discussion, but no word could be distinguished except the word �reason� recurring frequently in a high and almost childish voice. Once over an abrupt dip of land and a dense tangle of thickets, the detectives actually lost the two figures they were following. They did not find the trail again for an agonising ten minutes, and then it led round the brow of a great dome of hill overlooking an amphitheatre of rich and desolate sunset scenery. Under a tree in this commanding yet neglected spot was an old ramshackle wooden seat. On this seat sat the two priests still in serious speech together. The gorgeous green and gold still clung to the darkening horizon; but the dome above was turning slowly from peacock-green to peacock-blue, and the stars detached themselves more and more like solid jewels. Mutely motioning to his followers, Valentin contrived to creep up behind the big branching tree, and, standing there in deathly silence, heard the words of the strange priests for the first time.
After he had listened for a minute and a half, he was gripped by a devilish doubt. Perhaps he had dragged the two English policemen to the wastes of a nocturnal heath on an errand no saner than seeking figs on its thistles. For the two priests were talking exactly like priests, piously, with learning and leisure, about the most aerial enigmas of theology. The little Essex priest spoke the more simply, with his round face turned to the strengthening stars; the other talked with his head bowed, as if he were not even worthy to look at them. But no more innocently clerical conversation could have been heard in any white Italian cloister or black Spanish cathedral.
The first he heard was the tail of one of Father Brown�s sentences, which ended: �...what they really meant in the Middle Ages by the heavens being incorruptible.�
The taller priest nodded his bowed head and said:
�Ah, yes, these modern infidels appeal to their reason; but who can look at those millions of worlds and not feel that there may well be wonderful universes above us where reason is utterly unreasonable?�
�No,� said the other priest; �reason is always reasonable, even in the last limbo, in the lost borderland of things. I know that people charge the Church with lowering reason, but it is just the other way. Alone on earth, the Church makes reason really supreme. Alone on earth, the Church affirms that God himself is bound by reason.�
The other priest raised his austere face to the spangled sky and said:
�Yet who knows if in that infinite universe�?�
�Only infinite physically,� said the little priest, turning sharply in his seat, �not infinite in the sense of escaping from the laws of truth.�
Valentin behind his tree was tearing his fingernails with silent fury. He seemed almost to hear the sniggers of the English detectives whom he had brought so far on a fantastic guess only to listen to the metaphysical gossip of two mild old parsons. In his impatience he lost the equally elaborate answer of the tall cleric, and when he listened again it was again Father Brown who was speaking:
�Reason and justice grip the remotest and the loneliest star. Look at those stars. Don�t they look as if they were single diamonds and sapphires? Well, you can imagine any mad botany or geology you please. Think of forests of adamant with leaves of brilliants. Think the moon is a blue moon, a single elephantine sapphire. But don�t fancy that all that frantic astronomy would make the smallest difference to the reason and justice of conduct. On plains of opal, under cliffs cut out of pearl, you would still find a noticeboard, �Thou shalt not steal.� �
Valentin was just in the act of rising from his rigid and crouching attitude and creeping away as softly as might be, felled by the one great folly of his life. But something in the very silence of the tall priest made him stop until the latter spoke. When at last he did speak, he said simply, his head bowed and his hands on his knees:
�Well, I still think that other worlds may perhaps rise higher than our reason. The mystery of heaven is unfathomable, and I for one can only bow my head.�
Then, with brow yet bent and without changing by the faintest shade his attitude or voice, he added:
�Just hand over that sapphire cross of yours, will you? We�re all alone here, and I could pull you to pieces like a straw doll.�
The utterly unaltered voice and attitude added a strange violence to that shocking change of speech. But the guarder of the relic only seemed to turn his head by the smallest section of the compass. He seemed still to have a somewhat foolish face turned to the stars. Perhaps he had not understood. Or, perhaps, he had understood and sat rigid with terror.
�Yes,� said the tall priest, in the same low voice and in the same still posture, �yes, I am Flambeau.�
Then, after a pause, he said:
�Come, will you give me that cross?�
�No,� said the other, and the monosyllable had an odd sound.
Flambeau suddenly flung off all his pontifical pretensions. The great robber leaned back in his seat and laughed low but long.
�No,� he cried, �you won�t give it me, you proud prelate. You won�t give it me, you little celibate simpleton. Shall I tell you why you won�t give it me? Because I�ve got it already in my own breast-pocket.�
The small man from Essex turned what seemed to be a dazed face in the dusk, and said, with the timid eagerness of �The Private Secretary�:
�Are � are you sure?�
Flambeau yelled with delight.
�Really, you�re as good as a three-act farce,� he cried. �Yes, you turnip, I am quite sure. I had the sense to make a duplicate of the right parcel, and now, my friend, you�ve got the duplicate and I�ve got the jewels. An old dodge, Father Brown � a very old dodge.�
�Yes,� said Father Brown, and passed his hand through his hair with the same strange vagueness of manner. �Yes, I�ve heard of it before.�
The colossus of crime leaned over to the little rustic priest with a sort of sudden interest.
�You have heard of it?� he asked. �Where have you heard of it?�
�Well, I mustn�t tell you his name, of course,� said the little man simply. �He was a penitent, you know. He had lived prosperously for about twenty years entirely on duplicate brown paper parcels. And so, you see, when I began to suspect you, I thought of this poor chap�s way of doing it at once.�
�Began to suspect me?� repeated the outlaw with increased intensity. �Did you really have the gumption to suspect me just because I brought you up to this bare part of the heath?�
�No, no,� said Brown with an air of apology. �You see, I suspected you when we first met. It�s that little bulge up the sleeve where you people have the spiked bracelet.�
�How in Tartarus,� cried Flambeau, �did you ever hear of the spiked bracelet?�
�Oh, one�s little flock, you know!� said Father Brown, arching his eyebrows rather blankly. �When I was a curate in Hartlepool, there were three of them with spiked bracelets. So, as I suspected you from the first, don�t you see, I made sure that the cross should go safe, anyhow. I�m afraid I watched you, you know. So at last I saw you change the parcels. Then, don�t you see, I changed them back again. And then I left the right one behind.�
�Left it behind?� repeated Flambeau, and for the first time there was another note in his voice beside his triumph.
�Well, it was like this,� said the little priest, speaking in the same unaffected way. �I went back to that sweet-shop and asked if I�d left a parcel, and gave them a particular address if it turned up. Well, I knew I hadn�t; but when I went away again I did. So, instead of running after me with that valuable parcel, they have sent it flying to a friend of mine in Westminster.� Then he added rather sadly: �I learnt that, too, from a poor fellow in Hartlepool. He used to do it with handbags he stole at railway stations, but he�s in a monastery now. Oh, one gets to know, you know,� he added, rubbing his head again with the same sort of desperate apology. �We can�t help being priests. People come and tell us these things.�
Flambeau tore a brown-paper parcel out of his inner pocket and rent it in pieces. There was nothing but paper and sticks of lead inside it. He sprang to his feet with a gigantic gesture, and cried:
�I don�t believe you. I don�t believe a bumpkin like you could manage all that. I believe you�ve still got the stuff on you, and if you don�t give it up � why, we�re all alone, and I�ll take it by force!�
�No,� said Father Brown simply, and stood up also, �you won�t take it by force. First, because I really haven�t still got it. And, second, because we are not alone.�
Flambeau stopped in his stride forward.
�Behind that tree,� said Father Brown, pointing, �are two strong policemen and the greatest detective alive. How did they come here, do you ask? Why, I brought them, of course! How did I do it? Why, I�ll tell you if you like! Lord bless you, we have to know twenty such things when we work among the criminal classes! Well, I wasn�t sure you were a thief, and it would never do to make a scandal against one of our own clergy. So I just tested you to see if anything would make you show yourself. A man generally makes a small scene if he finds salt in his coffee; if he doesn�t, he has some reason for keeping quiet. I changed the salt and sugar, and you kept quiet. A man generally objects if his bill is three times too big. If he pays it, he has some motive for passing unnoticed. I altered your bill, and you paid it.�
The world seemed waiting for Flambeau to leap like a tiger. But he was held back as by a spell; he was stunned with the utmost curiosity.
�Well,� went on Father Brown, with lumbering lucidity, �as you wouldn�t leave any tracks for the police, of course somebody had to. At every place we went to, I took care to do something that would get us talked about for the rest of the day. I didn�t do much harm � a splashed wall, spilt apples, a broken window; but I saved the cross, as the cross will always be saved. It is at Westminster by now. I rather wonder you didn�t stop it with the Donkey�s Whistle.�
�With the what?� asked Flambeau.
�I�m glad you�ve never heard of it,� said the priest, making a face. �It�s a foul thing. I�m sure you�re too good a man for a Whistler. I couldn�t have countered it even with the Spots myself; I�m not strong enough in the legs.�
�What on earth are you talking about?� asked the other.
�Well, I did think you�d know the Spots,� said Father Brown, agreeably surprised. �Oh, you can�t have gone so very wrong yet!�
�How in blazes do you know all these horrors?� cried Flambeau.
The shadow of a smile crossed the round, simple face of his clerical opponent.
�Oh, by being a celibate simpleton, I suppose,� he said. �Has it never struck you that a man who does next to nothing but hear men�s real sins is not likely to be wholly unaware of human evil? But, as a matter of fact, another part of my trade, too, made me sure you weren�t a priest.�
�What?� asked the thief, almost gaping.
�You attacked reason,� said Father Brown. �It�s bad theology.�
And even as he turned away to collect his property, the three policemen came out from under the twilight trees. Flambeau was an artist and a sportsman. He stepped back and swept Valentin a great bow.
�Do not bow to me, mon ami,� said Valentin, with silver clearness. �Let us both bow to our master.�
And they both stood an instant uncovered, while the little Essex priest blinked about for his umbrella.
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RECIPE FOR MURDER
Vincent Starrett

I

�I�m through with men,� said Barbara Allardyce. There was finality in her tone. �No marriage bed for me, thanks! I�ve seen enough of it in the case of Sue and Peter.�
She was just twenty, an age when youth is very sure of itself. But there was no doubt that her disgust at Peter Vallance had for the moment coloured her attitude towards the entire race of men.
Jimmie Lavender nodded. �Of course,� he agreed.
�But some of us have our uses,� I ventured fatuously. She was immorally attractive; and I am somewhat susceptible.
�I don�t mean men like you and Mr. Lavender,� retorted Barbara Allardyce. �I mean��
�Mr. Gilruth knows what you mean,� said Lavender. �He�s just trying to be coy. Pay no attention to him.�
�Even you were late in getting here,� she accused, answering his smile. �I thought you never would come.�
�I�m here,� said Jimmie Lavender.
�So is Peter,� she murmured, glancing at a table a little removed from ours. �He came in just before you did.� She leaned towards him. �Mr. Lavender, do you think I�m � silly � in thinking something terrible is going to happen?�
Jimmie Lavender turned his eyes to the florid spectacle that was backgrounding our conversation. The notorious night club was a riot of barbaric colour. In the centre of the floor, a girl in a man�s evening suit, with cane and topper, was singing an incongruous sort of ballad about her lover�s desertion � and occasionally choking on the smoke that filled the wide chamber. A roar of applause followed her as she left the floor, although previously nobody had appeared to be paying much attention.
The clatter and tinkle of cutlery and glasses continued as she sang her second song. The jackdaws and the peacocks, the diners and the drunkards, were ready only to applaud her exits; they would not be really interested until Shalimar appeared. It was Shalimar for whom they waited. It was for Shalimar � and possibly the Zambesi Dancers � that they packed the place.
�A hard life,� said Jimmie Lavender. �That child was happier in Fountain City, Indiana, if she had been given wisdom to realize it.� He returned his glance to Barbara Allardyce. �Terrible? Silly? I don�t know! I understand that your sister is very unhappy; and you said something about a note��
�I have it here,� she interrupted, opening her purse. �Sue didn�t want to give it to me, at first. You can see for yourself.�
Lavender took the sheet of perfumed paper from her hand. After a moment he raised one eyebrow, characteristically, and passed the note to me. I read the stark communication with a little sense of shock.
� �So it�s the Russian bitch now! You can�t treat me like that. They say the Russians aren�t so pretty when they�re dead.� �
�She�s frank enough,� said Jimmie Lavender. �Almost too frank, perhaps. Angry, of course, when she dashed it off. But as a rule one doesn�t advertise an intention to commit murder.� After a moment he asked: �There�s no doubt that this is her handwriting?�
Miss Allardyce shrugged. �I�ve seen enough of it, and so has Sue, to recognize it. There have been others, in a more affectionate strain. She wrote it � Shalimar!�
�A Negro dancer,� murmured Lavender, with a little smile. �One can�t admire his taste!�
�You haven�t seen her yet,� said Barbara Allardyce. �She�s attractive, there�s no denying that. And she�s only about a quarter Negro, anyway. Her appearance is really � startling!�
Jimmie Lavender read the message for a second time, then put the piece of paper in his pocket. �That�s Peter over there, I think?�
She nodded. �That�s Peter.�
�Who are the people with him?�
I turned my head. The table at which young Vallance sat as host was not far distant from ours, as a result of Miss Allardyce�s machinations. There were six around the board, three women and three men; and one of the women was rather obviously Olga Marinoff, the Russian ballerina � although Shalimar, I gathered, had another word for her.
Barbara Allardyce pointed her out first. �She�s really very charming,� she told us. �The others are members of her troupe, except Howard Andrews � he�s the dark young man with his back to us. Howard Andrews is a friend of Peter�s. Like Peter he has more money than is good for him.�
�Is he married?�
�Oh, yes! But � again like Peter � he doesn�t let it interfere with his amusement.�
�The possibilities for trouble are fairly numerous,� said Jimmie Lavender. �Your sister isn�t here?�
�No, I made her promise to stay at home.�
�He doesn�t look particularly vicious,� said Lavender, his eyes on Vallance. �There is even a curious, blond wholesomeness about him.�
Miss Allardyce agreed. �Peter was once a very decent person.� The twist of her lips suggested that that time, however, was long past.
A cork popped at the table we were watching, and the waiter who had popped it was now pouring a fizzing liquid into the party�s glasses. Peter Vallance was laughing happily; he was whispering in the ballerina�s ear. He looked like almost any blond young man on almost any magazine cover. One saw him with a tennis racket or a mashie, or holding the bridle of a spirited horse. One saw him behind the wheel of an expensive car, smoking a popular cigarette. And always with a girl, of course.
A team of male dancers was hoofing it merrily, now, in the white light of the calcium; the swift patter of their soles on the boards suggested the sounds of a gymnasium. They vanished, grinning; and the lights changed to a baleful red.
Quite suddenly, a young woman was standing in the glare. Her arrival was like that of Mephistopheles, in the first act of Faust. At one moment the stage was empty, and in the next moment she was there � a young woman in a golden gown, with dusky-pale skin and lacquered toenails showing between the straps of her sandals. Her sheathlike garment, split almost to the hip, revealed a flash of tawny thigh.
Miss Allardyce made an unnecessary remark. �Shalimar!� she whispered.
�The cue for trouble,� said Jimmie Lavender. �Your previous brother-in-law has seen the lady�s threat, I take it?�
�The letter? Good Heavens, yes! Sue found it in his pocket. It wouldn�t bother him. But he�s insufferable; he ought to be given a jolt! Give me the letter, Mr. Lavender.�
She crossed the space between the tables in a few swift strides and dropped the perfumed sheet before the astonished eyes of Peter Vallance. Then, without a word, she wheeled and came back to us.
A slow grin appeared on Vallance�s lips, as he realized what it was. He calmly folded the sheet and slipped it into his pocket; then turned and waved an insolent hand at Barbara Allardyce. His smile was at once taunting and reassuring. �Don�t worry about me,� it seemed to say; �I can take care of myself.� With deliberate bravado, he raised his glass to the Russian ballerina, at his side, and they drank to each other.
It was impossible to say whether the Negro dancer had seen the defiant gesture. Her eyes were turned in Vallance�s direction; but his table was well outside the ring of light in which she moved. She was swaying slowly to the flagrant fiddles, weaving from light to shadow and back again into the light. Her movements were less vulgar than they were sophisticated; but there was no question as to the inspiration of her dance. I looked at Peter Vallance and the Russian ballerina. Vallance was watching idly, as if faintly bored; but the Russian�s eyes were alight with passionate interest.
The dance became more violent, more orgiastic, and the drums added themselves to the transgression; their throbbing became the intolerable throbbing of human blood that had turned to fire and honey in the veins. The dancer�s little cries of ecstasy were timed to the intervals of that primitive drumbeat. They were almost a statutory misdemeanour.
Then the Zambesi Warriors swept in like a warcloud and capered round her in a fantastic chorus. Their cries were savage challenges; they were the short, sharp yelpings of dogs upon the scent. Their leopard skins were genuine and probably expensive; and their dully gleaming spears appeared quite genuine too. The black bodies perspired and gleamed in the changing flow of colour from the calciums.
They retired, and again the single dancer swayed and coiled in a red mist; then shuddered to a close as the triumphant orchestra completed her seduction, with a crash of sound, and dropped its instruments.
The applause was terrific, and I turned again towards Peter Vallance and his Russian. Olga Marinoff was tapping her fingertips together in dainty recognition of a fellow artist; she was speaking with animation to her escort. And Peter Vallance was bending his lips above the bare shoulder of the ballerina.
Lavender, too, was watching them, I noted. Suddenly Barbara Allardyce gasped and laid a hand on his shoulder.
�My sister!� she exclaimed, and stared into the shadows beyond the tables, across the heads of Peter Vallance and his party.
What followed was like a troubled dream. A shot rang out, and somewhere close at hand a woman screamed. But the sounds were all but lost in the thunders of applause that still swept the chamber, following the Negro dancer towards her dressing room.
Then Lavender was on his feet, pushing furiously towards the Vallance table; and Barbara Allardyce, in sudden panic, had upset her glass of water on my knees. She stood, now, clinging wildly to her chairback, still staring into the shadowy background of the sudden tragedy.
A group of waiters was crowding in upon the other table; excited voices sounded; and men and women were rising to their feet.
The first thought that flashed through my mind was shocking. Somehow � I could not imagine how � the incredible Shalimar had fulfilled her threat. She had shot and killed the Russian ballerina!
Then the group about the Vallance table shifted, and I saw that Peter Vallance � bending forward, it appeared, to kiss the shoulder of his companion � had fallen across a corner of the table, his curly head in a confusion of dinner plates and toppled glasses...

II

Lavender came swiftly back to us. He stood beside us almost before I would have had time to join him. Miss Allardyce looked up, the horror still in her eyes.
�You saw what happened?� he asked abruptly.
She nodded. �She stood back there � in the shadows � near that farthest post. I saw her hand go up. She had a gun! I tried to scream � but it was too late.�
�You saw the weapon?�
�I saw the gleam of it.� She asked the question that had been terrifying her. �Is Peter dead?�
�I�m afraid he is.� Lavender�s eyes were puzzled. Something was troubling him, I was certain. �What did she do, after she fired the shot?� he asked.
�She vanished,� said Barbara Allardyce bleakly. �Just turned and disappeared in the shadows.�
He stroked his jaw, and now his eyes were anxious. �Is there any danger that she may � do herself an injury?�
Miss Allardyce stared, then clutched his arm as the significance of the words got past her stupor. �My God!� she cried. �I hadn�t thought of it. It�s possible, of course! We�ve got to go to her.�
�Very well,� said Lavender. �The police will be here shortly; there�s no need for me to stay. The management will be stopping anyone who tries to leave, as soon as it occurs to them.�
He grasped her arm and began to propel her through the twisting aisles, now crowded with curious, apprehensive patrons, half of whom had as yet no clear idea of what had happened.
His car was parked conveniently around a corner. We piled Miss Allardyce into it.
�You think she would go home?� The detective�s foot was on the starter.
�It�s all I can think of. Oh, hurry, Mr. Lavender!�
But there was no need for hurry. We found the widow of Peter Vallance waiting for us. Her eyes were stony and her hand was firm as she opened her bag and handed Lavender the little revolver.
�Sue!� said Barbara Allardyce, in a choking whisper.
�Don�t touch me,� said her sister. �I�m not sorry, Barbara! I know I promised you I wouldn�t go.� She sat down heavily in a leather chair. �Negroes � Russians�� she muttered. �A Chinese woman would have been next, perhaps!�
Jimmie Lavender was examining the small revolver; it seemed to me a little thing to have made so great a difference in several lives � so great a scandal as I knew this case would create. The detective was still puzzled.
�If I understand you correctly, Mrs. Vallance,� he said, �you are confessing that you shot your husband?�
She turned her eyes on him without emotion. �I shot him,� she replied. �Barbara saw me do it. He had it coming to him. You can�t imagine what my life has been!�
�I think I can,� said Jimmie Lavender. He put the little revolver to his nose and sniffed it; then he tried his little finger in the barrel. �There is no other weapon in the house?�
�My husband�s,� she answered. �I didn�t use it, if that�s what you�re thinking. It�s an army pistol, so heavy I can scarcely hold it.�
Her sister nodded in reply to Lavender�s glance. �I never heard of any other,� she told him breathlessly.
�What are you thinking?�
But Lavender was not yet through with Susan Vallance.
�Tell me,� he said, �when you put this weapon up to fire at Mr. Vallance, did anything curious happen?� There was an odd note of expectancy in his voice.
�I don�t think I understand,� she answered. �Oh, yes! You mean � I had forgotten � my first chamber must have been empty? It�s true. I pulled the trigger hard, and there was just a click. Then I shot again. Is that what you mean?�
�Precisely,� smiled Jimmie Lavender relieved. �That is the way I thought it must have happened.�
He seemed to me strangely triumphant about something; but I could not imagine what it was. It didn�t make much difference, that I could see, whether Mrs. Peter Vallance had killed her husband with her first shot or her second.
Lavender wrapped his handkerchief around the little revolver and dropped it into his pocket. �I think it might be wise for you to go to bed now,� he told her. �There�ll probably be a great deal of trouble for you, tomorrow � possibly even tonight, although I hope I may be able to keep the police away from you for a few hours.�
�He�s dead, isn�t he?� she asked him suddenly. �Peter is dead?�
Lavender bent his head. �I�m afraid there isn�t any doubt of that. For your own sake, Mrs. Vallance, don�t let it worry you too much. I�ll see you again tomorrow morning.�
He motioned to Barbara Allardyce to join us in the hall, and whispered in her ear. �Stay with her,� he commanded. �All night, of course, and all day if necessary. Stay with her every minute until I come back. Get hold of that other gun and hide it where she�ll never find it.�
His eyes narrowed. �Where does your sister sleep?�
�Upstairs � her room is at the front.�
�I�ll just glance at it,� said Jimmie Lavender; and all together we hurried up the stairs. Sue Vallance, I noted with a backward glance, had sunk into a chair.
�There�s a balcony,� said Lavender. �Keep her away from it. Nothing must happen to her tonight.� He crossed the room and lifted a little bottle from the dresser. �Whose is this?� he asked.
�My sister�s. It was prescribed for her by Dr. Thomas.�
�It�s fairly dangerous,� he told her. �In the old days they used to call it �knockout drops.� An overdose could easily be fatal. Don�t let her have it.�
She nodded. �I�ll do everything in my power, Mr. Lavender. You may depend on me. I know a little about drugs. I�ve always given her the dose.� Her eyes were frightened and curious. �What are you going to do?� she asked him.
�I�m going back to the night club,� said Jimmie Lavender. �Probably I shall have a row with the chief of the Detective Bureau. I�m going to try to keep him from coming here tonight.�
He was right enough about the row. Dallas, the city�s biggest detective � physically, as well as by repute � had the case well in hand, when we arrived, and was disinclined to listen to any theories but his own. Fortunately, he and Lavender had always been friendly.
�Hello, Jimmie,� roared the big detective. �What the devil brings you here? Somebody said he thought he�d seen you; but I didn�t believe it.�
The room had been emptied of its patrons, save for a group whose members claimed to have seen or heard some part of what had happened; these were herded together in a corner, guarded by detectives. In another part of the place, shepherded by more detectives, squirmed the members of the club�s staff of waiters. Nor had Dallas allowed the entertainers to escape: in varying stages of deshabill�, these sat about and looked disconsolate, among them the incredible Shalimar, now sulky and suspicious. The lights were on, and every crack and corner of the place was now revealed.
Jimmie Lavender smiled. �Who was the fellow who thought he saw me?�
�One of the management, I think. Said he saw you leaving � fast � right after the shooting. That didn�t seem exactly like you.�
�It�s true,� admired Lavender. �I had a � well, a sort of hunch about the shooting, Dallas. I�ll tell you about it sometime. Anyway, I�m here again.�
�You�re just in time,� said the police detective. �These people were at the table with the dead man. His name is Vallance, in case you haven�t heard.�
�Peter Vallance,� Lavender agreed. �It just happened that he was pointed out to me � a little while before he was murdered.�
�Then you know as much as we do,� Dallas finished. �Let�s get along with the investigation.�
In the foreground sat the Russians and their escorts. Mlle Olga Marinoff, under the hard light of the electric bulbs, looked almost as beautiful as I had earlier thought her. It was obvious that she had received a nasty jolt, however. Her fellow nationals were rigid in their chairs.
Only Howard Andrews seemed particularly agitated. He puffed nervously on a cigarette and continually crossed and recrossed his knees. It seemed to me there was something on his mind, and I thought I knew what it was. He, too, had seen the woman who fired the shot � and he was afraid he was going to be asked about it.
The corpse of Peter Vallance lay exactly as it had fallen, half across a corner of the table. Except for a stain of blood beside the left ear � and a sticky matting of his blond curls � he appeared to be just a drinker sleeping off his indiscretions.
�You were the last person to see Mr. Vallance alive, Miss Marinoff,� said Dallas abruptly. �I suppose there is no doubt of that? Tell me what happened.�
The ballerina shuddered; she seemed to come up gradually from some tragic depth of private thought.
�I do not know what happened,� she answered slowly. �Peter � Mr. Vallance � was leaning towards me. I think he was about to kiss my shoulder; it was a pretty trick he had. Suddenly � there was the shot! He fell forward! He was dead! My God, I cannot yet believe it!� Her voice had gathered speed and volume as she progressed; the reply was a crescendo. She finished with a little shriek.
Dallas nodded. He had expected no more from her.
�Mr. Vallance sat where he is now sitting,� he continued. �You were at his left, around the corner of the table. It�s clear from the position of the wound that the shot came from somewhere behind him � behind and perhaps a little to the side.� He glared around him at the other members of the group. �Now which of you sat where he could see what happened?�
The single Russian male spoke stiffly. �Possibly I,� he answered. He nodded his head gravely. �I was opposite Mr. Vallance, at the other table-end. But, as it happens, I saw nothing. Like Mademoiselle Marinoff, I heard only the shot.�
�Mr. Andrews?�
Howard Andrews jumped. He looked appealingly at the circle of faces around him.
�Well?� snapped Dallas.
�I sat at Peter�s right hand,� answered Andrews, in a low voice. �That is, facing Miss Marinoff. I could not see anybody who might be behind Peter, without turning my head.�
�And you didn�t turn your head?�
�I did not � not at that time, at any rate.�
�The shot came from close at hand, however?�
�Fairly close,� admitted Andrews. �Yes, it sounded close at hand.�
�Good God!� exploded Dallas. �What�s ailing you, man? I�m not accusing anybody at this table. I know none of you could have done it, sitting the way you were. Come on � what�s on your mind?�
Andrews pulled himself together. �I was just thinking that the shot did not necessarily come from behind Mr. Vallance,� he answered reluctantly. �It might possibly have come from behind Miss Marinoff.�
Dallas glared at him for a moment with malevolent eyes.
�I said it might have come from the side,� he growled. �Who was behind Miss Marinoff?�
�I... I�m sure I don�t know,� said Howard Andrews.
Jimmie Lavender�s voice cut in and saved him from a withering blast of fury. �To save Mr. Andrews from perjury, and from possible violence, Dallas,� he smiled, �I may as well say that Mrs. Peter Vallance was behind Miss Marinoff, at one point in the proceedings. I fancy it is she Mr. Andrews believes himself to be protecting. Is that the case?� He looked at Andrews unwillingly.
Howard Andrews�s eyes were bulging. �Yes,� he answered, with relief. �I must admit��
�You saw her in the shadows there, beside that farther post, a little distance behind Miss Marinoff. You saw her put her weapon up, and��
�What�s that?� roared Dallas, beside himself with rage and excitement. �You mean to say you saw this murder committed?�
�I�m sorry,� muttered Andrews. �Peter was my friend. After all��
�After all, you couldn�t squeal on his wife!� The captain was loudly sarcastic. �Well, my fine fellow�� He broke off as a new thought struck him, and wheeled on Jimmie Lavender. �What the devil do you know about this murder, Jimmie?� he snarled.
�I admitted I was here,� said Lavender soothingly. �I sat at that table, over yonder. Not far removed, you see, from the scene of the tragedy. I was in a good position, myself, to see what happened.�
For a moment Dallas was stunned.
�And you saw Mrs. Peter Vallance murder her husband!� he said hoarsely, after a moment.
�Unfortunately, in spite of my position, I didn�t see exactly what happened,� answered Jimmie Lavender. �Perhaps I�m not a very good detective, after all! However, Mrs. Vallance�s sister was with me at the table. She saw Mrs. Peter Vallance when she came in. She had been expecting trouble of some sort � Miss Barbara Allardyce, I mean � and the appearance of her sister paralysed her. The shot followed almost immediately, and before anybody could do anything, Vallance was dead.�
�Mmm,� said the detective chieftain. �So that�s where you went, after the shooting, is it? After Mrs. Vallance!� Having recovered his composure the captain was now inclined to be ironic. �Did she confess her naughty deed?�
�She did,� said Jimmie Lavender. �In fact, she gave me the weapon, which is now in my pocket. I have pleasure in handing it to you.�
He produced the little revolver, still wrapped in his handkerchief and passed it to the astonished officer.
Dallas unwrapped the weapon and glanced it over, at first casually then more carefully. He broke it, twirled the chamber cylinder, and ultimately placed the end of the barrel against his nose. His eyes opened widely and he looked at Lavender, who was smiling wickedly.
�What the dickens are you handing me, Jimmie?� He demanded. �I don�t believe this thing�s been fired in months � years, maybe! Every chamber is empty. Nobody fired this revolver tonight!�
Jimmie Lavender nodded. �That is my opinion, also,� he confessed. �Nevertheless, this is the revolver Mrs. Vallance brought with her tonight � and I have just listened to her confession of murder!�

III

The situation developed very much as Lavender had feared it would. Dallas accepted the confession without hesitation, in spite of the revolver. The arrest of Mrs. Peter Vallance, he said, was the next step on the program.
�It�s clear enough what happened, Jimmie,� he explained. �She shot her husband, and Miss Barbara Allardyce and Andrews saw her do it. Then she lit out for home and hid the weapon. When you arrived, she gave you this thing, and you accepted it. She�s a clever woman, take my word for it.�
�Why the confession?� asked Lavender.
�To make you think she thought she�d killed her husband. To make you think exactly what you�re thinking � that since obviously she didn�t kill him with the gun she handed you, somebody else must have fired the shot � at the precise moment she was pulling the trigger of her empty gun! But that�s a little hard to swallow.�
�I see no difficulty in it,� said Lavender. �I�m quite willing to swallow it, Dallas. As a matter of fact, somebody else did fire a shot at that precise moment.�
�Oh Lord!� cried Dallas.
They were standing apart from any of the groups, conversing in an undertone.
�Bear in mind that I was rather close to Vallance�s table, myself,� continued Lavender. �I didn�t see what happened � but I heard the shot. It didn�t come from behind Miss Marinoff. It came from somewhere behind Peter Vallance � as you ably deduced, in the beginning. I�m not likely to be wrong about a thing like that, you�ll admit.�
The big detective slapped him on the shoulder. �We all make mistakes, Jimmie. Lord, I make �em myself! In a place like this � and with a lot of noise going on � it ain�t easy to place a shot exactly.�
Lavender shrugged.
�Have it your own way,� he said. �Lay off Mrs. Vallance, though, for a little while. I promise you she won�t escape.� After a moment he briskly asked a question. �May I examine the body?�
Dallas was suspicious. �All right,� he growled, after a moment�s thought. �But don�t do anything the coroner wouldn�t like. He�ll be along here, now, with his doctors, before we know it.�
Lavender crossed the room and bent above the body of Peter Vallance. In a moment Dallas joined him.
�You see,� said the younger man, �I�m right, Dallas. This poor fellow is a trifle messy, but the position of the wound is clear enough. You saw it all yourself, a little while ago, until you knew that Mrs. Vallance had confessed. The shot was fired from somewhere directly behind him. I don�t mean close at hand, necessarily � perhaps from a little distance.�
�A damned good shot,� said Dallas scornfully. �Too good! Remember there were other tables behind Vallance, with a lot of people sitting at �em. Somebody�d have seen it done. Mrs. Vallance, standing up beside a post over there, had a better shot. She was shooting downward. You can�t always tell about a wound. The coroner�s physician�ll straighten it out for us.�
�He�ll straighten it out for me,� asserted Lavender stubbornly. �Bear in mind, again, that I heard the shot; and I say that Mrs. Vallance, standing where she did, could not have fired it. I asked her about her shooting. She remembered that when she pulled the trigger, the first time, the gun didn�t explode. She pulled it a second time; and that time she thought it did explode. Actually, it merely clicked again � there was nothing in it to explode. But a shot was fired at that instant; and in her high state of excitement, she thought that she had fired it. She saw Vallance collapse, immediately afterward, which clinched her belief that she had killed him.�
Dallas shrugged his heavy shoulders. �I�m going to get the woman that did it, Jimmie,� he retorted, �and her name is Vallance. You know damn well I can�t run the risk of letting her escape. I want her � and I want her now!�
It was Lavender�s turn to shrug. �Go and get her,� he said. �If you want to make a fool of yourself, I suppose I can�t stop you.� He plunged a hand into the side pocket of Vallance�s dinner jacket. �But before you go, Dallas, take a look at this.�
He offered the perfumed sheet of paper that Barbara Allardyce had returned to Peter Vallance.
Dallas snatched it from his hand. �What�s this?� he snapped; and his raging eyes galloped through the brief communication. �Good Lord, Jimmie! What is this?�
�I understand,� said Lavender, �that it is a note written by the young woman called Shalimar, to Peter Vallance.� He spoke in a low tone, with a glance in the direction of the dancer. �It�s said to be in her handwriting. I knew it was there � in Vallance�s pocket.�
�You knew it was�!� But Dallas let it pass. What Jimmie Lavender knew could wait. His black brows met in a frown and he darted a savage glance at the Negro dancer, still waiting to be examined. His mind functioned with sudden clarity. �Look here, Jimmie, you mean � she shot at the Russian girl and hit young Vallance by mistake?�
�It�s possible, isn�t it?� asked Lavender.
The eyes of both men swung to the narrow aisle by which the entertainers left the floor for their dressing rooms behind the scenes. It was only two tables removed from Vallance�s, and at one point a person traversing it would pass, at a little distance, immediately behind the back of Peter Vallance. Two tables only lay between, and it was clear that the position of such a person would be almost identical with that of Mrs. Vallance, although in another direction. The distances were about the same, and the direction of the shot would certainly be downward. It would clear the heads of diners at the intervening tables, and � accurately fired � would find its mark either in Olga Marinoff or Peter Vallance.
But could an entertainer, leaving the floor amid applause � presumably with the eyes of an audience upon her � fire a shot unknown to the many persons who watched her?
Dallas asked himself the question, studying the layout with an expert eye. �Begad, it�s possible, Jimmie,� he muttered. �She�d be in shadow, wouldn�t she? How far would that searchlight follow her?�
�Only to the edge of the floor,� said Lavender; �that is, until she reached the tables. It wouldn�t follow her up the aisle. Bear in mind that when the floor is highly lighted, the rest of the house is in comparative darkness; in a state of twilight. Add to that the general excitement, and a fair amount of drunkenness, and you have the situation to a T. It was daring, of course; but a cool head and a quick hand could have done it. I could have done it myself � and so could you.�
�For that matter,� rumbled Dallas, �if the people who sat at those intervening tables happened to be friends of hers � eh? H�m!� He pulled fiercely at his jaw.
�I don�t think anybody saw her do it,� said Lavender. �Nobody was expecting a shot. Corks had been popping all evening, and the general pulse was fairly feverish. Gilly and I knew it was a shot; we�ve heard too many to be mistaken � but who else could be certain? Nobody, unless he actually saw the weapon. She passed the post, in shadow, flashed up her arm, with gleaming bracelets dangling from it � and popped her message from the palm of her hand. It wasn�t such a miraculous shot as we have been thinking, since � after all � she missed Miss Marinoff, at whom she aimed, and hit the man beside her.�
Dallas�s jaw shot forward. He clutched the sheet of perfumed paper and strode across the floor towards the Negro dancer.
Jimmie Lavender returned to the body of Peter Vallance. Very gently he pushed aside the matted curls of the victim and touched the wound with his sensitive fingers. An expression of surprise crossed his face, followed in a moment by one of the profoundest curiosity. He slowly straightened, and glanced about him in perplexity. Then his eye returned to the wound in Vallance�s head. He appeared to be working out a problem in mathematics.
A flashlight blossomed in his hand; in a moment he was searching the carpeted floor beneath the table. An instant later he had enlarged his circle of inquiry to take in the neighbouring tables, searching earnestly for something that eluded him.
I watched him, fascinated; and the curious glances of others, too, were turned upon him.
Then, there was an interruption. Across the room a storm of profanity and abuse burst forth � a fury of invective. It was the shrill, high voice of a woman � the voice of Shalimar, the dancer � screaming imprecations at the head of Dallas. The big detective stood beside her, brandishing a paper. Every eye in the room save Lavender�s was on this new and surprising spectacle.
I swung again to look at Lavender � and Jimmie Lavender was looking earnestly into the dead eyes of the corpse.
The chief of the detectives came striding back, dragging the dancer with him. He flung her savagely into a chair and glared at her. The scattered groups drew closer, in spite of the warnings of detectives appointed to keep them apart.
�There�s your murderer, Jimmie!� roared Dallas. �By God, I was right about it all the time! The shot came from behind!�
He flung a small blue pistol onto the table beside the dead man�s head. The weapon was certainly almost small enough to palm.
�Still had it in her pocket,� bellowed Dallas. �No chance to hide it, I suppose. Come on, now, you yellow floosey! Come clean! We�ve got it on you. You tried to shoot the Russian girl, but you missed and got your boy friend � didn�t you?�
The dancer�s eyes were gleaming with hate. They swung from Dallas�s triumphant face to that of Olga Marinoff, who sat half dazed beside Howard Andrews. Then the evil eyes retreated; they were suddenly tragic and bewildered.
�Yes,� said the dull voice of the dancer. �I killed him � I killed the man I loved! It was all a terrible mistake. Take me away! I don�t care what you do with me. But first � let me put on my clothes.�
For a moment Dallas continued to glare down at her. Then he shrugged his mountainous shoulders and cocked an eye at one of his detectives.
�Go with her, Enright,� he ordered. �Bring her back as soon as possible. Get rid of all these people, Cleary. We won�t want any of �em now. Unless anybody has anything to add?� he questioned, raising his voice to its accustomed bellow.
�That�s that,� said Dallas cheerily, to Jimmie Lavender. �A swift ending to what might have been a pretty nasty case. But I was right in the beginning � although you almost upset me with that woman�s confession! You were pretty smart yourself, Jimmie, not to fall for it. We were thinking right together, all the time.�
�Don�t offer me a position on the force,� said Jimmie Lavender. �I couldn�t bear it. I suppose I ought to congratulate you, Dallas; but I really can�t feel that � Good Lord! What�s that?�
A crash had sounded from the direction of the dressing rooms; it was followed by a frantic shout, and then a rush of heavy feet. Immediately there was a second crash and a thud on the boards.
�Chief...! Chief...!� It was the voice of Enright, screaming from behind the scenes.
Dallas upset a chair, swore brilliantly, and bounded towards the sound. His remaining detectives hurried after him, and I should have been among them had not Lavender put a hand on my arm.
�No hurry, Gilly,� he said. �I thought this was a possibility. Her meekness was so sudden and so surprising. I�m hoping that Miss Shalimar, or whatever the lady�s name may be, has ended our case for us in the most satisfactory manner.�
We reached the dressing room door in time to hear the gist of Enright�s explanation.
�She was too quick for me, Chief! I didn�t have a chance to stop her. First she throws the water bottle at my head, as I�m telling you � and I ducks. Then she jumps for her table. Before I knew what she was after, she had it in her hand � the razor, I mean. I yelled, and made a run at her; but she was too quick for me. It was in her blood, I guess � the razor, I mean! My God, I never seen anything so quick, the way she��
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�What the devil have you got there, Jimmie?� I asked, a few hours later. �What are you doing with that tumbler? And what�s the idea of all this experimenting at four o�clock in the morning?�
He was smiling gently at a liquor glass, turning it slowly in his fingers. For some time he had been fussing with his little stock of chemicals.
�Whether the murderer of Peter Vallance is ever brought to justice,� said Jimmie Lavender, �depends largely on the alertness of the coroner�s staff. For my part, I don�t intend to help them.�
I stood up and crossed the room to stand beside him.
�What do you mean?� I asked. �Good Heavens, Jimmie! You don�t mean that it was Sue Vallance, after all?�
�Vallance was poisoned,� he answered. �He was dead when he began to slip towards the Russian actress � you remember? It was assumed that he was about to kiss her shoulder; it was a natural explanation, since he had done that sort of thing before. But he was quite dead, then, or a few moments later. Shalimar�s shot had no bearing on the case. She thought she had killed him, and in that belief she committed suicide. Actually, her bullet merely grazed his skull, over the left ear, making a flesh wound and causing a flow of blood. It couldn�t possibly have killed him. When I had examined the wound, I reached that conclusion � and started my search for the bullet. I found it on the floor, some distance away. It had been deflected, and fortunately had struck no one else.�
He brought the little piece of lead up out of his pocket, while I stared at him in amazement.
�Then I looked at his eyes. They were wide open and somewhat glazed; and there was a considerable dilation of the pupil.�
�Good��
�Lord!� finished Lavender cheerily. �Right, Gilly! I thought so myself. It was apparent that Vallance had been poisoned some time previously � some time before Shalimar fired her shot � some time before Mrs. Vallance clicked her empty pistol.�
The probable truth struck me between the eyes.
�Andrews!� I said. �He sat at Vallance�s right hand. That�s why you stole that liquor glass! That�s the reason for your early morning experiments! What was it?�
�It was chloral hydrate that put him to sleep,� said Jimmie Lavender. �Good old �knockout drops.� But that was not enough to kill him. Something had to stop his heart while he slept, and do it quickly, without alarming symptoms.�
�Cyanide?� I suggested. �A crystal or two would turn the trick.�
�The post mortem appearances didn�t suggest it; remember the dilation of the pupils. No, it was atropine. It isn�t difficult to get, it�s often prescribed, its action on the heart is well known, and a fatal overdose could easily be dissolved in a very small amount of chloral. It is precisely the sort of drug we might expect to find in Mrs. Vallance�s medicine chest, considering her distraught condition.�
I slapped my knee. �What an idiot I am! There was a bottle of chloral at the house! Then Mrs. Vallance did��
�She did nothing, Gilly, except try to murder her husband with an empty revolver. In the circumstances, there�s no reason to suppose she had already poisoned him. She could only have done that at home, and the time element is all against it.�
I looked at him in horror.
�Yes,� he said, �I see you�ve got it, at last.�
�It�s impossible,� I cried. �She didn�t leave our side!�
�Oh, yes, she did,� said Jimmie Lavender. �I almost forgot it, too; but suddenly I remembered. She left us to slap that note of Shalimar�s under Vallance�s nose! I have visualized that scene very clearly, after much thinking. The note was in her left hand, and her handkerchief was in her right. Under her handkerchief, I venture to suggest, was a tiny vial containing the stuff. Her finger would be on the mouth of it � and the rest was easy. As she bent across him and put the letter down before him, her hand would rest lightly � even naturally � on his liquor glass; and the entire dose need not have been any more than could be held in a teaspoon.�
�Barbara Allardyce!� I said. �I can�t believe it.�
�It was a generous action, after a fashion,� said Lavender. �It�s even possible to admire her. She did it for her sister, and she ran a frightful risk. But for Shalimar�s unpredictable shot, there would be only the poison to account for Vallance�s death; and it might very well have been brought home to her. Possibly she thought the Russian would be blamed. Possibly she didn�t care what happened. As it is, there�s a chance for her. I�ve got to reach her, the first thing in the morning, and tell her to keep quiet.�
�There�ll be an autopsy,� I demurred.
�Not necessarily. After Shalimar�s confession and suicide, there may be no more than a casual examination by a perfunctory coroner�s man. A hasty inquest and a quick verdict would be a triumph for Dallas. You may depend on it, he�ll try to swing it. He�s not overfond of mysteries. But even if she were brought to trial, I doubt that a jury would convict her. We are a sentimental race where a good-looking woman is concerned.�
He stretched and looked at the clock. �I�m abetting a crime, I suppose,� said Jimmie Lavender. �I can�t say that it greatly bothers me. Let Shalimar take the rap. After all, her intentions were murderous enough. As for us, we can afford to be generous. We were not any too bright, either one of us, to let Miss Barbara get away with it!�
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NO HARD FEELINGS
Frederick Nebel

Chapter I

The train slouched in through the outer yards of Richmond City and Kennedy hopped it at Tower B. It was a fine night, mellow with stars. The air was mild, it was moistened just enough by a lazy east breeze. Kennedy swung up to the observation platform, crumpled his hat beneath his coat, under his armpit, and drifted into the lounge car. It was bright and cheerful with lights. The porter was gathering up magazines.
Kennedy found the Pullman conductor in the smoking compartment of the third car from the rear. The conductor was busy getting his papers in order and did not look up. Kennedy said:
�Are we on time?�
�On the nose,� the conductor said.
�Where can I find George Torgensen?�
The conductor said, without looking up, �Drawing Room A, next car ahead.�
Kennedy went through the narrow corridor into the vestibule, crossed the shifting apron to the next vestibule and entered a car named Xanthus. He rippled his knuckles down the door of Drawing Room A and when a voice said, �Come in,� he opened the door and was thrown in by a lurch of the car. He reeled around, got the door shut, was thrown a second time and landed on a narrow green settee.
�Haven�t got my sea legs,� he said, with a dusty smile. �Glad to make your acquaintance, Mr. Torgensen.�
�What�ve you got to be glad about?�
�My name is Kennedy.�
�Am I supposed to be glad to meet you?�
They looked at each other for half a minute. Torgensen began to smile. He was a short, round, moon-faced man. His hands were short and chubby and very well taken care of. The beginnings of his smile made his face look rosy, jolly, and presently he began to shake with noiseless laughter. He had his derby on and a pair of lightweight gray gloves lay on his left knee. His bags had been taken out.
�Okey, boy,� he said good-temperedly. �I was only kidding. What�s on your mind?�
�I�m from the press��
�Sure. Coppers and newspapermen � I can tell �em in the dark.�
�Do you think you�re going to like Richmond City?�
�I can learn to like any place.�
�What do you think of Fitz Mularkey going idealistic?�
Torgensen said, �I haven�t thought about it. Fitz has always been a funny guy. But a white guy, from his big feet right up to his big head � and there�s a big heart in between the two. Fitz wants to get out. That�s his business. He wants to sell his empire to me and that�s his business and mine. I know a good buy when I see it. Fitz and me are old buddies.�
Kennedy nodded. �Do you know that quite a number of guys in this town have overbid you?�
Torgensen waved his hand. �I didn�t bid, boy. Fitz came to Boston and said, �George, I�m bailing out. I�m going to get hooked with a good gal, I�m going in partners with a real estate broker and I�m going to live like a human being. You can dig in on the old gravy for a million flat. Five hundred thousand down and the rest in five years.� So I didn�t bid. I understand he got an offer of a million and two hundred grand, and several others. But we�re old buddies, boy.�
�Can I print what you�ve just said?�
�Print it? Hell, yes! And you can print more. You can tell the town that George Torgensen comes to it with his feet washed. I�m going to run the Eastmarsh Track, the Town Arena, and the Million Club the way Fitz ran �em � on the level.� He picked up his gloves and leaned forward. �And that�s the reason, boy, that Fitz is selling to me. He could have sold to any number of punks, at more than I�m giving him � but he wants to leave his babies in good hands. He wants to live like what he calls a human being. That�s his business. Me, well � I like it like I am, a little rough, a little tough, and a little nasty. But� � he pointed and looked along his level finger with a sharp, squinted eye � �on the level.� Then he stood up. �Well, here we are.�
Kennedy stood up too. He smiled. �You sound like good oats, Mr. Torgensen.�
�Hell, I�m just a plain guy trying to make a living. Come around and see me sometime. I�m stopping at the Bushwick.�
The train had stopped.
Torgensen said, �Come on, I�ll drop you off,� and stepped out into the corridor. On the platform, he walked fast, with a brisk snap to his short legs, and he had an air of self-sufficiency. Kennedy, round-shouldered, hollow-chested, tagged along at his elbow. The reporter looked as if he had slept in his suit, and his hat was on backwards, the brim up in front, down in back. They went through the milling crowd in the waiting room, the redcap ahead of them lugging three heavy bags.
There was a cobbled space outside, dim-lit, where a line of cabs stood waiting. The Negro stowed the bags in the first one and Torgensen stood cupping his hands around a match and lighting a cigar. Then he tipped the Negro and when Kennedy said, �Beauty before age,� went into the cab.
Kennedy was raising his foot, to follow, when the two explosions whacked out and streamed into one blast of thunder. The taxi driver went down behind his wheel. Torgensen poised in the doorway of the cab, then fell backward, crumpling. Kennedy was starting for the other side of the cab but Torgensen�s chunky body hit him. He stopped, to catch the man. Caught him but was unable to master his balance enough to hold him. Both went down, Kennedy on the bottom. With Torgensen on his chest and the cobbles against his back, Kennedy said, �Ooch!�
Then Torgensen rolled off. Kennedy rolled too and found himself facing the man. Torgensen was in pain. His mouth was crooked, his eyes full of wonder and sadness and something between pain and anger. His lips bubbled. Kennedy thought a bitter smile came to the chunky man�s lips. He heard Torgensen say almost wistfully, �Ain�t this something, boy...?�
The taxi driver was yelling, �The shot come through the other side of the cab! The other side... through... it come!�
Torgensen said, �H�m,� reflectively, and a sigh bubbled out.
Legs moved about Kennedy. Big, black, polished shoes. He looked up and saw a red face coming down towards him. Above the face a visored cap with a shield on it. The cop grabbed hold of Kennedy.
�Not me,� Kennedy said. �Him. He�s the guy�s shot.�
Someone was shouting, �Ambulance! Ambulance! Somebuddy get an ambulance!�
�Through the other side,� the driver insisted. �The window. Right through the window.�
The cop, kneeling, said, �This man�s dead. Yop. Feel here. Look at his face. Look at his eyes. I seen a man once...�
Kennedy was on his feet.
The cop grabbed him, snapped, �Was he a friend of yours?�
�Well, he would have been, I think.�
�Listen, this ain�t no time for funny-bones. Who is he?�
�George Torgensen.�
The policeman thought hard. �Tiny Torgensen?� he asked.
�Something like that.�
�Um,� the cop said, staring down at Torgensen. �Fitz Mularkey ain�t going to be crazy about this. I only read in the papers today that Fitz Mularkey says Tiny Torgensen��
�I know he�s dead,� Kennedy said in a quiet, confidential voice, �but just for the sake of appearances, officer, you ought to call an ambulance.�
The taxi driver was hopping about and telling everybody how Torgensen was shot. A beggar wearing dark glasses and a sign that read I Am Blind, was not begging. More cops came on the run. Torgensen looked for all the world like a man asleep. The night train was whistling out of the yards.
Kennedy shrugged his way through the fast gathering crowd, gained the edge, and slouched away.

Chapter II

They said of the Million Club that you could let your sixteen-year-old daughter go there and she�d be safer than in church. Fitz Mularkey was that kind of idealist. He�d always had a lot of respect for women. He employed six men for the special purpose of seeing that drunks got home safely. Everyone in his employ saw to it that a drunk was safe while on the premises. Fitz Mularkey was forty-four. That is an unusual age for a man to be still an idealist.
He liked blue. The hangings in the Million Club were blue and the indirect lighting had a bluish tinge. The high stools in front of the bar had blue plush seats. Mularkey was sitting on one of them drinking a glass of seltzer when Dolly Ireland came up to the bar and said:
�So this is the night, eh, Fitz?�
�This is it. You�re looking swell, Doll.�
�Don�t it make you kind of sad leaving� � she smiled around � �all this?�
He didn�t have to look around to check up. He chuckled and shook his head. �Not a bit, Dolly. The game�s getting full of crackpots and tin-horns. I�m fed up, lady. I want to live like a human being. I�m tired of grifters and drunks and guys trying to sell me white elephants. I want a real home and a real business, a business I can be proud of.�
�Gee, Fitz, you ought to be pretty proud of this.�
�I ain�t. That�s it. I ain�t. I want kids and a nice wife and regular hours � Say, you never met Marcia, did you?�
�You never brought her around.�
He looked a little sheepish. He shrugged. �She don�t go for these kind of places. Hey, have a drink.�
�I�m on my way inside, Fitz.�
�Oh, sure, I forgot.�
She put her hand on his sandy, flat-boned wrist. �I thought you might be sliding out early. I just wanted to wish you luck, Fitz � all the good things; you know, the things you want. You�re a grand guy, no kidding, and I�m all for you.�
He had slate-blue eyes that could look murderous or full of happiness. They looked happy now. He said awkwardly, �Thanks, Dolly. You know � well, a lot of people think I�m going high hat. I ain�t, Dolly. I just want � I just want��
She gave a low, warm laugh. �I know, Fitz. I know just how you feel.� She dropped her voice, looked grave. �What are you doing about Steamboat?�
Mularkey looked unhappy. He said in a low, husky voice, �I�m fixing it so he�ll get an income for life � three hundred bucks a month. Dolly, I had to cut away from Steamboat. I know he�s been what they call my man Friday for years, but you just can�t break Steamboat o� the habit o� packing a gun. And the life I�m going to lead, why, hell, Dolly, I don�t need that.�
�He�s pretty sore, Fitz.�
�I know he is. He�ll get over it. He ain�t really sore � not at me, Dolly. He�s just sore because he thinks I�m leaving a good thing. He don�t understand.�
She patted his arm. �Well, I�ve got to get back to my party, Fitz.�
�Gee, you look swell, Dolly.�
He stood spread-legged and his eyes admired her as she walked out of the bar. Then he put a cigar in his mouth, did not light it, and strode into the lobby. His sandy hair was crisp, tight against his scalp. His long face was slabsided, rough around the jaw. He had square shoulders and long straight legs. His stare was a little chill when he was wound up in thought, but otherwise it was twinkling, good-natured. You knew that he was tough but you knew also that he had spent a lot of time smoothing down the rough edges.
Tom Carney, his manager, came up and said, �Fitz, maybe you�ll slam me for this.�
Mularkey grinned. �Maybe. Why?�
�Steamboat. I wouldn�t let him in.�
�Go on.�
�Well, he was cockeyed drunk and noisy. I took his gun away from him and sent Eddie and Boze to take him home.�
Mularkey brooded. �Poor Steamboat.�
�Yeah, I know, but��
�Sure, Tommy, sure. That�s okey.�
The front door opened and MacBride came in, showing behind him for an instant the doorman, the marquee, and a street lamp. The doorman pulled the door shut and Mularkey dropped an aside to Tom Carney:
�The skipper looks��
�Yeah,� nodded Carney.
MacBride came right up to them and said, �See you alone, Fitz.� His dark eyes had a slap in them and you could tell that he had hurried.
Mularkey said, �Sure � over here,� and led the way into a small triangular room. It contained a desk on which there were a telephone and a form-sheet for taking reservations. There were two armchairs studded with antique nails. A lamp with a green glass shade diffused quiet light.
Mularkey was offhand, genial � �Sit down, Steve.�
MacBride seemed not to have heard. He stood looking at the green lamp as though he liked it and were considering buying one some day. His eyes were bright, dark, contracted. Mularkey was waiting for him to sit before he himself should take a seat. But the skipper did not sit down; instead, he said:
�About how many guys wanted to buy you out, Fitz, when you said you were chucking all this?�
Mularkey sat on the corner of the desk. �Oh, about four or five.�
�Made some hard feelings, eh? I mean, going out of town for your buyer.�
�Hell, no; no hard feelings.�
�Who�re the four or five?�
Mularkey gave him a brief squint, then looked at the ceiling. �Well, Guy Shaster and Will Pope came to me together. Then there was Brad Hooper. Then Pickney Sax. Four. That�s all. Four.�
�And no hard feelings, eh?�
�What makes you think there was any?�
�Torgensen. Torgensen was killed. Yeah. Tonight. About half an hour ago. About a quarter past eight.�
Mularkey pushed himself up off the desk, cupped his right elbow in his left palm and used his right thumb to scratch his chin. He strolled around the room, each step slow, timed. The carpet was thick and his footfalls made no sound. He said from one of the corners:
�Where?�
�Front of Union Station.�
Mularkey made another slow circuit of the room, still scratching his chin. He sat down, took his unlit cigar from his mouth, looked at it, put it back between his lips again. He said very thoughtfully:
�So there were hard feelings, huh?�
MacBride put his palms flat on the desk and leaned on his straight, braced arms. His face was wooden.
�I�m going to say a few words to you, Fitz,� he said, �and I want you to listen. You�ve been here in Richmond City a dozen years. I�ve been a cop over twenty. You�ve kept your nose clean ever since you been here. How, in the business you�re in, hell knows. But you�ve kept it clean. You�re all set to bail out of it clean. You�re going into what we call legitimate business. I�m all for you. I like to see a guy do that. A lot of people think I like to see guys tossed in the can all the time. That�s crap. Now I know you and Torgensen were old buddies. I was glad when I heard you were selling out to Torgensen. I�ve got his record and it�s clean. Now some mugg�s knocked him off. I know how you feel about that and that�s what I mean. I mean, Fitz, keep your nose clean. I like you, I�ve liked you ever since you came here, but the minute you take a sock at anybody with a gun � even if they did kill Torgensen � it�ll be murder and you know my answer to murder.�
Mularkey was remembering � �Little Tiny... he never toted a gun or a bodyguard around with him. He always used to say guns and bodyguards are what get guys killed.�
MacBride leaned across the desk. �You heard what I said, Fitz, didn�t you?�
�Yeah, sure. Sure, Steve.�
MacBride fixed a hard dark stare on him. Mularkey looked up; then he rose and tucked down the lapels of his vest. He said, �There�s only one thing stopping me from getting my nose dirty, Steve. I�m going to marry Marcia Friel. I think Tiny�d understand that.� His jaw tightened. �He�s got to. I�m too nuts about Marcia to ball things up by killing anybody.�
MacBride gripped his arm. �That�s sweet music, Fitz.� He added, �I could have saved my speech.�
�You could�ve saved it all right.�
Mularkey tossed away his unlit cigar.
�Orchids to her,� MacBride said.
�That�s an idea,� Mularkey said, and phoned and ordered.

Chapter III

The skipper got back to his office at a quarter to ten. A couple of flies were roosting on his desk and he got his fly-swatter down from a hook in the closet and nailed them. He noticed that someone had left his window open without putting in the small rectangular screen he used at night. He figured it was Abraham, the porter, and made a note of it. He turned to spit and found that his spittoon was gone. He knew it was Abraham. He looked irritated for a minute, but he was too absorbed with other things to remain irritated long. Stuffing his pipe, he paced the floor. Lighting up, he still paced. On his tenth trip past his desk he slapped open the annunciator and said:
�Send up Lieutenant Blaufuss.�
In two minutes Blaufuss, head of the Flying Squad, stuck his long nose through the doorway and said, �You looking for me?�
�In, Leon,� MacBride beckoned. He had not stopped pacing, nor did he now. Ribbons of tobacco smoke trailed behind him, overlapped him on the turns. �Leon...�
The skipper went to the closet again and got his fly-swatter. �Leon, what do you know about Pickney Sax, Guy Shaster, Will Pope, and Brad Hooper?� He nailed a fly on top of the telephone.
�Jeese, d�you want me to sit here all night?�
�Know plenty about �em, huh?�
�More than I know about my in-laws.�
�Okey, Leon. Now...� He stopped and aimed his pipe-stem at the lieutenant. �I want their inside men � all of them. I don�t want Sax, Pope, Shaster, or Hooper. I want their inside men. All of them. And I want their women. Not their wives, understand � but their women.�
�Brad Hooper has none.�
�Okey, the other three, then.�
�Any charge?�
�No. I�ll book �em en route.�
Blaufuss pointed. �There�s a fly � right there � on the��
MacBride smacked it.
Blaufuss said, �Anything else?�
MacBride shook his head and Blaufuss went out. The door had hardly closed when it opened again and Kennedy came in tapping a yawn. He moved haphazardly across the office, set two chairs opposite each other; sat down in one, put his feet on the other and drawing a sporting sheet from his pocket, proceeded to read it. The skipper had taken to pacing again and was going up and down at a great rate. After a couple of minutes Kennedy said:
�Please stop it, my friend. It makes me nervous.�
MacBride stopped and held up four fingers of his right hand. �Four guys, Kennedy. Four. Four guys wanted to buy out Fitz. He turned �em down.�
Kennedy said, �My, my, here�s a horse I should have bet on.�
�Fitz leans to his old pal Tiny Torgensen. Torgensen�s killed as he comes out of Union Station. Four guys. One of them did it. One of them got Torgensen before the deal was closed. Fitz is bound to sell. He wants to get out. He will sell.�
Kennedy said, �I was going to bet on this horse, but I let Paderoofski talk me out of it. He talked me into betting on Full House because he said he had a dream in which he was playing poker and he dreamt he had a Full House. And here Stumble Bum, a twenty-to-one shot��
Exasperated, MacBride spat. He spat where he was used to finding his spittoon. It wasn�t there, and with a growl he called the central-room desk and bawled, �Tell Abraham to bring a mop and my spittoon back... No, not a cop � a mop!�
He hung up violently and glared at Kennedy. �You know what I�m doing?� he demanded.
Kennedy looked up at him, shrugged. �Standing there working up a sweat.�
MacBride was not to be sidetracked. �I�m rounding up the pulse men and the good-time dames of Pope, Sax, Shaster, and Hooper. I suppose you thought I�d round up the head men themselves.� He swatted another fly by way of emphasis.
Kennedy yawned. �Well, it�s all right, Stevie. Gathering in all those guys is good display psychology. Keeps your cops busy and makes news for the papers. But� � he rubbed his eyes � �I don�t think you�re going to find anything.�
The skipper cut him with a caustic stare. �Oh, no? And why not?�
�Well, you can�t charge these guys with anything that�ll hold. You can only hold �em overnight. You�ll drag in, all told, about twenty guys and three or four dames. You�ll have to do some shellacking. If you worked on each guy three hours, which is a very short time, it would take you sixty hours to get through all of them � which is longer than you can hold �em.�
�That�s just paper figuring.�
Kennedy took off a shoe in order to scratch the arch of his foot. He pointed lazily with the shoe. �Here�s some more paper figuring. Guy Shaster and Will Pope teamed up trying to buy out Fitz. Pickney Sax tried it alone. So did Brad Hooper. There you have three bidders, each with enough dough to buy him out. Why should one bidder knock off Tiny Torgensen and take a chance, if Fitz does sell to one of them, of Fitz selling to one of the others? I know that all these guys have settled more than one argument with a gun, but here�s a long chance, too long to play on. These guys are not hop-heads, they�re business men. A murder has to get them something definite before they pull it.�
The skipper planted his fists on his hips, screwed down one eye and flexed his lips. �Go ahead with some more paper work.�
Kennedy put his shoe back on, took his time about lacing it up. He became absorbed in a spot on his coat and tried to remove it by scraping with his thumbnail.
MacBride laughed raucously. �You�re just one of these destructive critics. You tell a guy everything he does is lousy but you can�t build up anything yourself.�
Kennedy smiled gently. �Potato, you�re doing swell. Your display work is the tops and��
�Listen, pot-head, I don�t need display work. I didn�t send my men out because I figured they needed some road-work. I sent �em out because I... because I�� He made a crooked, irritable face and then barked, �I wish the hell you�d stop doing paper work on me! It gets me all jammed up!�
Kennedy sighed, �Ever hear of Steamboat Hodge?�
�Don�t ask foolish questions.�
�All right. Paper work. Steamboat�s been around Fitz for ten years. He�s been Fitz�s constant shadow, his old dog Rover. He doesn�t want Fitz to bail out of the business because when Fitz bails out Steamboat�s usefulness is done. Maybe Steamboat figured that if Torgensen was out of the way Fitz, feeling the way he does about his business, wouldn�t sell to any of these shady big shots in town.�
MacBride shot back at him, �If he felt that way about it, why didn�t he take a crack at Marcia Friel?�
�Like Fitz, maybe, he thinks a woman�s a wonderful thing. For the past week Steamboat�s been slamming around town stewed to the ears. You hear it in all the bars. The guy was breaking up.�
MacBride stared down his bony nose. His lips moved tautly against each other. He looked upset, harassed, and finally he ripped out, �Damn you, Kennedy!� He crossed the office and got his hat. �Come on,� he growled, digging his heels towards the door.
The big Buick was being washed and the skipper said to Gahagan, �Boy, you sure pick a swell time to wash it.�
Gahagan pointed with the hose and almost doused MacBride. MacBride jumped out of the way and Gahagan said:
�On�y this afternoon you told me to wash it tonight.�
�How did I know I was going to be busy?�
�Well, how did I?�
MacBride colored and went across the basement garage to his own flivver coup�. Kennedy climbed in beside him and the skipper pressed the starter and kept pressing it.
�Try turning on the switch,� Kennedy recommended.
MacBride turned on the switch and the motor started. He whipped the car out of the garage, clicked into high and drove down the center of the street. A truck came booming up from the opposite direction and its driver leaned out and yelled, �Get over where you belong, you mugg!�
The skipper shouted back, �Yeah!� and pulled over so far that he almost hit a car parked at the curb.
Kennedy said, �Maybe we should have waited till Gahagan got the Buick washed.�
�This car�s been steering funny of late.�
�I can understand that. It might be a good idea, if you�re going to drive all over the street, to put your lights on.�
MacBride scowled and turned on his lights.

When he walked into the Million Club, Tom Carney said, �Round trip, eh, Cap�n?�
MacBride blew his nose loudly. �Steamboat around?�
Carney�s smile faded out. �No.�
�Fitz?�
Carney shook his head without saying anything.
MacBride put away his handkerchief. �Where is he?�
�I think he went home.�
�Steamboat still bunking with him?�
Carney shook his head very slowly. �No. Steamboat got temperamental and moved to diggings of his own, I don�t know where.�
�Thanks, Tom,� MacBride said, and fanned out.
Kennedy was behind the wheel.
�Move over,� the skipper said.
�If I move over, I move out. I�m going to see what�s wrong with this steering gear.�
MacBride grunted, gave him a suspicious look and climbed in. �Fitz�s place.�
Kennedy drove out Webster Avenue, tooling the car neatly through traffic and with little effort. He pulled up in front of an ivy-covered apartment house, set the emergency brake, and switching off the ignition, said:
�I guess the steering gear�s a little better.�
�Sometimes it is and sometimes it isn�t. That�s what�s funny about it. Do you know offhand what Fitz�s apartment is?�
�Six-o-six, unless he�s changed.�
�Well, we�ll go right up anyhow.�
A gray enameled elevator hoisted them silently to the sixth floor and cushioned to a jarless stop. MacBride strode out and was halfway down the hall when Kennedy whistled and pointed in the other direction. MacBride pivoted and went after him and they arrived in front of 606 together.
Mularkey himself opened the door, holding an unlit cigar between two fingers. His sandy eyebrows made a hardly perceptible movement and a smile came a second later to his eyes, slanted down across one slablike cheek to the corner of his mouth.
�Come in, come in,� he said. �I want you to meet Marcia Friel...�
He had spent a lot of money on his apartment, some of it not wisely. But you could not expect a one-time dock-walloper to be expert at decorating. He�d mixed antiques with ultra-modern nightmares.
Marcia Friel was wearing a three-cornered hat and a lightweight coat of some dark, crinkly material, draped under the arms and with a loose scrollwork collar. She was tall, with black hair and very fair skin. Her face was triangular, intelligent, and she had an air which she wore easily and naturally. A young, slender man was standing near her. He held a pair of gloves in one hand, a dark Homburg in the other.
�Marcia,� said Mularkey, �this is my old friend Captain Steve MacBride... and this is Kennedy; I�ve known him a long time too. Boys, this is Marcia Friel.�
She dipped her chin, her brows. �I�m so glad to know you both. I have heard about you.�
�I guess we�ve heard about you too,� the skipper said, with an approving nod towards Mularkey.
�And this,� said Mularkey, �is Marcia�s brother Lewis. We�re going in the real estate game together.�
Lewis Friel wore good clothes well. His brown hair was knotty, with a short part on the left. His brown eyes were candid. He came across the room with trim, elastic tread, his hand held out before him, a small amused smile on his lips.
�Fitz has talked enough about you,� he said. �It�s tough there had to be a murder in order to meet you.�
Mularkey explained to MacBride, �I had �em stop by, Steve. It kind of shook me up, after I got to thinking about it.�
Marcia�s eyes clouded. �Mr. Torgensen was, you know,� she said to Kennedy, �a very old friend of Fitz�s.�
Mularkey looked moody, a little broken up. �I think I�m all right now, though.�
Marcia Friel made a gesture of patting his arm. He turned to drop a smile on her � it was full of thanks and adoration and at the same time a little embarrassed.
The skipper said, �Fitz, can I see you alone?�
�Sure. Excuse us, Marcia... Lewis.�
There was a small study off the gallery. It was lined with books, all finely bound.
�Some library,� MacBride said.
Mularkey brightened a bit. �Like it? I hired a guy to pick those books. I don�t read myself.�
�I don�t either, much, but I like to see �em around.�
�Me too,� Mularkey nodded.
Both stood looking at the books for a minute and then the skipper said:
�Steamboat around?�
Mularkey looked more steadily at the books. �Steamboat claimed I was getting too high hat.� He chuckled. �He shifted to other quarters.�
�Where?�
�Yeah,� Mularkey slowly reminisced, �Steamboat�s very touchy. He said this place was getting like a museum or something � no place for a decent man to live in.�
�Quite a guy, Steamboat,� MacBride said.
�Yeah, quite a guy, Steve.�
�Where�d you say he moved, Fitz?�
Mularkey looked at him. �Want to see him?�
�Yeah, I�d like to.�
Mularkey picked up the phone. �I�ll ring him and tell him to come over.�
He rang but there was no answer and he hung up. �No answer,� he said.
�Where�s he living?�
Mularkey sighed, went slowly around to the other side of the desk, pulled a small book out of a drawer, looked in it, then tossed it back into the drawer. �Over at sixty-five Lyons Street. It�s a rooming-house. He�s in room fifteen.� He looked at his unlit cigar. �What�s the matter?�
�Oh, nothing, Fitz. Just checking up.�
When they returned to the living-room Marcia gave them a troubled look. Mularkey, seeing it, touched her on the shoulder reassuringly, said, �The skipper and me always have our little secrets.�
Lewis Friel, lighting a cigarette, gave him a minute�s careful scrutiny, and then his sister turning to MacBride, said:
�You will talk to Fitz, won�t you, Captain? You will stop him from doing anything foolish?�
Mularkey laughed outright. �Listen to Marcia!�
Lewis Friel made a troubled movement of his head. �Nevertheless, Fitz, she�s right.�
MacBride said, �Fitz has given me his word. He knows better than break it.�
�Sure,� said Mularkey. �Sure.� The second �sure� seemed to tail off just a trifle and for a brief instant a chill blue light waved through Mularkey�s eyes.
MacBride and Kennedy went downstairs and Kennedy, having the ignition key, got in behind the wheel. MacBride was clouded in thought.
� �D you see that look in Fitz�s eyes?�
Kennedy started up the motor. �The gal looks cream enough to keep his coffee from going bitter.�
�Kennedy, she�s the one thing that stands between Fitz and a gun. If what you think about Steamboat�s true � and if Steamboat gets crocked and decides to turn native and clout that gal with lead...�
�I catch on. It means the end of Fitz.�
MacBride nodded gloomily. Then he said, �Go to sixty-five Lyons Street.�

Chapter IV

Lyons Street is a narrow defile on the southern fringe of the city. Many of the buildings there have been condemned and the city hopes to condemn all of them some day and build a park and playground. But a few houses are still occupied. One of these is 65.
Kennedy, climbing out of the coup�, said, �Steamboat must certainly have wanted to be alone. A lot of men do that. When things go wrong, they hide away alone and brood. That�s bad. They get complexes.�
�The room�s fifteen,� MacBride said, hiking across the broken sidewalk.
The glass-paneled door with the faded 65 on it was not locked. MacBride opened it and Kennedy followed him into a barnlike corridor where a light with a broken glass shade stuck out of the wall. Somebody in a rearward room was coughing.
�Fifteen ought to be upstairs somewhere,� the skipper said.
He climbed, his hard-heeled cop�s shoes slugging the carpetless steps. They found 15 on the third floor, front. It was locked and after knocking several times and getting no answer, MacBride used a master key. The break was simple, for it was a makeshift lock. He spanned the room with his flashlight�s beam, spotted a light cord and yanked on the light. It was a bare, downtrodden room, with two front windows. There was a patchwork quilt on the bed and a shuffled rag rug on the floor. A big suitcase, open, lay on the floor. It contained clean clothes. A heap of soiled clothing lay in a corner. Nothing had been hung up in the closet.
�He�s just marking time here,� Kennedy said.
�I wonder when he was in here last.�
Kennedy dawdled over to the bureau and looked at a glass half filled with water. �Not very long ago.�
�Huh?�
�Drops of water on the outside of the glass, where he slopped it over.�
�Sweat, maybe.�
�Sweat beads. This is water.�
MacBride nodded. �I guess you�re right.� He picked up the stub of a cigar. �Yes, you�re right. The end of this cigar�s still wet. Did Steamboat smoke cigars?�
�Always. I saw him without one one day and didn�t recognize him. What�s this?�
Kennedy picked up a writing pad and carried it over beneath the light. He slanted it in various directions, then said, �He wrote with a pencil, a hard one, and he pressed hard. Here�s the impression he left � part of it.�
�What�s it say?�
�Hard to tell. He presses hard on some letters and soft on others. But I can make this much out: � �If you go through with it�� and then I can�t make the next words out. But here, a little later on: �Fitz don�t know what he�s doing�� and then it fades again. Look � now listen to this: ��try to muscle in and I�ll�� and that fades and then two lines down I see this: ��even if he calls you his best friend.� � He handed the pad over. �Take it along. It might help.�
�Might help?�
�You could never hang a guy on that.�
MacBride snorted. �But I can hang a lot on him.�
�Maybe.�
MacBride grumbled, �You make me sick! You get me all steamed up on a thing and then you chuck cold water on me!� He went to the wall and lifted the telephone receiver. He called Headquarters and said, �Moriarity or Cohen get back yet?... Well, send Cohen over to sixty-five Lyons Street, room fifteen. Tell him to snap on it... Sure it�s MacBride.�
He hung up as Kennedy said, �Listen.�
MacBride turned his head and heard footsteps climbing the staircase. He pulled his gun and went over to face the door and as it opened he cocked the trigger and said:
�Put �em��
He lowered the gun.
Mularkey leaned in the doorway with his big hands sunk in his coat pockets. He didn�t smile. He looked weary and his voice when he spoke was low and bore a note of resentment.
�I took it into my head,� he said, �to come over and see what all this stuff is about Steamboat.�
�Nothing, Fitz. I�m just��
�Just checking up. Ditch that, Steve. You can hide what�s on your mind about as well as I can hide a day-old beard. You don�t have to kid me.�
MacBride shrugged and said, �Why don�t you go home and take a sleep, Fitz? You�re taking all this too hard.�
�I�ll sleep when I feel like it and I don�t feel like it. You�re not checking up. You�re looking for Steamboat.�
�You�re getting tough, Fitz.�
�I�m getting sore.�
Kennedy said, �Don�t get sore, my friend.�
�You mind your own business. When I want a chirp out of you, I�ll say so.�
MacBride shook his head. �That�s no way to talk, Fitz. If you wasn�t all upset, you wouldn�t talk that way. You�re just stepping on your friends� toes right now.�
�I want to know what you got on Steamboat.�
�Nothing.�
�You�re a liar. I can tell when you�re checking up and I can tell when you�ve got your nose close to the ground. If you got anything on Steamboat, I want to know it. You have � and you�re a liar if you say you haven�t.�
There was dull red color pushing through the skin on the skipper�s neck. He said very slowly, �I got nothing on Steamboat.�
Mularkey was looking at him with the chill blue stare.
The skipper repeated � �Nothing.�
Mularkey dropped his eyes. He pushed out his lower lip, drew it back in again. He frowned, shook his head. He looked disgusted and badgered. After a long minute he turned without a word and went away, his steps slow and heavy as he descended the staircase. Kennedy, looking out the window, saw him walk slowly away down the street, disappear.
Kennedy turned, saying, �There�s a man that�s slowly turning into a stick of dynamite.�
MacBride was staring morosely at the door. He said in a preoccupied voice, �Any guy but him that talked to me that way, I�d kick his teeth out.�
Cohen arrived.
�Stay here, Ike,� the skipper said, still preoccupied. �When Steamboat Hodge comes in, pick him up. Come on, Kennedy.�

Chapter V

Steamboat did not show up at the Lyons Street place. Cohen hung around until midnight. He was relieved by another man, who was relieved by another at eight in the morning.
The skipper arrived in the Headquarters garage at eight-thirty with a dented mudguard. He had clipped a traffic blinker on his way from home. His shoes were polished, he wore a freshly pressed blue serge suit. He had shaved and his face was ruddy, bony, with highlights on his cheekbones.
�Somebuddy bump you?� asked the garage watchman.
�Yeah. Run around to Louie�s and tell him to straighten it out.�
�Hoke, Cap.�
MacBride reached the central room with his coat tail bobbing. Bettdecken, on desk duty, looked over the top of a detective story magazine.
�Any news from the Lyons Street place?� MacBride asked.
�Nope. That is, whosis � what�s-his-name � you know��
�Steamboat.�
�Yowss. Him. He ain�t showed up. Gigliano�s on duty there now. Gig says the place is a dump.�
�What else?�
�Well, Blaufuss and his Flying Squad was out practically all night. He rounded up a lot of potatoes. Twenty-three guys and seven dames in the holdover. He ain�t sure about the dames. He brung the seven in just to be sure. Oh, yeah. Pickney Sax come in about ten minutes ago. He was the one give me this magazine.�
�Where is he?�
�Somewheres. Maybe he�s out back playing cards with the crew. Somewheres. I dunno. Say, what�s a locust, like in this book?�
�I think it�s police slang for a nightstick.�
MacBride went up to his office, flat-handed the door open and saw Pickney Sax sitting in the desk chair with one leg over a corner of the desk and the other over an arm of the chair. He was reading a detective story magazine.
�You read too, eh?� MacBride jibed.
Sax said, �Yeah. Want one?� and drew another out of one of his pockets, tossed it on the desk. �I always carry three or four around with me. When I get sick of reading �em, I cut paper dolls.�
�From cutting throats to cutting paper dolls, huh?�
�Never cut a throat in my life. Sight of blood makes me whoops.�
He was the thinnest man MacBride had even seen. He looked as if he had been put together with laths and putty. His clothes cost plenty of money but didn�t prevent his looking like a scarecrow. He slouched and was careless of his linen and his hair was a mustard-colored thatch, his nose looked like a rudder put over to swing a boat hard to starboard. His voice was laconic and always sounded as if he had a cold.
�What got you up so early?� the skipper asked.
�I ain�t been to bed yet.�
�Want to see me?�
�Yeah.� Sax closed the magazine. �Yeah, I want to see you. Five of my boys were picked up last night by a gang of your stooges. And a gal I know. The boys would like to see a football game today and the gal would like to get her hair waved this morning.�
�That�s interesting.�
�Nuts, there�s nothing interesting about it I can see. What are you holding �em for?�
�A fella was killed last night.�
�Sure a fella was killed last night. A fella from Boston. A little big fella. Tiny Torgensen. I did it. So what?�
�You worried?�
�Yah, sure I�m worried. Lookit me. Ha! Lookit me puss hang down to me toes with worry!� He stood up, gaunt, gangling, and said with ripping sarcasm, �You and your crummy ideas!�
MacBride sat down and said, �Beat it. They�ll get out at noon.�
Sax slammed his fist down on the desk and roared, �They�ll get out now! Now!�
MacBride stood up and kicked his chair back at the same time. His fist traveled two feet, crashed. Sax slammed to the floor. MacBride sat down again and said:
�Now beat it.�
Sax scrambled to his feet, fell on the desk and snarled, �Why the hell would I knock off Torgensen when any big shot you can name in this lousy burg could outbid me on Mularkey�s deal? What about Steamboat? Twenty minutes after Torgensen was killed last night I was walking past the Million House. I seen Steamboat in the doorway there tussling with a couple o� Fitz�s boys. They took away his gun. I seen them take away his gun. Mularkey knows who knocked off Torgensen. So does Dolly Ireland.�
�Cut. Well, what about Dolly Ireland?�
Sax swaggered to the door, swaggered back again and cackled, �What about Dolly Ireland!� He leaned forward, propped a gaunt forefinger on the desk. �I know a guy, Skipper, I know a guy � a blind guy � only he ain�t blind. A moocher. He seen Dolly Ireland and Steamboat walk past Union Station fifteen minutes before Torgensen was killed. Figure it, figure it out. You�re smart. Figure it out. Sure! Steamboat loses a soft berth if Fitz bails out of the old game. Dolly Ireland�s crazy about Fitz but he�s going high hat with a swell dame. Figure it out, Skipper. I ain�t making no charges. I ain�t saying anything. I�m just telling you what I seen and what I heard!�
He snatched up his two detective story magazines and banged out.
The office became very silent and into the silence, after a minute, the skipper said, �H�m,� and reached for the phone. He called the Free Press office and asked for Kennedy. It was Kennedy�s day off.
The skipper took his hat and went downstairs to the garage. Gahagan put on his coat and started up the Buick.
�Kennedy�s place in Hallam Street,� MacBride said.
He sat in back, bounced slightly as Gahagan went over the rounded apron leading to the street.
Gahagan said, �It�s a fine day. It�s the kind of day I like. I like this here time of year. I like��
�Shut up. I�m trying to think.�
�Take my wife, now��
�You got her, you keep her. And shut up.�
Gahagan sighed, wagged his head and grooved the car through the bright, mellow morning. Hallam Street was in a quiet, unpretentious part of town, and the rooming-house where Kennedy lived was like many other rooming-houses in Hallam Street. The street had a washed look, like those Pennsylvania Dutch towns.
MacBride went in and rapped at Kennedy�s door. Entering the room, he saw Kennedy sitting on the bed in his pajamas, with an ice-bag on his head, and staring reflectively at a huge Saint Bernard dog.
MacBride said, �I never knew you owned a dog.�
�Neither did I,� Kennedy said.
�Where�d you get him?�
�I don�t know. I woke up and there he was.�
The dog looked gravely at MacBride.
�He�s big enough,� MacBride said.
�Every time he puts his paws on my chest he knocks me down. He�s knocked me down six times this morning. Well-meaning chap, though. I wish I knew how I came to possess him. It reminds me of the time I woke up one morning and found a donkey in my room. Animals must like me.�
�Well, when you get tight��
�Kind of pet him, Steve, so I can get dressed.�
MacBride sat down and stroked the dog and Kennedy rose and began to fumble into his clothing.
�Know anything about Dolly Ireland, Kennedy?�
�Who? Dolly Ireland? Sure. I think she�s a dress model these days. Fitz used to run around a lot with her. You�d see them at all the places. They looked swell together. Dolly�s one of these girls � well, you know, she walks right up to you, sticks out her hand and says, �Hi, boy.� I always thought she was pretty regular, though I saw her get mad once and crown a guy with a bottle.�
�Was Fitz and her, you know, ever that way?�
�You mean that way? Well, it�s hard to say. They were together a lot, but it always looked like a sister and brother act to me. I wish I knew how I got that dog.�
�Where does Dolly work?�
�Over on Central Avenue. Maffee�s.�
MacBride stood up and the dog reared and pushed him down onto the bed. The skipper grinned, cuffed the dog and said, �Some dog, Kennedy.�
�They carry brandy around in the Alps.�

Chapter VI

MacBride went to Maffee�s on Central Avenue and was told that Dolly Ireland had not come in. They gave him her address and he had Gahagan drive him to 598 Moor Street. It was a five-storied walk-up and he found Dolly Ireland�s name alongside a door on the third floor. When she opened the door he could smell coffee making.
�I�m MacBride from Headquarters,� he said.
�Yes?�
�Talk to you,� he said, inviting himself in with a gesture.
She was dressed in a white shirtwaist and a snug skirt of speckled gray flannel. Her yellow hair was long, it was pulled tight around the back of her neck and rolled in a bun on her left ear. Her face was a little bony, with wide, sensuous, attractive lips, and her eyes were very blue.
�Sure,� she said, motioning him in. �I�m just making breakfast.�
�Hate to interrupt,� he said, going in and sitting down when she nodded to an armchair.
A tea-wagon was set for one.
�Have some coffee?� she asked.
�Smells good. Yeah.�
She poured out two cups and nibbled on a piece of toast.
He said, �Murder�s pretty serious, ain�t it, Miss Ireland?�
�You ought to know, Captain; you handle enough of it.�
�Yeah. What were you doing down around Union Station last night, about eight, with Steamboat Hodge?�
She looked at him, gave a startled smile. �Boy, you get around, don�t you?�
�I hear things.�
�Well, there�s a dress shop in the station run by a friend of mine, Nora Burns, and I stopped by to tell her that Maffee had a few samples she ought to buy. I was on my way to the Million Club. When I left the station, it was by the north door, I ran into Steamboat. Steamboat always goes down to the station to buy his old home-town newspaper. He was born and brought up in Detroit, you know. Well, he was pretty drunk. I took him by the arm and walked him past the station. I remember he stopped to give a blind man a quarter and he said, �Buddy, it�s tough you�re blind, because you can�t see a looker here � a real gal � Miss Dolly Ireland.� I shushed him and we walked on for about three blocks, but he said he had a date some place and I shoved him in a cab and then took one myself.�
MacBride looked into his coffee and said, �H�m.� Then he said, swirling the coffee around, �I got to ask personal questions sometimes. I got to ask you were you ever in love with Fitz?�
She smiled ruefully. �That is personal.�
�Yeah, I know.�
She sighed. �Fitz is one of those men � one of those grand men. But I don�t know, we just seemed to eat and drink and dance a bit and kid around. Being around Fitz was always comfortable.�
�That�s a part-way answer, ain�t it?�
She smiled ruefully again. �Yes, I guess it is. Fitz used to look at the moon with me a lot but I was never up there in the moon. It was just as well. We always had good times. He�s getting what he�s always wanted and I�m mighty glad.�
�You don�t look sore.�
�Why should I? I�m no sorehead. Why be sore when a grand guy like Fitz makes the grade?�
MacBride finished his cup of coffee. �Where�s Steamboat?�
�The last I saw of Steamboat was when I put him in that cab I told you about.� She suddenly looked at MacBride with very level eyes. �I saw Fitz late last night. He didn�t look good. What�s up?�
�I don�t know. There�s a chance Steamboat knocked off Tiny Torgensen.�
She put out a hand. �My God, don�t let Fitz know that! All Fitz has done for Steamboat, if he found out Steamboat killed Torgensen��
�I know, I know,� MacBride muttered. �That�s why I�m trying to find Steamboat. I think Fitz suspects.�
Her face had gone white. �Poor Fitz! Poor Fitz!�
When MacBride walked out on the sidewalk Gahagan was beating himself on the chest with his fists and saying, �Ah, wotta day, wotta day! I feel like a million bucks. I could write a pome, I could. A pome I could write.�
MacBride, not paying any attention, stood for a minute nibbling his lip and staring narrow-eyed into space. Gahagan kept on pounding himself on the chest, and finally MacBride looked at him, made a sour face and said:
�What the hell are you doing?�
Gahagan threw up his arms, shrugged, and climbed disconsolately in behind the wheel.
At Headquarters Marcia Friel was waiting with her brother. Her face looked a little drawn. �Captain...� she said.
The skipper was rapt in thought and a kind of hard, bony dignity. He pulled himself out of it. �Yes, Miss Friel.�
Lewis Friel said, �It�s about Fitz.�
�I saw him this morning,� Marcia said. �I think he was out all night. He wouldn�t admit it, but I think he was. Can�t you do something? Can�t you go to him and talk to him? Can�t you advise him to sell his business to anyone who wants to buy it? I know it was admirable of him to want to sell only to Torgensen, but now that Torgensen�s dead, why, what does it matter? If he got out of the business now, it might help him a lot.�
Lewis Friel�s brows were knotted seriously. He said suddenly, �I�m afraid, even, that he might not sell at all now, and if he doesn�t, I�m out of luck. I�ve got this real-estate business all set up, I put a lot of money into it, and if Fitz backs out, I�m sunk.�
Marcia said, �Oh, forget about your business, Lewis. We�ve got to think about Fitz first. I don�t know... somehow� � she shuddered � �I�m afraid for him. That look in his eyes.�
MacBride muttered, �I�ll have another talk with him today.�
He went up to his office and spent an hour on routine matters. At noon he released everybody in the holdover. He tried to get hold of Mularkey and phoned three places but could not locate him. He phoned Steamboat�s place in Lyons Street and the man on duty there had nothing to report. At twelve-thirty Moriarity blew in and said:
�What�s wrong with Kennedy?�
�Well, what is?�
�It�s his day off and he won�t take a drink. He�s busier than a guy juggling eight balls. Running around town, turning down drinks.�
�Probably looking for Steamboat.�
�I asked him and he said no.�
�Well, that�s Kennedy for you. He gets tired of ideas quick. Soon as he gets me tied up in an idea, he drops it and goes looking for another one. I think he does it just to annoy me.�
At three o�clock Bettdecken phoned from the central-room desk and said, �I hear a guy�s been killed down in the Shane Hotel. I thought maybe you�d wanna know.�

Chapter VII

The Shane was a second-class hotel out on Wolff Avenue. It was pretty crowded. It was always pretty crowded, for it was hard by the wholesale houses. MacBride weaved through the people in the lobby and went up to the desk showing his badge.
�Where�s the trouble?� he asked the clerk.
�Ten-twelve.�
The skipper went up in a noisy, crowded elevator, got out at the tenth floor and went down a narrow corridor checking off door numbers. He opened 1012 and a cop turned and looked at him and then touched his cap indifferently.
It was a single room with a metal bed painted brown and with a grain, to look like wood. Two precinct detectives, Klein and Marsotto, were standing with their hands on their hips. A man from the coroner�s office was rolling down his sleeves. There were three uniformed cops besides the one standing at the door. The dead man lay on the floor with his head smashed.
MacBride said, �That�s Steamboat Hodge.�
Marsotto turned. �Yeah. That�s what I told Klein. He was registered as J. Martin, though.�
�He was hiding out,� MacBride said.
�That�s what I thought.�
�What time did it happen?�
�Well,� said Marsotto, �a guy in the room below heard a racket up here at a quarter to three. He phoned the desk and told �em to send somebody up and quiet it, account of he had a headache. About five minutes later they sent a guy up and he found this. When he arrived, that chair was overturned, that bureau was knocked cockeyed, and there was blood in the bathroom where somebody�d washed.�
MacBride asked, �What was he hit with?�
Marsotto pointed. �That pinch bottle there. It was washed when the guy washed his hands and I�ll bet you don�t find any fingerprints on it.�
�Anything else I ought to know?�
�Well, the clerk said that at about half-past one this guy came down to the desk and asked for an envelope, a thick one, they were safe-keeping for him.� He pointed. �There�s the envelope but there ain�t nothing in it. Whatever was in it, it was snatched.�
�Anything else?�
�Yeah. One of the elevator lads said that about the time it happened he took on a guy here. The guy�s hat was dented in and he was drying his hands on his handkerchief. The guy was tall, with kind of long flat cheeks and sandy hair.� He glanced at MacBride. �It sounds like Fitz Mularkey. We ain�t touched anything here, there might be prints. Rugge is on his way over here now.�
�Find a gun?�
�Yeah. Steamboat�s old double-action Colt with his initials carved in the bone handle. I�m holding that for Rugge too. It was halfway across the room from Steamboat, by the bureau. The way it looks, well, fingerprints have been rubbed from everything. You can tell on the bed there and on the basin in the bathroom and the mirror � all around here.�
MacBride was laconic: �Well, you don�t need me here. I�ll go over and see Fitz.�
He went downstairs and walked into the hotel bar and had a beer. He sipped thoughtfully of the beer, his face expressionless as a slab of wood. Usually he drank beer down with a couple of swallows. This time he took it like wine. He paid up and brooded his way through the lobby and out to the street where the Buick was parked. Gahagan was posing for a picture which a couple of young girls, obviously tourists, were taking.
�I wisht I had me medals along,� Gahagan was telling them.
�What medals?� MacBride asked.
Gahagan made a petulant face and shoved in behind the wheel. MacBride climbed in back. �Fitz�s place,� he said.
�The Million Club?�
�No. Where he lives. Wait. Go to the Million Club first.�
There was an early cocktail crowd at the Million Club when MacBride got there. He found Tom Carney in the bar and said:
�I hear a couple of your boys took a gun away from Steamboat last night.� He added, �Don�t try to think up any fast ones.�
Carney laughed shortly, a little puzzled. �Well, sure. Yeah. We took a gun away from him. He didn�t have it out. We just took it away from him and sent him on his way.�
�What�d you do with it?�
�Stuck it in the safe.�
�Get it.�
�Sure. Come along.�
They went into the office and MacBride stood dour-faced while Carney took a key and opened the wall safe. The gun was not there. Carney turned from the safe shaking his head in puzzlement.
MacBride growled. �Who else has a key to it?�
�Hell, only Fitz.�
�That�s enough.�
Outside, he said to Gahagan, �Now go to Fitz�s place where he lives.�
Going up in the elevator, the skipper seemed to sag a bit. There was a look around his mouth as though a bitter taste were in it. His face appeared to grow more haggard as the elevator climbed and he rubbed his hands against his thighs because his palms were sweaty. He looked leaner, thinner, as he walked down the corridor, and his head was forward, his jaw hanging, and his shoulders appeared lifeless. There was not about him that usual snap and self-certainty when he reached the door to the apartment. He hesitated. Indecision, hardly ever a part of him, crinkled across his face and down his body. He licked his lips. He put his finger on the bell-button, hesitated, then poked it hard. His hand went toward his gun but he shook his head and took his hand away again. He straightened his shoulders, cleared his throat. He ground every hint of emotion out of his face.
A houseman opened the door.
MacBride thrust him aside, walked down the entrance hall and out into the center of the living-room, where he stopped, for no one was in the room. The houseman came in timidly.
�Where�s Mr. Mularkey?� the skipper asked.
�I think�� The houseman looked aloft towards the gallery.
MacBride went up.
Mularkey was in his den at the end of the gallery. He sat in the big desk chair, his hat, bashed in, on his head and his gloved hands resting palms down on the desk. He gave MacBride a brief, uninterested, absent-minded glance, and then returned his stare to the surface of the desk.
The skipper said, �I�ve come to get you, Fitz.�
�Yeah,� Mularkey muttered.
His fancy books, which he never read, circled him and added a strange dignity to the utter silence. He took a fresh cigar from his pocket, put it between his lips but did not light it. He leaned forward, putting his elbows on the desk, rubbing his gloved hands slowly together.
�Why�d you do it, Fitz?� the skipper asked.
Mularkey kept rubbing his hands slowly together, staring at the cased books which he never read. �He killed Tiny.�
�You promised me��
�H�m. He threatened to kill Marcia. He told me he�d kill Marcia.�
Into the minute�s silence that followed MacBride said, �Why didn�t you phone me and let me take him?�
�I d� know,� Mularkey murmured. �I d� know.�
MacBride dropped into a chair as though someone had smacked him across the back of the knees. His face was heavy, bitter, disgusted.
�That�s all right, Steve,� Mularkey said slowly.
MacBride said, �It�s tough, Fitz, that you won�t be able to plead self-defense.�
Mularkey looked at him.
�I know,� MacBride said, �that Steamboat�s gun was taken away from him last night and put in your safe. You took it out.� He added, �You took it over to his hotel and left it there.�
Mularkey leaned back. �You�re right. You can�t blame me for trying.�
MacBride said, �What did you take out of that envelope?�
�What envelope?�
�There was an envelope that Steamboat got out of the hotel safe before you got there. The clerk said it felt pretty thick. The envelope was empty when the precinct men got there.�
Mularkey looked confused, his eyes flicking many times at the skipper. Then he shrugged. �Hell, I don�t know. I don�t know anything about that.�
MacBride went on: �Another thing. You took a lot of care about wiping away fingerprints, which seems funny when you had no intention, as far as I can make out, of trying to scram.�
Mularkey looked morose. �Hell, when I got back here I thought, what�s the use?�
�Did you ever hear of Dolly Ireland crowning a guy with a bottle once?�
�Dolly?... No. Why?�
�I don�t know. Except that Steamboat was crowned with a bottle.�
Mularkey put a chill look on him, then smiled. �It was the only thing handy I could crown him with. I know you�re trying hard as hell to give me a break, Steve, and thanks. I could�ve forgiven Steamboat about Tiny, maybe. It was when he said he�d kill Marcia that I saw red.�
MacBride was looking hard at him, thinking hard. The skipper said, �It means the chair, Fitz. You went there deliberately to kill Steamboat. It means weeks and months of trial and then more weeks in the death house. It means...�
Mularkey frowned and rubbed his jaw with his thumbnail. Then he stood up and tossed away his unlit cigar. He casually opened his desk drawer and pulled out a gun and said:
�I just pulled a gun on you.�
�Yeah, I see.�
�Okey, Steve. I pulled a gun on a cop. Pull your own and let me have it. I can take the chair but I can�t be pestered by a long-drawn-out trial.�
�Put the gun away.�
�Do what I tell you.�
�Put it away.�
�If you don�t, I�m going to slam out of here and in an hour you�ll have every cop in town after me � so do as I tell you.�
MacBride pulled his gun and it banged in his hand. Mularkey�s gun fell to the floor and he looked down stupidly at his bloody right hand. He said almost sorrowfully:
�You only got me in the hand.�
�Yeah. Where did you think I�d get you?�
Mularkey grimaced. MacBride crossed the room looking for the slug that had glanced off Mularkey�s hand. He saw a tear along the backs of three books, high up.
�Get one of those books, Steve.�
MacBride had to get up on his toes, and as he was toppling one of the books out, Mularkey scooped up his gun in his left hand and jammed it against MacBride�s back.
�Drop your gun, Steve.�
�You go on being funny, huh?�
�Drop it. I�d hate like hell to drill you, pal, but I�m a desperate man.�
MacBride dropped his gun. Mularkey shoved him roughly forward and was able to pick up the discarded gun with his bloody right hand.
He said, �I�ll leave it with the elevator boy.�
MacBride said in a thick, emotional voice, �The next time I see you, Fitz, it�ll probably be on a slab in the morgue.�
�I just can�t stand a long trial,� Mularkey said.
He backed out of the den, disappeared at a run. The skipper did not start after him. He took out his battered briar and his worn tobacco pouch and loaded the bowl to a little less than flush. He lit up slowly, then blew out the latch and walked down to the living-room. In the elevator, he said to the boy:
�Did Mr. Mularkey leave me something?�
�He left a gun for Captain MacBride.�
�Thanks.�

Chapter VIII

When MacBride entered the small lobby of the apartment house where Dolly Ireland lived, the janitor was polishing the brass top of the newel post. The skipper had forgotten the number of her apartment. He said to the janitor:
�What�s Miss Ireland�s apartment?�
�Thirty-two.�
MacBride drummed up the staircase, heard the janitor say: �But she ain�t in.�
The skipper came down again.
�When�d she leave?�
The janitor made a gesture of taking his hat off but didn�t. �Oh, half an hour ago. I carried her bag out and got her a cab.�
�Bag, huh?� the skipper muttered to himself.
�Yop. Went to Union Station.�
�What�d her bag look like?�
�Black. I guess patent leather. D.I. on it, so it was hers.�
MacBride strode out to the Buick and said, �Burn it to Union Station, Gahagan. Siren and all.�
That was right up Gahagan�s alley. He opened the car wide and broadcast with the siren. People, cars swept out of his way. He waved to cops he knew.
�Never mind waving!� MacBride shouted. �When you do seventy, keep both hands on the wheel!�
Gahagan arrived in front of Union Station with the siren screaming and instantly cops came running from all directions. MacBride hopped off and pounded his heels into the waiting room. The clock above the information booth said 4:52. MacBride went on to the train gates. Two boards were up showing trains scheduled to leave at 5:30 and 5:55. He went back into the waiting room. Nowhere did he see Dolly Ireland. Of the man in the information booth he asked:
�What was the last train to leave here and where was it bound?�
�The last was the Twilight Flyer, for Boston. It pulled out at four-forty.�
�What was the one before that?�
�A local for New York. She pulled out at three-fifty.�
The skipper checked up with the porters. One said he had carried a black patent leather suitcase for a woman boarding the Twilight Flyer. MacBride banged into a phone booth, called Headquarters. He consulted a time table, held it to the light while he said into the transmitter:
�Call the state police barracks at Bencroft and tell �em to board the Twilight Flyer, due there in twenty minutes. Tell �em to take off a Dolly Ireland. She�s traveling with a black patent leather suitcase with the letters D.I. on it. She�s a tall, good-looking blonde about twenty-eight. Ask �em to run her back here in a car to Headquarters � quick.�
He hung up and sailed out of the station; said to the dozen cops gathered round the Buick, �Okey, boys; it�s nothing,� and climbed in. �Headquarters, Gahagan.�
�Siren and all?�
�No. You�ve had your fun.�
The skipper strode into Headquarters with his shoulders squared, his arms swinging, the cuffs of his trousers slapping his ankles.
Bettdecken said, �I hear Mularkey was the bad boy o� the Steamboat killing. You sent out an alarm for him yet?�
�No.�
�Gonna?�
�No.�
MacBride went to his office and crammed his pipe and pulled hard on it. He had held off the general alarm for Mularkey because he had an idea Mularkey was determined to be taken only after a gunfight. The skipper was sure of this. But he wasn�t so sure that Mularkey had told the truth. He went back mentally to the scene of the crime, the words of the precinct man on the case. He made notes, put down a lot of numbers, scratched his head and shook it and sucked on his pipe and when it was empty loaded it again.
At 5:25 the Bencroft barracks called. Dolly Ireland had been taken off the train and was being rushed back to Richmond City by automobile. The skipper hung up, rose and took a satisfied punch at the air. The door opened and Kennedy drifted in, saying:
�So Steamboat got it, eh?�
�Plenty.�
�I told you you were wasting your time rounding up all those heels.�
MacBride grinned ferociously. �Oh, yeah? Well, don�t kid yourself, baby. I rounded �em up and Pickney Sax got sore and came here and we had an argument and out of that argument I learned things. I learned that not only was Steamboat around Union Station when Torgensen was killed, but Dolly Ireland was there too. I pull boners sometimes. Okey, I do. But sometimes a boner turns over and you learn things.� He flexed his shoulders, smacked his hands together and said, �You just sit here, Kennedy.� He opened a drawer, pulled out a bottle. �Nuzzle this bottle and hang around and see what Daddy MacBride will have to show you.�
Kennedy took a drink, looked at it. �So now you think Dolly Ireland is mixed up in it.�
�I wouldn�t tell you a thing, boy. You just sit and wait.�
Kennedy smiled. �Okey, big fella. Your liquor�s good, the chair is comfortable and I don�t mind your company too much.�
The skipper sat down to a mass of desk work. �And shut up. I got to get caught up here.�
At half-past six Kennedy was in a mellow alcoholic fog and MacBride was putting aside his last paper. The phone rang and the skipper scooped it up, said, �Yup... You bet. Right away.�
Two minutes later the door opened and a state police sergeant carrying a black patent leather suitcase, came in with Dolly Ireland.
�Thanks, Sergeant,� MacBride said.
�Don�t mention it.�
�Wait downstairs, will you?�
�Sure thing.�
Kennedy, looking a little befuddled, put his sixth drink aside and passed his fingers across his face. Dolly Ireland stood where the sergeant had left her, just inside the door. Her face was flushed, her eyes were alive with uncertainty, but her lips were set.
MacBride was dour. �Sit down,� he said.
She sat down, inhaled and then let her breath out slowly.
�Why�d you beat it?� asked MacBride, watching her narrowly.
�I didn�t beat it,� she said.
�Just went away, huh?�
She nodded. �Just went away. Took a little trip � or started to.�
�When did you decide to take the trip?�
She shrugged. �On the spur of the moment.�
�After Steamboat was killed?�
Her eyes snapped upward. They widened. They stared first at Kennedy, then at MacBride. Confusion left its red trail down across her cheeks and round her neck. Her lips stumbled and her hands trembled.
MacBride said, �Were you afraid that Steamboat, going around drunk the way he was, would pop off about you and him getting together to kill Tiny Torgensen?�
Her confusion kept her speechless.
�Did you,� MacBride asked, �put Steamboat up to kill Torgensen?�
She flared, �No!�
�You killed Steamboat with a bottle, didn�t you?�
She grimaced.
MacBride pointed. �You killed Steamboat with a bottle and Fitz took the blame for it!�
�What is this, what is this?� she said brokenly.
MacBride was stern. �Things don�t hang together. Fitz confessed to killing Steamboat. But listen to this. At the scene of the crime, Steamboat�s room in the Hotel Shane, a lot of care was taken to wipe away all fingerprints. It takes time to do that, to go over everything carefully. I judge it would take at least ten minutes and very likely more. A guy in a room under Steamboat�s heard sounds of a fight and called the desk to send up somebody to stop it. Five minutes later the desk sent up a guy. The guy found Steamboat dead.�
MacBride paused. His eyes got hard.
�Now Fitz had to finish his fight and wipe out all those prints in five minutes. And if he did that � just suppose, for the sake of argument, he did � why should he leave the hotel with his hat bashed in and wiping his hands dry on his handkerchief? Fitz didn�t kill Steamboat. You did and Fitz covered you. Now listen to me, lady. Something was stolen when Steamboat was killed. Something out of an envelope. Fitz didn�t know that. He looked surprised when I told him.�
The skipper stood up and said, �Open your bag.�
�No.�
�Okey, I�ll open it.�
She cried, �You leave it alone!�
Kennedy stood up and crossed to her. �Come on, Dolly. Give me the key.�
She stared up at him with a stricken look.
His eyes were lazy, without expression. He held his hand out and after a minute she gave him a key. He knelt and opened the suitcase and MacBride leaned over the spittoon to knock out his pipe. Kennedy slipped a small photograph swiftly up his sleeve and MacBride came over from the spittoon and got down on his knees. The skipper ransacked the suitcase while Kennedy knelt, watching him absently. MacBride found nothing of interest.
He stood up and looked down slyly at Dolly Ireland. She was crying. He grunted, said, �That won�t get you anything here.�
Kennedy tapped a yawn. �What time did you say Steamboat was murdered?�
�About a quarter to three,� MacBride growled.
�Well,� said Kennedy, �that�s funny. I was with Dolly from half-past one till three o�clock.�
MacBride spun, stabbed him with a dark stare.
�At the English Chop House, eating,� Kennedy added, �in case you want to check up.�
The door opened and Haims, the ballistics expert, stood in the doorway holding Steamboat�s bone-handled revolver. He said, �This ain�t the gun that killed Torgensen.�
MacBride muttered, �Did you check up carefully?�
�I didn�t have to. This is a forty-five. Torgensen was killed with a thirty-eight.�
MacBride�s eyes glittered, his lips snapped shut. He turned on the annunciator, rapped into it, �Pick up Pickney Sax!�
Kennedy was saying, �Haims, try this one,� as he withdrew from his inside pocket a .38 short-barreled revolver.
MacBride clipped, �Where�d you get that?�
�Never mind until we get Haims�s report. What you ought to do now, Skipper, is find Fitz. Have you tried Marcia Friel�s place?�
�Do you mean to tell me Fitz knocked off Tiny?� MacBride demanded.
�I�m not telling you anything. But it might be a good idea to get hold of him.� He turned to Haims, saying, �When you check up on that gun, if I�m not here, phone Western four-one.�

Chapter IX

Marcia Friel�s living-room was long, narrow, with casement windows overlooking Western Drive and the park. She made no attempt to hide a troubled curiosity when MacBride and Kennedy walked in on her. Kennedy dawdled but the skipper moved with vigor and his eyes snapped darkly around the living-room. Lewis Friel shut off a radio to which he had been listening and reached down to squirt charged water into a half-consumed highball.
MacBride said outright, �I�m looking for Fitz.�
Marcia looked at her brother and Lewis Friel tasted his drink and said, �Haven�t seen him since this morning. You remember we told you about that. I haven�t, anyhow. Maybe Marcia has.�
�No,� she said thoughtfully; and to MacBride, �but what�s the matter, what�s wrong?�
�Steamboat Hodge was killed, murdered, at a quarter to three today.�
Lewis Friel said, �Oh-oh,� and set down his glass very carefully.
Marcia Friel began to shake. �But Fitz didn�t do it! He promised me��
�He told me he did,� MacBride said.
Lewis Friel looked puzzled. �But if he told you � I mean I thought you were looking for him.�
�I am,� grunted the skipper. �He got away.�
Marcia sat down, unnerved. �Is this a blow,� she murmured.
Lewis Friel seemed exasperated. �Damn Fitz!� he exclaimed. �I told him, I begged him to let the police handle everything. He�s crazy. He�s � oh, I don�t know � he�s crazy. He must be!�
�Be quiet, Lewis,� Marcia said.
�Oh, yes, be quiet!� he flung back at her. �I spend weeks and months arranging for our business deal � corporation papers and everything � fees � day and night work � I�m no millionaire. I can�t afford��
�Do be quiet,� Marcia said in a muffled voice.
MacBride said, �Is Fitz here?�
Marcia started. �No � no.� She looked around the room. She looked at Lewis. �Here? No, I haven�t seen him since early this morning.�
Kennedy had wandered to the far end of the room and was standing in front of a console scattered with cigarette boxes, glasses, and several decanters of liquor. He turned and cut aimlessly across the room and sat down.
MacBride said, �I�ll have to look.�
�Oh, don�t be foolish,� Lewis Friel said. �Fitz is not here.�
The skipper was stubborn. He visited the dining-room, the kitchen, two bathrooms, and two bedrooms. Returning to the living-room, he said:
�Has he been here since noon?�
Marcia was on the point of tears. �Oh, no � no!� she cried.
�I want the truth,� the skipper blared, pointing. �You�re close to him, both of you, and I want the truth. I want to know where he is. I want to get him personally. If I don�t, if I have to send out a general alarm for him, he�ll be killed. He threatened to shoot it out and he will � and he�ll be riddled!�
Lewis Friel ground fist into palm and said, �The fool, the fool! The utter fool!�
Kennedy said, �Could I, by the way, have a drink?�
Marcia rose out of pure nervousness and said, �I�ll get it for you.�
�Just straight, please.�
She crossed the room to the console, picked up a glass and one of the decanters. Then suddenly she dropped both, staggered, and caught hold of the edge of the table. The decanter hit the floor, its glass stopper popped out and its contents flowed out. Lewis Friel strode across the room, his eyes dark with concern, and took hold of her.
�Marcia!� he said.
�Have her lay down,� the skipper said. �This business probably got her down. Come on, Kennedy; let�s blow.�
Marcia suddenly screamed hysterically. Lewis put his hand over her mouth and cried, �Marcia, get hold of yourself!�
But she screamed again, half laughing, through his fingers. MacBride crossed to her saying, �Come, now, Miss Friel. I didn�t mean to upset you...� He took hold of her arm and shook her and it was at about this time that Mularkey came into the room with his left hand in his pocket and in his right hand a gun.
�Quit it, Steve,� he growled.
MacBride turned on his heel and looked at him, unbuttoning his coat as he did so.
�Watch your hand, Steve,� Mularkey said wearily. He looked worn and haggard and the fine dignity with which he used to carry himself was gone. He looked like a sick man, his face drained and its muscles sagging. Only in his eyes was there life � a chill blue glare, unwavering.
He demanded, �Why didn�t you turn in a general alarm on me? I gave you the chance. I tell you I won�t be taken alive!� His breath pounded hoarsely. �You don�t have to go soft about old friendships. I�m not asking for a break.�
Marcia had covered her face with her hands.
Mularkey ground on, �You can�t pick on Marcia. I won�t let you do it. Marcia, go in your bedroom. Lewis, you take her in and close the door. Take her in, I tell you!�
From the depths of the chair in which Kennedy lounged he said, �Wait.�
Mularkey roared, �Pay no attention to him!�
�Wait,� said Kennedy. He rose, looking slightly foggy and unsteady on his feet. �Mr. Friel...�
Lewis Friel looked at him across Marcia�s shoulder.
�Now listen, Kennedy,� MacBride said, �don�t show off.�
Ignoring the skipper, Kennedy said, �Mr. Friel��
The ringing of the telephone bell interrupted him. Lewis Friel went over to answer it. He turned and said to Kennedy:
�It�s for you.�
Kennedy crossed the room and picked up the instrument. �Yes, this is Kennedy... I see... Well, thank you so much, my friend.�
He hung up, scratched his head, then said, �Oh, yes... Mr. Friel. When I stopped by your office today for a little chat about your proposed partnership with Fitz, I remarked that you looked like a pretty strong fellow. Then I said that I�d never been able to gain any and that that was funny, because my old man was a big strapping fellow and so was my mother pretty large. You said it was not unusual in your case, though you didn�t think you were particularly heavy � not as heavy as your late father, who you said was over six feet. Do you remember that?�
Friel chuckled. �Why, of course.�
�Kennedy,� barked Mularkey, �you keep your mouth shut and��
�Miss Friel,� said Kennedy, �in that little chat we had today when we met on the corner of Belmont and Grove I said jokingly that I�d like to take you dancing sometime but that I was too short. Offhand I asked you if you took after your father or mother. You said your mother. You said your father was short.�
Mularkey came towards him threateningly, while still keeping an eye on MacBride.
Kennedy held his ground and said quietly to Mularkey, �He said his father was tall and she said her father was short. So what? So they aren�t sister and brother. Steamboat�s .45 never killed Torgensen. Torgensen was killed by a .38. That phone call I just had was from Headquarters. They�ve got the gun over there. I found it in a dump heap across the way from the station. Haims at Headquarters says it checks with slugs found in Torgensen. A dealer down in Beaumont Street told me he sold it to Lewis Friel.�
Friel shouted, �That�s a lie!�
�You can�t prove it�s a lie.�
�Oh, can�t I?� snapped Friel. He pulled a gun from his pocket and said, �There�s my gun and I�ll face that dealer and make him prove he sold me the gun you�re talking about.�
Kennedy said, �Steve, take a look at his gun.�
MacBride strode across towards Friel. Something snapped in Friel�s eyes and he jumped back. �Hold on there!� he said.
MacBride scowled. �Don�t point that gun at me.�
�I�m pointing it at you.�
Marcia said, �I�ve got �em from this side, Lewis.�
Kennedy turned. Marcia Friel was holding a very small automatic.
Lewis Friel said to Kennedy. �You almost trapped me, smart boy.�
�What do you mean, almost?� Kennedy drawled.
Mularkey was now the most dazed man in the room. His mouth hung open and his eyes gaped, the gun in his hand drooped.
�Nobody moves,� Lewis Friel said; and to Marcia, �Get your hat and coat and my hat and that cash out of the bureau. Pick up all pictures, too.�
She moved with alacrity, going into the bedroom and returning in a moment with her hat and coat on. She gave Lewis his hat, said:
�All right, I have the money.�
Friel said: �Drop your gun, Fitz.�
Mularkey dropped it, still in a daze.
�If you make one pass at yours, MacBride,� Friel said, �I�ll drill you. That goes for you too, Kennedy.�
MacBride�s face was wooden. �Get going,� he muttered.
�We intend to. Come on, Marcia.�
They backed up swiftly to the far end of the room, glanced at the door through which they must go into the foyer. The skipper stood motionless, his hands raised, his right hand dropping imperceptibly, the fingers already formed to grip a gun�s butt. The girl and the man must have realized that their greatest danger lay at the doorway. MacBride realized this too. His eyes were sharp and hard and narrowed down.
Mularkey came out of his daze. It seemed as though all at once he put two and two together. Chagrin, humiliation, an awful sadness � all these grew up and out of his eyes. He swallowed hard. He looked at MacBride. He was so near that he could see the slight lowering of the skipper�s right hand, the tilt of his shoulder, the hawklike expression on his face.
A great dignity came back to Mularkey. He laughed. It was a rich, round laugh, and it boomed in the room. He swept down towards the gun which he had discarded. It was practical suicide. Lewis Friel fired and Mularkey laughed as he was hit and tried in a vague, fuddled way to get his fingers around the gun. The skipper�s body seemed to weave and out of its weaving came his gun. The gun cleared and exploded simultaneously.
Lewis Friel jerked against the wall. Marcia fired. Cold-faced, hot-eyed, she held her gun up and fired again. The second one stabbed MacBride in the leg. She held her gun trained on him for a third shot. There was a twitch on his lip as he fired and a gagged feeling in his throat as he saw her drop her gun.
Mularkey was down on his hands and knees and sagging lower. He was laughing quietly, reflectively, and still trying to pick up the gun. Kennedy, who was unarmed, took it away from him. Ducked as two explosions banged in the room. One of those was MacBride�s. Lewis Friel�s smoking gun came up again. MacBride pressed his own trigger. It clicked. Kennedy fired and Lewis Friel turned away and fell through the doorway into the foyer. They could still see his feet. The feet did not move.
The skipper stood licking his dry lips. He moved his leg and felt the warm blood trickling. He limped across to where Mularkey was now sitting on the floor. Kennedy was telephoning for an ambulance. MacBride sat down on the floor beside Mularkey.
�How you feeling, Fitz?�
�I dunno,� Mularkey said. A dreamy smile was on his face. �Funny, ain�t it? Funny...� He laughed brokenly. �When I was feeling mixed up and lousy all day today, I kinda felt like seeing Dolly Ireland. Funny, huh?�

Chapter X

MacBride, lying in a hospital bed, said, �Talk to me, Kennedy.�
�Well,� said Kennedy, �they weren�t brother and sister. She was going to marry Fitz for his dough. Lewis was going to manage the dough. She talked plenty in order to clear herself of the murder of Steamboat. Lewis killed Steamboat. It seems Steamboat raided her apartment one night and found some letters buried in an old trunk. Love letters, from Lewis to Marcia while she was in Boston, before she came here. In one of them Lewis wrote of meeting Fitz and about Fitz yearning to meet a real high-class gal. Lewis suggested that she come down and pose as his sister. Well, Steamboat wrote her a letter the other day � we saw part of it in the impressions on that pad we found in Steamboat�s room. He gave her hell and, the part we didn�t see, he told her he had no intention of telling Fitz if she�d clear out. She phoned him and told him she�d like to see him.
�Well, he wouldn�t go to her place and she wouldn�t go to his, so he said he�d take a room at the Shane. But she didn�t go. She sent Lewis. Steamboat was drunk. He told Lewis he had letters that would prove they weren�t brother and sister. He waved them at Lewis. Lewis conked him with the bottle and took the letters and ran back to tell Marcia what he�d done. Marcia, to save him, went to Fitz and told Fitz that she�d killed Steamboat because Steamboat had attacked her because she wouldn�t promise to leave Fitz. She also told Fitz that Steamboat�d told her he killed Tiny. Fitz sent her home. He reached the hotel an hour after Steamboat had been killed. He wiped everything clean of fingerprints, then smashed some furniture around and walked out, to make it seem, by the noise, that the killing happened an hour later than it actually did.�
�Where does Dolly fit in?�
�I�d been wondering about Lewis and Marcia. They didn�t look like sister and brother. Just on an off chance I asked first one and then the other about their father. Then I crashed her apartment and found that all her clothes had Boston labels. I swiped a small photograph of her and went to Dolly Ireland. Things began to connect. Torgensen came from Boston. Marcia�s clothes came from Boston. I gave Dolly the photograph, which had the photographer�s name on it, and told her to go to Boston, to the photographer�s, and see what name the picture was registered under. Whatever name she got, she was to go to the names of the dress shops I�d got out of Marcia�s clothes and check up there. You crabbed that by having the state cops drag her back.�
�Why did Marcia faint that time, or almost?�
�Well, I wasn�t sure about anything, so when you had Dolly in the office I opened her bag because I knew she had Marcia�s picture in it. I slipped it out. At the apartment, I put it back where I�d stolen it from � on the console. They�d missed it, and then when they saw it again��
�I catch on. But what about that gun you had Haims examine?�
�I did find it where I said I found it, down near the station. Some jumpy guy must have tossed it away. So when Haims told me over the wire that it didn�t check, I told Lewis that it did just as a gag. He pulled his gun and I meant to have you take that and check it.�
�So they came from Boston?�
Kennedy nodded. �They both knew Tiny Torgensen and they knew that Torgensen knew them as Frank Lewis and Marcy Corson, a couple of high-class, college-bred confidence workers. They had to kill Torgensen. With over a million at stake, they had to stop him from accidentally meeting them some day.�
MacBride sighed. �Poor Fitz... poor old Fitz. He�d have died for that dame.�
�Well, now he�s living for Dolly Ireland. She�s up with him now.�
�Great!� grunted MacBride.
Kennedy stood up. �Well, I�ve got to get along.�
�Stay sober, boy. Well, part sober anyhow... Say, did you ever find out how you got that Saint Bernard?�
�Oh, sure. I traded a sheep dog for it.�
�Sheep dog? Where�d you get the sheep dog?�
�That�s something I haven�t been able to check up on.�
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THE HOUSE IN TURK STREET
Dashiell Hammett

I had been told that the man for whom I was hunting lived in a certain Turk Street block, but my informant hadn�t been able to give me his house number. Thus it came about that late one rainy afternoon I was canvassing this certain block, ringing each bell, and reciting a myth that went like this:
�I�m from the law office of Wellington and Berkeley. One of our clients � an elderly lady � was thrown from the rear platform of a street car last week and severely injured. Among those who witnessed the accident was a young man whose name we don�t know. But we have been told that he lives in this neighborhood.� Then I would describe the man I wanted, and wind up: �Do you know of anyone who looks like that?�
All down one side of the block the answers were: �No,� �No,� �No.�
I crossed the street and started on the other side. The first house: �No.� The second: �No.� The third. The fourth. The fifth�
No one came to the door in answer to my first ring. After a while, I rang again. I had just decided that no one was at home, when the knob turned slowly and a little old woman opened the door. She was a very fragile little old woman, with a piece of grey knitting in one hand, and faded eyes that twinkled pleasantly behind goldrimmed spectacles. She wore a stiffly starched apron over a black dress.
�Good evening,� she said in a thin friendly voice. �I hope you didn�t mind waiting. I always have to peep out to see who�s there before I open the door � an old woman�s timidity.�
�Sorry to disturb you,� I apologized. �But��
�Won�t you come in, please?�
�No, I just want a little information. I won�t take much time.�
�I wish you would come in,� she said, and then added with mock severity, �I�m sure my tea is getting cold.�
She took my damp hat and coat, and I followed her down a narrow hall to a dim room, where a man got up as we entered. He was old too, and stout, with a thin white beard that fell upon a white vest that was as stiffly starched as the woman�s apron.
�Thomas,� the little fragile woman told him; �this is Mr.��
�Tracy,� I said, because that was the name I had given the other residents of the block; but I came as near blushing when I said it as I have in fifteen years. These folks weren�t made to be lied to.
Their name, I learned, was Quarre; and they were an affectionate old couple. She called him �Thomas� every time she spoke to him, rolling the name around in her mouth as if she liked the taste of it. He called her �my dear� just as frequently, and twice he got up to adjust a cushion more comfortably to her frail back.
I had to drink a cup of tea with them and eat some little spiced cookies before I could get them to listen to a question. Then Mrs. Quarre made little sympathetic clicking sounds with her tongue and teeth, while I told about the elderly lady who had fallen off a street car. The old man rumbled in his beard that it was �a damn shame,� and gave me a fat cigar.
Finally I got away from the accident, and described the man I wanted.
�Thomas,� Mrs. Quarre said; �isn�t that the young man who lives in the house with the railing � the one who always looks so worried?�
The old man stroked his snowy beard and pondered for a moment.
�But, my dear,� he rumbled at last; �hasn�t he got dark hair?�
She beamed upon her husband. �Thomas is so observant,� she said with pride. �I had forgotten; but the young man I spoke of does have dark hair, so he couldn�t be the one.�
The old man then suggested that one who lived in the block below might be my man. They discussed this one at some length before they decided that he was too tall and too old. Mrs. Quarre suggested another. They discussed that one, and voted against him. Thomas offered a candidate; he was weighed and discarded. They chattered on.
Darkness settled. The old man turned on a light in a tall lamp that threw a soft yellow circle upon us, and left the rest of the room dim. The room was a large one, and heavy with the thick hangings and bulky horsehair furniture of a generation ago. I didn�t expect to get any information here; but I was comfortable, and the cigar was a good one. Time enough to go out into the drizzle when I had finished my smoke.
Something cold touched the nape of my neck.
�Stand up!�
I didn�t stand up: I couldn�t. I was paralyzed. I sat and blinked at the Quarres.
And looking at them, I knew that something cold couldn�t be against the back of my neck; a harsh voice couldn�t have ordered me to stand up. It wasn�t possible!
Mrs. Quarre still sat primly upright against the cushions her husband had adjusted to her back; her eyes still twinkled with friendliness behind her glasses. The old man still stroked his white beard, and let cigar smoke drift unhurriedly from his nostrils.
They would go on talking about the young men in the neighborhood who might be the man I wanted. Nothing had happened. I had dozed.
�Get up!� The cold thing against my neck jabbed deep into the flesh.
I stood up. �Frisk him,� the harsh voice came from behind.
The old man carefully laid his cigar down, came to me, and ran his hands over my body. Satisfied that I was unarmed, he emptied my pockets, dropping the contents upon the chair that I had just left.
�That�s all,� he told the man behind me, and returned to his chair.
�Turn around, you!� the harsh voice ordered.
I turned and faced a tall, gaunt, raw-boned man of about my own age, which is thirty-five. He had an ugly face � hollow-cheeked, bony, and spattered with big pale freckles. His eyes were of a watery blue, and his nose and chin stuck out abruptly. �Know me?� he asked.
�No.�
�You�re a liar!�
I didn�t argue the point; he was holding a gun in one big freckled hand.
�You�re going to know me pretty well before you�re through with me,� this big ugly man threatened. �You�re going to��
�Hook!� a voice came from a porti�red doorway � the doorway through which the ugly man had no doubt crept up behind me. �Hook, come here!� The voice was feminine � young, clear, and musical.
�What do you want?� the ugly man called over his shoulder.
�He�s here.�
�All right!� He turned to Thomas Quarre. �Keep this joker safe.�
From somewhere among his whiskers, his coat, and his stiff white vest, the old man brought out a big black revolver, which he handled with no signs of unfamiliarity.
The ugly man swept up the things that had been taken from my pockets, and carried them through the porti�res with him.
Mrs. Quarre smiled up at me. �Do sit down, Mr. Tracy,� she said.
I sat.
Through the porti�res a new voice came from the next room; a drawling baritone voice whose accent was unmistakably British; cultured British. �What�s up, Hook?� this voice was asking.
The harsh voice of the ugly man:
�Plenty�s up, I�m telling you! They�re on to us! I started out a while ago; and as soon as I got to the street, I seen a man I knowed on the other side. He was pointed out to me in Philly five-six years ago. I don�t know his name, but I remembered his mug � he�s a Continental Detective Agency man. I came back in right away, and me and Elvira watched him out of the window. He went to every house on the other side of the street, asking questions or something. Then he came over and started to give this side a whirl, and after a while he rings the bell. I tell the old woman and her husband to get him in, stall him along, and see what he says for himself. He�s got a song and dance about looking for a guy what seen an old woman bumped by a street car � but that�s the bunk! He�s gunning for us. I went in and stuck him up just now. I meant to wait till you come, but I was scared he�d get nervous and beat it.�
The British voice: �You shouldn�t have shown yourself to him. The others could have taken care of him.�
Hook: �What�s the diff? Chances is he knows us all anyway. But supposing he didn�t, what diff does it make?�
The drawling British voice: �It may make a deal of difference. It was stupid.�
Hook, blustering: �Stupid, huh? You�re always bellyaching about other people being stupid. To hell with you, I say! Who does all the work? Who�s the guy that swings all the jobs? Huh? Where��
The young feminine voice: �Now, Hook, for God�s sake don�t make that speech again. I�ve listened to it until I know it by heart!�
A rustle of papers, and the British voice: �I say, Hook, you�re correct about his being a detective. Here is an identification card.�
The feminine voice from the next room: �Well, what�s to be done? What�s our play?�
Hook: �That�s easy to answer. We�re going to knock this sleuth off!�
The feminine voice: �And put our necks in the noose?�
Hook, scornfully: �As if they ain�t there if we don�t! You don�t think this guy ain�t after us for the L.A. job, do you?�
The British voice: �You�re an ass, Hook, and a quite hopeless one. Suppose this chap is interested in the Los Angeles affair, as is probable; what then? He is a Continental operative. Is it likely that his organization doesn�t know where he is? Don�t you think they know he was coming up here? And don�t they know as much about us � chances are � as he does? There�s no use killing him. That would only make matters worse. The thing to do is to tie him up and leave him here. His associates will hardly come looking for him until tomorrow.�
My gratitude went out to the British voice! Somebody was in my favor, at least to the extent of letting me live. I hadn�t been feeling very cheerful these last few minutes. Somehow, the fact that I couldn�t see these people who were deciding whether I was to live or die, made my plight seem all the more desperate. I felt better now, though far from gay; I had confidence in the drawling British voice; it was the voice of a man who habitually carries his point.
Hook, bellowing: �Let me tell you something, brother: that guy�s going to be knocked off! That�s flat! I�m taking no chances. You can jaw all you want to about it, but I�m looking out for my own neck and it�ll be a lot safer with that guy where he can�t talk. That�s flat.�
The feminine voice, disgustedly: �Aw, Hook, be reasonable!�
The British voice, still drawling, but dead cold: �There�s no use reasoning with you, Hook, you�ve the instincts and the intellect of a troglodyte. There is only one sort of language that you understand; and I�m going to talk that language to you, my son. If you are tempted to do anything silly between now and the time of our departure, just say this to yourself two or three times: �If he dies, I die.� Say it as if it were out of the Bible � because it�s that true.�
There followed a long space of silence, with a tenseness that made my not particularly sensitive scalp tingle.
When, at last, a voice cut the silence, I jumped as if a gun had been fired; though the voice was low and smooth enough.
It was the British voice, confidently victorious, and I breathed again.
�We�ll get the old people away first,� the voice was saying. �You take charge of our guest, Hook. Tie him up while I get the bonds, and we�ll be gone in less than half an hour.�
The porti�res parted and Hook came into the room � a scowling Hook whose freckles had a greenish tinge against the sallowness of his face. He pointed a revolver at me, and spoke to the Quarres, short and harsh:
�He wants you.� They got up and went into the next room.
Hook, meanwhile, had stepped back to the doorway, still menacing me with his revolver; and pulled loose the plush ropes that were around the heavy curtains. Then he came around behind me, and tied me securely to the highbacked chair; my arms to the chair�s arms, my legs to the chair�s legs, my body to the chair�s back and seat; and he wound up by gagging me with the corner of a cushion that was too well-stuffed.
As he finished lashing me into place, and stepped back to scowl at me, I heard the street door close softly, and then light footsteps ran back and forth overhead.
Hook looked in the direction of those footsteps, and his little watery blue eyes grew cunning. �Elvira!� he called softly.
The porti�res bulged as if someone had touched them, and the musical feminine voice came through. �What?�
�Come here.�
�I�d better not. He wouldn�t��
�Damn him!� Hook flared up. �Come here!�
She came into the room and into the circle of light from the tall l& a girl in her early twenties, slender and lithe, and dressed for the street, except that she carried her hat in one hand. A white face beneath a bobbed mass of flame-colored hair. Smoke-grey eyes that were set too far apart for trustworthiness � though not for beauty � laughed at me; and her red mouth laughed at me, exposing the edges of little sharp animal-teeth. She was as beautiful as the devil, and twice as dangerous.
She laughed at me � a fat man all trussed up with red plush rope, and with the corner of a green cushion in my mouth � and she turned to the ugly man. �What do you want?�
He spoke in an undertone, with a furtive glance at the ceiling, above which soft steps still padded back and forth.
�What say we shake him?�
Her smoke-grey eyes lost their merriment and became calculating.
�There�s a hundred thousand he�s holding � a third of it�s mine. You don�t think I�m going to take a Mickey Finn on that, do you?�
�Course not! Supposing we get the hundred-grand?�
�How?�
�Leave it to me, kid; leave it to me! If I swing it, will you go with me? You know I�ll be good to you.�
She smiled contemptuously, I thought � but he seemed to like it.
�You�re whooping right you�ll be good to me,� she said. �But listen, Hook: we couldn�t get away with it � not unless you get him. I know him! I�m not running away with anything that belongs to him unless he is fixed so that he can�t come after it.�
Hook moistened his lips and looked around the room at nothing. Apparently he didn�t like the thought of tangling with the owner of the British drawl. But his desire for the girl was too strong for his fear.
�I�ll do it!� he blurted. �I�ll get him! Do you mean it, kid? If I get him, you�ll go with me?�
She held out her hand. �It�s a bet,� she said and he believed her.
His ugly face grew warm and red and utterly happy, and he took a deep breath and straightened his shoulders. In his place, I might have believed her myself � all of us have fallen for that sort of thing at one time or another � but sitting tied up on the side-lines, I knew that he�d have been better off playing with a gallon of nitro than with this baby. She was dangerous! There was a rough time ahead for Hook!
�This is the lay�� Hook began, and stopped, tongue-tied.
A step had sounded in the next room.
Immediately the British voice came through the porti�res, and there was exasperation to the drawl now:
�This is really too much! I can�t� � he said reahly and cawnt � �leave for a moment without having things done all wrong. Now just what got into you, Elvira, that you must go in and exhibit yourself to our detective?�
Fear flashed into her smoke-grey eyes, and out again, and she spoke airily. �Don�t be altogether yellow,� she said. �Your precious neck can get along all right without so much guarding.�
The porti�res parted, and I twisted my head around as far as I could get it for my first look at this man who was responsible for my still being alive. I saw a short fat man, hatted and coated for the street, and carrying a tan traveling bag in one hand.
Then his face came into the yellow circle of light, and I saw that it was a Chinese face. A short fat Chinese, immaculately clothed in garments that were as British as his accent.
�It isn�t a matter of color,� he told the girl � and I understood now the full sting of her jibe; �it�s simply a matter of ordinary wisdom.�
His face was a round yellow mask, and his voice was the same emotionless drawl that I had heard before; but I knew that he was as surely under the girl�s sway as the ugly man � or he wouldn�t have let her taunt bring him into the room. But I doubted that she�d find this Anglicized oriental as easily handled as Hook.
�There was no particular need,� the Chinese was still talking, �for this chap to have seen any of us.� He looked at me now for the first time, with little opaque eyes that were like two black seeds. �It�s quite possible that he didn�t know any of us, even by description. This showing ourselves to him is the most arrant sort of nonsense.�
�Aw, hell, Tai!� Hook blustered. �Quit your bellyaching, will you? What�s the diff? I�ll knock him off, and that takes care of that!�
The Chinese set down his tan bag and shook his head.
�There will be no killing,� he drawled, �or there will be quite a bit of killing. You don�t mistake my meaning, do you, Hook?�
Hook didn�t. His Adam�s apple ran up and down with the effort of his swallowing and behind the cushion that was choking me, I thanked the yellow man again.
Then this red-haired she-devil put her spoon in the dish.
�Hook�s always offering to do things that he has no intention of doing,� she told the Chinese.
Hook�s ugly face blazed red at this reminder of his promise to get the Chinese, and he swallowed again, and his eyes looked as if nothing would have suited him better than an opportunity to crawl under something. But the girl had him; her influence was stronger than his cowardice.
He suddenly stepped close to the Chinese, and from his advantage of a full head in height scowled down into the round yellow face.
�Tai,� the ugly man snarled; �you�re done. I�m sick and tired of all this dog you put on � acting like you was a king or something. I�m going to��
He faltered, and his words faded away into silence. Tai looked up at him with eyes that were as hard and black and inhuman as two pieces of coal. Hook�s lips twitched and he flinched away a little.
I stopped sweating. The yellow man had won again. But I had forgotten the red-haired she-devil. She laughed now � a mocking laugh that must have been like a knife to the ugly man.
A bellow came from deep in his chest, and he hurled one big fist into the round blank face of the yellow man.
The force of the punch carried Tai all the way across the room, and threw him on his side in one corner.
But he had twisted his body around to face the ugly man even as he went hurtling across the room � a gun was in his hand before he went down � and he was speaking before his legs had settled upon the floor � and his voice was a cultured British drawl.
�Later,� he was saying; �we will settle this thing that is between us. Just now you will drop your pistol and stand very still while I get up.�
Hook�s revolver � only half out of his pocket when the oriental had covered him � thudded to the rug. He stood rigidly still while Tai got to his feet, and Hook�s breath came out noisily, and each freckle stood ghastily out against the dirty scared white of his face.
I looked at the girl. There was contempt in the eyes with which she looked at Hook, but no disappointment.
Then I made a discovery: something had changed in the room near her!
I shut my eyes and tried to picture that part of the room as it had been before the two men had clashed. Opening my eyes suddenly, I had the answer.
On the table beside the girl had been a book and some magazines. They were gone now. Not two feet from the girl was the tan bag that Tai had brought into the room. Suppose the bag had held the bonds from the Los Angeles job that they had mentioned. It probably had. What then? It probably now held the book and magazines that had been on the table. The girl had stirred up the trouble between the two men to distract their attention while she made a switch. Where would the loot be, then? I didn�t know, but I suspected that it was too bulky to be on the girl�s slender person.
Just beyond the table was a couch, with a wide red cover that went all the way down to the floor. I looked from the couch to the girl. She was watching me, and her eyes twinkled with a flash of mirth as they met mine coming from the couch. The couch it was!
By now the Chinese had pocketed Hook�s revolver, and was talking to him: �If I hadn�t a dislike for murder, and didn�t think that you will perhaps be of some value to Elvira and me in effecting our departure, I should certainly relieve us of the handicap of your stupidity now. But I�ll give you one more chance. I would suggest, however, that you think carefully before you give way to any more of your violent impulses.� He turned to the girl. �Have you been putting foolish ideas in our Hook�s head?�
She laughed. �Nobody could put any kind in it.�
�Perhaps you�re right,� he said, and then came over to test the lashings about my arms and body.
Finding them satisfactory, he picked up the tan bag, and held out the gun he had taken from the ugly man a few minutes before.
�Here�s your revolver, Hook, now try to be sensible. We may as well go now. The old man and his wife will do as they were told. They are on their way to a city that we needn�t mention by name in front of our friend here, to wait for us and their share of the bonds. Needless to say, they will wait a long while � they are out of it now. But between ourselves there must be no more treachery. If we�re to get clear, we must help each other.�
According to the best dramatic rules, these folks should have made sarcastic speeches to me before they left, but they didn�t. They passed me without even a farewell look, and went out of sight into the darkness of the hall.
Suddenly the Chinese was in the room again, running tiptoe � an open knife in one hand, a gun in the other. This was the man I had been thanking for saving my life! He bent over me.
The knife moved on my right side, and the rope that held that arm slackened its grip. I breathed again, and my heart went back to beating.
�Hook will be back,� Tai whispered, and was gone.
On the carpet, three feet in front of me, lay a revolver.
The street door closed, and I was alone in the house for a while.
You may believe that I spent that while struggling with the red plush ropes that bound me. Tai had cut one length, loosening my right arm somewhat and giving my body more play, but I was far from free. And his whispered �Hook will be back� was all the spur I needed to throw my strength against my bonds.
I understood now why the Chinese had insisted so strongly upon my life being spared. I was the weapon with which Hook was to be removed! The Chinese figured that Hook would make some excuse as soon as they reached the street, slip back into the house, knock me off, and rejoin his confederates. If he didn�t do it on his own initiative, I suppose the Chinese would suggest it.
So he had put a gun within reach and had loosened my ropes as much as he could, not to have me free before he himself got away.
This thinking was a side-issue. I didn�t let it slow up my efforts to get loose. The why wasn�t important to me just now � the important thing was to have that revolver in my hand when the ugly man came back.
Just as the front door opened, I got my right arm completely free, and plucked the strangling cushion from my mouth. The rest of my body was still held by the ropes � held loosely � but held.
I threw myself, chair and all, forward, breaking the fall with my free arm. The carpet was thick. I went down on my face, with the heavy chair atop me, all doubled up, but my right arm was free of the tangle, and my right hand grasped the gun. The dim light hit upon a man hurrying into the room � a glint of metal in his hand.
I fired.
He caught both hands to his belly, bent double, and slid out across the carpet.
That was over. But that was far from being all. I wrenched at the plush ropes that held me, while my mind tried to sketch what lay ahead.
The girl had switched the bonds, hiding them under the couch � there was no question of that. She had intended coming back for them before I had time to get free. But Hook had come back first, and she would have to change her plan. What more likely than that she would now tell the Chinese that Hook had made the switch? What then? There was only one answer: Tai would come back for the bonds � both of them would come. Tai knew that I was armed now, but they had said that the bonds represented a hundred thousand dollars. That would be enough to bring them back!
I kicked the last rope loose and scrambled to the couch. The bonds were beneath it: four thick bundles, done up with heavy rubber bands. I tucked them under one arm, and went over to the man who was dying near the door. His gun was under one of his legs. I pulled it out, stepped over him, and went into the dark hall. Then I stopped to consider.
The girl and the Chinese would split to tackle me. One would come in the front door and the other in the rear. That would be the safest way for them to handle me. My play, obviously, was to wait just inside one of those doors for them. It would be foolish for me to leave the house. That�s exactly what they would be expecting at first � and they would be lying in ambush.
Decidedly, my play was to lie low within sight of this front door and wait until one of them came through it � as one of them surely would, when they had tired of waiting for me to come out.
Toward the street door, the hall was lighted with the glow that filtered through the glass from the street lights. The stairway leading to the second-story threw a triangular shadow across part of the hall � a shadow that was black enough for any purpose. I crouched low in this three-cornered slice of night, and waited.
I had two guns: the one the Chinese had given me, and the one I had taken from Hook. I had fired one shot; that would leave me eleven still to use � unless one of the weapons had been used since it was loaded. I broke the gun Tai had given me, and in the dark ran my fingers across the back of the cylinder. My fingers touched one shell � under the hammer Tai had taken no chances; he had given me one bullet � the bullet with which I had dropped Hook.
I put that gun down on the floor, and examined the one I had taken from Hook. It was empty. The Chinese had taken no chances at all! He had emptied Hook�s gun before returning it to him after their quarrel.
I was in a hole! Alone, unarmed, in a strange house that would presently hold two who were hunting me � and that one of them was a woman didn�t soothe me any � she was none the less deadly on that account.
For a moment I was tempted to make a dash for it; the thought of being out in the street again was pleasant; but I put the idea away. That would be foolishness, and plenty of it. Then I remembered the bonds under my arm. They would have to be my weapon; and if they were to serve me, they would have to be concealed.
I slipped out of my triangular shadow and went up the stairs. Thanks to the street lights, the upstairs rooms were not too dark for me to move around. Around and around I went through the rooms, hunting for a place to hide the bonds. But when suddenly a window rattled, as if from the draught created by the opening of an outside door somewhere, I still had the loot in my hands.
There was nothing to do now but to chuck them out of a window and trust to luck. I grabbed a pillow from a bed, stripped off the white case, and dumped the bonds into it. Then I leaned out of an already open window and looked down into the night, searching for a desirable dumping place: I didn�t want the bonds to land on anything that would make a racket.
And, looking out of the window, I found a better hiding place. The window opened into a narrow court, on the other side of which was a house of the same sort as the one I was in. That house was of the same height as this one, with a flat tin roof that sloped down the other way. The roof wasn�t far from me � not too far to chuck the pillow-case. I chucked it. It disappeared over the edge of the roof and crackled softly on the tin.
Then I turned on all the lights in the room, lighted a cigarette (we all like to pose a little now and then), and sat down on the bed to await my capture. I might have stalked my enemies through the dark house, and possibly have nabbed them; but most likely I would simply have succeeded in getting myself shot. And I don�t like to be shot.
The girl found me.
She came creeping up the hall, an automatic in each hand, hesitated for an instant outside the door, and then came in on the jump. And when she saw me sitting peacefully on the side of the bed, her eyes snapped scornfully at me, as if I had done something mean. I suppose she thought I should have given her an opportunity to shoot.
�I got him, Tai,� she called, and the Chinese joined us.
�What did Hook do with the bonds?� he asked point blank.
I grinned into his round yellow face and led my ace.
�Why don�t you ask the girl?�
His face showed nothing, but I imagined that his fat body stiffened a little within its fashionable British clothing. That encouraged me, and I went on with my little lie that was meant to stir things up.
�Haven�t you rapped to it,� I asked; �that they were fixing up to ditch you?�
�You dirty liar!� the girl screamed, and took a step toward me.
Tai halted her with an imperative gesture. He stared through her with his opaque black eyes, and as he stared the blood slid out of her face. She had this fat yellow man on her string, right enough, but he wasn�t exactly a harmless toy.
�So that�s how it is?� he said slowly, to no one in particular. Then to me: �Where did they put the bonds?�
The girl went close to him and her words came out tumbling over each other:
�Here�s the truth of it, Tai, so help me God! I switched the stuff myself. Hook wasn�t in it. I was going to run out on both of you. I stuck them under the couch downstairs, but they�re not there now. That�s the God�s truth!�
He was eager to believe her, and her words had the ring of truth to them. And I knew that � in love with her as he was � he�d more readily forgive her treachery with the bonds than he would forgive her for planning to run off with Hook; so I made haste to stir things up again.
�Part of that is right enough,� I said. �She did stick the bonds under the couch � but Hook was in on it. They fixed it up between them while you were upstairs. He was to pick a fight with you, and during the argument she was to make the switch, and that is exactly what they did.�
I had him! As she wheeled savagely toward me, he stuck the muzzle of an automatic in her side � a smart jab that checked the angry words she was hurling at me.
�I�ll take your guns, Elvira,� he said, and took them.
�Where are the bonds now?� he asked me.
I grinned. �I�m not with you, Tai. I�m against you.�
�I don�t like violence,� he said slowly, �and I believe you are a sensible person. Let us traffic, my friend.�
�You name it,� I suggested.
�Gladly! As a basis for our bargaining, we will stipulate that you have hidden the bonds where they cannot be found by anyone else; and that I have you completely in my power, as the shilling shockers used to have it.�
�Reasonable enough,� I said; �go on.�
�The situation, then, is what gamblers call a standoff. Neither of us has the advantage. As a detective, you want us; but we have you. As thieves, we want the bonds; but you have them. I offer you the girl in exchange for the bonds, and that seems to me an equitable offer. It will give me the bonds and a chance to get away. It will give you no small degree of success in your task as a detective. Hook is dead. You will have the girl. All that will remain is to find me and the bonds again � by no means a hopeless task. You will have turned a defeat into half a victory, with an excellent chance to make it a complete one.�
�How do I know that you�ll give me the girl?�
He shrugged. �Naturally, there can be no guarantee. But, knowing that she planned to desert me for the swine who lies dead below, you can�t imagine that my feelings for her are the most friendly. Too, if I take her with me, she will want a share in the loot.�
I turned the lay-out over in my mind.
�This is the way it looks to me,� I told him at last. �You aren�t a killer. I�ll come through alive no matter what happens. All right; why should I swap? You and the girl will be easier to find again than the bonds, and they are the most important part of the job anyway. I�ll hold on to them, and take my chances on finding you folks again. Yes, I�m playing it safe.�
�No, I�m not a killer,� he said, very softly; and he smiled the first smile I had seen on his face. It wasn�t a pleasant smile: and there was something in it that made you want to shudder. �But I am other things, perhaps, of which you haven�t thought. But this talking is to no purpose. Elvira!�
The girl came obediently forward.
�You will find sheets in one of the bureau drawers,� he told her. �Tear one or two of them into strips strong enough to tie up our friend securely.�
The girl went to the bureau. I wrinkled my head, trying to find a not too disagreeable answer to the question in my mind. The answer that came first wasn�t nice: torture.
Then a faint sound brought us all into tense motionlessness.
The room we were in had two doors: one leading into the hall, the other into another bedroom. It was through the hall door that the faint sound had come � the sound of creeping feet.
Swiftly, silently, Tai moved backward to a position from which he could watch the hall door without losing sight of the girl and me � and the gun poised like a live thing in his fat hand was all the warning we needed to make no noise.
The faint sound again, just outside the door.
The gun in Tai�s hand seemed to quiver with eagerness.
Through the other door � the door that gave to the next room � popped Mrs. Quarre, an enormous cocked revolver in her thin hand.
�Let go it, you nasty heathen,� she screeched.
Tai dropped his pistol before he turned to face her, and he held his hands up high � all of which was very wise.
Thomas Quarre came through the hall door then; he also held a cocked revolver � the mate of his wife�s � though, in front of his bulk, his didn�t look so enormously large.
I looked at the old woman again, and found little of the friendly fragile one who had poured tea and chatted about the neighbors. This was a witch if there ever was one � a witch of the blackest, most malignant sort. Her little faded eyes were sharp with ferocity, her withered lips were taut in a wolfish snarl, and her thin body fairly quivered with hate.
�I knew it,� she was shrilling. �I told Tom as soon as we got far enough away to think things over. I knew it was a frame-up! I knew this supposed detective was a pal of yours! I knew it was just a scheme to beat Thomas and me out of our shares! Well, I�ll show you, you yellow monkey! Where are them bonds? Where are they?�
The Chinese had recovered his poise, if he had ever lost it.
�Our stout friend can tell you perhaps,� he said. �I was about to extract the information from him when you so � ah � dramatically arrived.�
�Thomas, for goodness sakes don�t stand there dreaming,� she snapped at her husband, who to all appearances was still the same mild old man who had given me an excellent cigar. �Tie up this Chinaman! I don�t trust him an inch, and I won�t feel easy until he�s tied up.�
I got up from my seat on the side of the bed, and moved cautiously to a spot that I thought would be out of the line of fire if the thing I expected happened.
Tai had dropped the gun that had been in his hand, but he hadn�t been searched. The Chinese are a thorough people; if one of them carries a gun at all, he usually carries two or three or more. One gun had been taken from Tai, and if they tried to truss him up without frisking him, there was likely to be fireworks. So I moved to one side.
Fat Thomas Quarre went phlegmatically up to the Chinese to carry out his wife�s orders � and bungled the job perfectly.
He put his bulk between Tai and the old woman�s gun.
Tai�s hands moved. An automatic was in each.
Once more Tai ran true to racial form. When a Chinese shoots, he keeps on until his gun is empty.
When I yanked Tai over backward by his fat throat, and slammed him to the floor, his guns were still barking metal; and they clicked empty as I got a knee on one of his arms. I didn�t take any chances. I worked on his throat until his eyes and tongue told me that he was out of things for a while. Then I looked around.
Thomas Quarre was against the bed, plainly dead, with three round holes in his starched white vest.
Across the room, Mrs. Quarre lay on her back. Her clothes had somehow settled in place around her fragile body, and death had given her once more the gentle friendly look she had worn when I first saw her.
The red-haired girl Elvira was gone.
Presently Tai stirred, and after taking another gun from his clothes, I helped him sit up. He stroked his bruised throat with one fat hand, and looked coolly around the room.
�Where�s Elvira?� he asked.
�Got away � for the time being.�
He shrugged. �Well, you can call it a decidedly successful operation. The Quarres and Hook dead; the bonds and I in your hands.�
�Not so bad,� I admitted, �but will you do me a favor?�
�If I may.�
�Tell me what the hell this is all about!�
�All about?� he asked.
�Exactly! From what you people have let me overhear, I gather that you pulled some sort of job in Los Angeles that netted you a hundred-thousand-dollars� worth of bonds; but I can�t remember any recent job of that size down there.�
�Why, that�s preposterous!� he said with what, for him, was almost wild-eyed amazement. �Preposterous! Of course you know all about it!�
�I do not! I was trying to find a young fellow named Fisher who left his Tacoma home in anger a week or two ago. His father wants him found on the quiet, so that he can come down and try to talk him into going home again. I was told that I might find Fisher in this block of Turk Street, and that�s what brought me here.�
He didn�t believe me. He never believed me. He went to the gallows thinking me a liar.
When I got out into the street again (and Turk Street was a lovely place when I came free into it after my evening in that house!) I bought a newspaper that told me most of what I wanted to know.
A boy of twenty � a messenger in the employ of a Los Angeles stock and bond house � had disappeared two days before, while on his way to a bank with a wad of bonds. That same night this boy and a slender girl with bobbed red hair had registered at a hotel in Fresno as J. M. Riordan and wife. The next morning the boy had been found in his room � murdered. The girl was gone. The bonds were gone.
That much the paper told me. During the next few days, digging up a little here and a little there, I succeeded in piecing together most of the story.
The Chinese � whose full name was Tai Choon Tau � had been the brains of the mob. Their game had been a variation of the always-reliable badger game. Tai would pick out some youth who was messenger or runner for a banker or broker � one who carried either cash or negotiable securities in large quantities.
The girl Elvira would then make this lad, get him all fussed up over her � which shouldn�t have been very hard for her � and then lead him gently around to running away with her and whatever he could grab in the way of his employer�s bonds or currency.
Wherever they spent the first night of their flight, there Hook would appear � foaming at the mouth and loaded for bear. The girl would plead and tear her hair and so forth, trying to keep Hook � in his r�le of irate husband � from butchering the youth. Finally she would succeed, and in the end the youth would find himself without either girl or the fruits of his thievery.
Sometimes he had surrendered to the police. Two we found had committed suicide. The Los Angeles lad had been built of tougher stuff than the others. He had put up a fight, and Hook had had to kill him. You can measure the girl�s skill in her end of the game by the fact that not one of the half dozen youths who had been trimmed had said the least thing to implicate her; and some of them had gone to great trouble to keep her out of it.
The house in Turk Street had been the mob�s retreat, and, that it might be always a safe one, they had not worked their game in San Francisco. Hook and the girl were supposed by the neighbors to be the Quarres� son and daughter � and Tai was the Chinese cook. The Quarres� benign and respectable appearances had also come in handy when the mob had securities to be disposed of.

The Chinese went to the gallows. We threw out the widest and finest-meshed of dragnets for the red-haired girl; and we turned up girls with bobbed red hair by the scores. But the girl Elvira was not among them.
I promised myself that some day...
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Carroll John Daly (1889�1958) wrote the first hard-boiled private eye story, inventing the form nearly a century ago with a story titled �The False Burton Combs� featuring private investigator Terry Mack. It appeared in the December 1922 issue of Black Mask and served as the prototype for all the tough, wise-cracking private dicks who followed.
Samuel Dashiell Hammett�s (1894�1961) first Continental Op story, �Arson Plus,� followed almost immediately in the October 1, 1923, issue of Black Mask, and the American detective story was changed forever. While Daly was essentially a hack, Hammett brought literary texture and depth to the genre, influencing every hard-boiled writer who ever attempted to work in that quintessentially American literary form.
Born in Maryland, Hammett dropped out of school and, after various jobs, took a position with the Pinkerton Detective Agency in Baltimore and worked in several bureaus, notably San Francisco, and called extensively on his experiences to provide plots and authenticity to his fiction.
His first stories (published under the pseudonym Peter Collinson) appeared in The Smart Set and a year later he began to write prolifically for the top pulp magazines, mainly Black Mask; he was one of the three most popular and best paid of the pulp writers for the next decade (along with Daly and Erle Stanley Gardner).
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As lucky as Hammett was with the superb film adaptations of The Maltese Falcon (1931) and The Glass Key (1935), as well as the outstanding film version of The Thin Man (1934) � although the rather dark novel was made as a comedy � that�s how unlucky he got with Woman in the Dark, which managed to turn an outstanding story into an utterly pedestrian B movie in spite of the good cast.
Apart from attempting to add a character mainly in a (failed and misguided) attempt to provide humor, the story line is a very faithful adaptation of the novella, which is a mystery story without a detective.
Louise Loring, the unhappy mistress of the fabulously wealthy Tony Robson, escapes from his abuse in the night and seeks refuge in the cabin of John Bradley, who has just served a prison term for manslaughter. When Robson and his hired man try to take Loring back, Bradley stops them, apparently badly injuring the hired man. Bradley and Loring flee but Robson tracks them down and has them arrested but, when it is learned that the hired man was beaten by Robson, the truth sets them free.
Hammett received credit above the title.
The film was also released as Woman in the Shadows.
The 1952 motion picture titled Woman in the Dark has no connection to Hammett or his original story.

WOMAN IN THE DARK
Dashiell Hammett

One: The Flight

Her right ankle turned under her and she fell. The wind blowing downhill from the south, whipping the trees beside the road, made a whisper of her exclamation and snatched her scarf away into the darkness. She sat up slowly, palms on the gravel pushing her up, and twisted her body sidewise to release the leg bent beneath her.
Her right slipper lay in the road close to her feet. When she put it on she found its heel was missing. She peered around, then began to hunt for the heel, hunting on hands and knees uphill into the wind, wincing a little when her right knee touched the road. Presently she gave it up and tried to break the heel off her left slipper, but could not. She replaced the slipper and rose with her back to the wind, leaning back against the wind�s violence and the road�s steep sloping. Her gown clung to her back, flew fluttering out before her. Hair lashed her cheeks. Walking high on the ball of her right foot to make up for the missing heel, she hobbled on down the hill.
At the bottom of the hill there was a wooden bridge, and, a hundred yards beyond, a sign that could not be read in the darkness marked a fork in the road. She halted there, not looking at the sign but around her, shivering now, though the wind had less force than it had had on the hill. Foliage to her left moved to show and hide yellow light. She took the left-hand fork.
In a little while she came to a gap in the bushes beside the road and sufficient light to show a path running off the road through the gap. The light came from the thinly curtained window of a house at the other end of the path.
She went up the path to the door and knocked. When there was no answer she knocked again.
A hoarse, unemotional masculine voice said: �Come in.�
She put her hand on the latch; hesitated. No sound came from within the house. Outside, the wind was noisy everywhere. She knocked once more, gently.
The voice said, exactly as before: �Come in.�
She opened the door. The wind blew it in sharply, her hold on the latch dragging her with it so that she had to cling to the door with both hands to keep from falling. The wind went past her into the room, to balloon curtains and scatter the sheets of a newspaper that had been on a table. She forced the door shut and, still leaning against it, said: �I am sorry.� She took pains with her words to make them clear notwithstanding her accent.
The man cleaning a pipe at the hearth said: �It�s all right.� His copperish eyes were as impersonal as his hoarse voice. �I�ll be through in a minute.� He did not rise from his chair. The edge of the knife in his hand rasped inside the brier bowl of his pipe.
She left the door and came forward, limping, examining him with perplexed eyes under brows drawn a little together. She was a tall woman and carried herself proudly, for all she was lame and the wind had tousled her hair and the gravel of the road had cut and dirtied her hands and bare arms and the red crepe of her gown.
She said, still taking pains with her words: �I must go to the railroad. I have hurt my ankle on the road. Eh?�
He looked up from his work then. His sallow, heavily featured face, under coarse hair nearly the color of his eyes, was not definitely hostile or friendly. He looked at the woman�s face, at her torn skirt. He did not turn his head to call: �Hey, Evelyn.�
A girl � slim maturing body in tan sport clothes, slender sunburned face with dark bright eyes and dark short hair � came into the room through a doorway behind him.
The man did not look around at her. He nodded at the woman in red and said: �This��
The woman interrupted him: �My name is Luise Fischer.�
The man said: �She�s got a bum leg.�
Evelyn�s dark prying eyes shifted their focus from the woman to the man � she could not see his face � and to the woman again. She smiled, speaking hurriedly: �I�m just leaving. I can drop you at Mile Valley on my way home.�
The woman seemed about to smile. Under her curious gaze Evelyn suddenly blushed, and her face became defiant while it reddened. The girl was pretty. Facing her, the woman had become beautiful; her eyes were long, heavily lashed, set well apart under a smooth broad brow, her mouth was not small but sensitively carved and mobile, and in the light from the open fire the surfaces of her face were as clearly defined as sculptured planes.
The man blew through his pipe, forcing out a small cloud of black powder. �No use hurrying,� he said. �There�s no train till six.� He looked up at the clock on the mantelpiece. It said ten-thirty-three. �Why don�t you help her with her leg?�
The woman said: �No, it is not necessary. I�� She put her weight on her injured leg and flinched, steadying herself with a hand on the back of a chair.
The girl hurried to her, stammering contritely: �I... I didn�t think. Forgive me.� She put an arm around the woman and helped her into the chair.
The man stood up to put his pipe on the mantelpiece, beside the clock. He was of medium height, but his sturdiness made him look shorter. His neck, rising from the V of a gray sweater, was short, powerfully muscled. Below the sweater he wore loose gray trousers and heavy brown shoes. He clicked his knife shut and put it in his pocket before turning to look at Luise Fischer.
Evelyn was on her knees in front of the woman, pulling off her right stocking, making sympathetic clucking noises, chattering nervously: �You�ve cut your knee too. Tch-tch-tch! And look how your ankle�s swelling. You shouldn�t�ve tried to walk all that distance in these slippers.� Her body hid the woman�s bare leg from the man. �Now, sit still and I�ll fix it up in a minute.� She pulled the torn red skirt down over the bare leg.
The woman�s smile was polite. She said carefully: �You are very kind.�
The girl ran out of the room.
The man had a paper package of cigarettes in his hand. He shook it until three cigarettes protruded half an inch and held them out to her. �Smoke?�
�Thank you.� She took a cigarette, put it between her lips, and looked at his hand when he held a match to it. His hand was thick-boned, muscular, but not a laborer�s. She looked through her lashes at his face while he was lighting his cigarette. He was younger than he had seemed at first glance � perhaps no older than thirty-two or � three � and his features, in the flare of his match, seemed less stolid than disciplined.
�Bang it up much?� His tone was merely conversational.
�I hope I have not.� She drew up her skirt to look first at her ankle, then at her knee. The ankle was perceptibly though not greatly swollen; the knee was cut once deeply, twice less seriously. She touched the edges of the cuts gently with a forefinger. �I do not like pain,� she said very earnestly.
Evelyn came in with a basin of steaming water, cloths, a roll of bandage, salve. Her dark eyes widened at the man and woman, but were hidden by lowered lids by the time their faces had turned toward her. �I�ll fix it now. I�ll have it all fixed in a minute.� She knelt in front of the woman again, nervous hand sloshing water on the floor, body between Luise Fischer�s leg and the man.
He went to the door and looked out, holding the door half a foot open against the wind.
The woman asked the girl bathing her ankle: �There is not a train before it is morning?� She pursed her lips thoughtfully.
�No.�
The man shut the door and said: �It�ll be raining in an hour.� He put more wood on the fire, then stood � legs apart, hands in pockets, cigarette dangling from one side of his mouth � watching Evelyn attend to the woman�s leg. His face was placid.
The girl dried the ankle and began to wind a bandage around it, working with increasing speed, breathing more rapidly now. Once more the woman seemed about to smile at the girl, but instead she said, �You are very kind.�
The girl murmured: �It�s nothing.�
Three sharp knocks sounded on the door.
Luise Fischer started, dropped her cigarette, looked swiftly around the room with frightened eyes. The girl did not raise her head from her work. The man, with nothing in his face or manner to show he had noticed the woman�s fright, turned his face toward the door and called in his hoarse, matter-of-fact voice: �All right. Come in.�
The door opened and a spotted Great Dane came in, followed by two tall men in dinner clothes. The dog walked straight to Luise Fischer and nuzzled her hand. She was looking at the two men who had just entered. There was no timidity, no warmth in her gaze.
One of the men pulled off his cap � it was a gray tweed, matching his topcoat � and came to her, smiling. �So this is where you landed?� His smile vanished as he saw her leg and the bandages. �What happened?� He was perhaps forty years old, well groomed, graceful of carriage, with smooth dark hair, intelligent dark eyes � solicitous at the moment � and a close-clipped dark mustache. He pushed the dog aside and took the woman�s hand.
�It is not serious, I think.� She did not smile. Her voice was cool. �I stumbled in the road and twisted my ankle. These people have been very��
He turned to the man in the gray sweater, holding out his hand, saying briskly: �Thanks ever so much for taking care of Fr�ulein Fischer. You�re Brazil, aren�t you?�
The man in the sweater nodded. �And you�d be Kane Robson.�
�Right.� Robson jerked his head at the man who still stood just inside the door. �Mr. Conroy.�
Brazil nodded. Conroy said, �How do you do,� and advanced toward Luise Fischer. He was an inch or two taller than Robson � who was nearly six feet himself � and some ten years younger, blond, broad-shouldered, and lean, with a beautifully shaped small head and remarkably symmetrical features. A dark overcoat hung over one of his arms and he carried a black hat in his hand. He smiled down at the woman and said: �Your idea of a lark�s immense.�
She addressed Robson: �Why have you come here?�
He smiled amiably, raised his shoulders a little. �You said you weren�t feeling well and were going to lie down. When Helen went up to your room to see how you were, you weren�t there. We were afraid you had gone out and something had happened to you.� He looked at her leg, moved his shoulders again. �Well, we were right.�
Nothing in her face responded to his smile. �I am going to the city,� she told him. �Now you know.�
�All right, if you want to� � he was good-natured � �but you can�t go like that.� He nodded at her torn evening dress. �We�ll take you back home, where you can change your clothes and pack a bag and�� He turned to Brazil. �When�s the next train?�
Brazil said: �Six.� The dog was sniffing at his legs.
�You see,� Robson said blandly, speaking to the woman again. �There�s plenty of time.�
She looked down at her clothes and seemed to find them satisfactory. �I go like this,� she replied.
�Now, look here, Luise,� Robson began again, quite reasonably. �You�ve got hours before train time � time enough to get some rest and a nap and to��
She said simply: �I have gone.�
Robson grimaced impatiently, half humorously, and turned his palms out in a gesture of helplessness. �But what are you going to do?� he asked in a tone that matched the gesture. �You�re not going to expect Brazil to put you up till train time and then drive you to the station?�
She looked at Brazil with level eyes and asked calmly: �Is it too much?�
Brazil shook his head carelessly. �Uh-uh.�
Robson and Conroy turned together to look at Brazil. There was considerable interest in their eyes, but no visible hostility. He bore the inspection placidly.
Luise Fischer said coolly, with an air of finality: �So.�
Conroy looked questioningly at Robson, who sighed wearily and asked: �Your mind�s made up on this, Luise?�
�Yes.�
Robson shrugged again, said: �You always know what you want.� Face and voice were grave. He started to turn away toward the door, then stopped to ask: �Have you got enough money?� One of his hands went into the inner breast pocket of his dinner jacket.
�I want nothing,� she told him.
�Right. If you want anything later, let me know. Come on, Dick.�
He went to the door, opened it, twisted his head around to direct a brisk �Thanks, good night� at Brazil, and went out.
Conroy touched Luise Fischer�s forearm lightly with three fingers, said �Good luck� to her, bowed to Evelyn and Brazil, and followed Robson out.
The dog raised his head to watch the two men go out. The girl Evelyn stared at the door with despairing eyes and worked her hands together. Luise Fischer told Brazil: �You will be wise to lock your door.�
He stared at her for a long moment, brooding, and while no actual change seemed to take place in his expression, all his facial muscles stiffened. �No,� he said finally, �I won�t lock it.�
The woman�s eyebrows went up a little, but she said nothing. The girl spoke, addressing Brazil for the first time since Luise Fischer�s arrival. Her voice was peculiarly emphatic. �They were drunk.�
�They�ve been drinking,� he conceded. He looked thoughtfully at her, apparently only then noticing her perturbation. �You look like a drink would do you some good.�
She became confused. Her eyes evaded his. �Do � do you want one?�
�I think so.� He looked inquiringly at Luise Fischer, who nodded and said: �Thank you.�
The girl went out of the room. The woman leaned forward a little to look intently up at Brazil. Her voice was calm enough, but the deliberate slowness with which she spoke made her words impressive: �Do not make the mistake of thinking Mr. Robson is not dangerous.�
He seemed to weigh this speech almost sleepily; then, regarding her with a slight curiosity, he said: �I�ve made an enemy?�
Her nod was sure.
He accepted that with a faint grin, offering her his cigarettes again, asking: �Have you?�
She stared through him as if studying some distant thing and replied slowly: �Yes, but I have lost a worse friend.�
Evelyn came in, carrying a tray that held glasses, mineral water, and a bottle of whiskey. Her dark eyes, glancing from man to woman, were inquisitive, somewhat furtive. She went to the table and began to mix drinks.
Brazil finished lighting his cigarette and asked: �Leaving him for good?�
For the moment during which she stared haughtily at him it seemed that the woman did not intend to answer his question; but suddenly her face was distorted by an expression of utter hatred and she spit out a venomous �Ja!�
He set his glass on the mantelpiece and went to the door. He went through the motions of looking out into the night; yet he opened the door a bare couple of inches and shut it immediately, and his manner was so far from nervous that he seemed preoccupied with something else.
He turned to the mantelpiece, picked up his glass, and drank. Then, his eyes focused contemplatively on the lowered glass, he was about to speak when a telephone bell rang behind a door facing the fireplace. He opened the door, and as soon as he had passed out of sight his hoarse, unemotional voice could be heard. �Hello?... Yes... Yes, Nora... Just a moment.� He re-entered the room, saying to the girl: �Nora wants to talk to you.� He shut the bedroom door behind her.
Luise said: �You cannot have lived here long if you did not know Kane Robson before tonight.�
�A month or so; but, of course, he was in Europe till he came back last week� � he paused � �with you.� He picked up his glass. �Matter of fact, he is my landlord.�
�Then you�� She broke off as the bedroom door opened. Evelyn stood in the doorway, hands to breast, and cried: �Father�s coming � somebody phoned him I was here.� She hurried across the room to pick up hat and coat from a chair.
Brazil said: �Wait. You�ll meet him on the road if you go now. You�ll have to wait till he gets here, then duck out back and beat him home while he�s jawing at me. I�ll stick your car down at the foot of the back road.� He drained his glass and started for the bedroom door.
�But you won�t� � her lip quivered � �won�t fight with him? Promise me you won�t.�
�I won�t.� He went into the bedroom, returned almost immediately with a soft brown hat on his head and one of his arms in a raincoat. �It�ll only take me five minutes.� He went out the front door.
Luise Fischer said: �Your father does not approve?�
The girl shook her head miserably. Then suddenly she turned to the woman, holding her hands out in an appealing gesture, lips � almost colorless � moving jerkily as her words tumbled out: �You�ll be here. Don�t let them fight. They mustn�t.�
The woman took the girl�s hands and put them together between her own, saying: �I will do what I can, I promise you.�
�He mustn�t get in trouble again,� the girl moaned. �He mustn�t!�
The door opened and Brazil came in.
�That�s done,� he said cheerfully, and took off his raincoat, dropped it on a chair, and put his damp hat on it. �I left it at the end of the fence.� He picked up the woman�s empty glass and his own and went to the table. �Better slide out to the kitchen in case he pops in suddenly.� He began to pour whiskey into the glasses.
The girl wet her lips with her tongue, said, �Yes, I guess so,� indistinctly, smiled timidly, pleadingly, at Luise Fischer, hesitated, and touched his sleeve with her fingers. �You � you�ll behave?�
�Sure.� He did not stop preparing his drinks.
�I�ll call you up tomorrow.� She smiled at Luise Fischer and moved reluctantly toward the door.
Brazil gave the woman her glass, pulled a chair around to face her more directly, and sat down.
�Your little friend,� the woman said, �she loves you very much.�
He seemed doubtful. �Oh, she�s just a kid,� he said.
�But her father,� she suggested, �he is not nice � eh?�
�He�s cracked,� he replied carelessly, then became thoughtful. �Suppose Robson phoned him?�
�Would he know?�
He smiled a little. �In a place like this everybody knows all about everybody.�
�Then about me,� she began, �you��
She was interrupted by a pounding on the door that shook it on its hinges and filled the room with thunder. The dog came in, stiff-legged on its feet.
Brazil gave the woman a brief grim smile and called: �All right. Come in.�
The door was violently opened by a medium-sized man in a glistening black rubber coat that hung to his ankles. Dark eyes set too close together burned under the down-turned brim of his gray hat. A pale bony nose jutted out above ragged, short-cut, grizzled mustache and beard. One fist gripped a heavy applewood walking stick.
�Where is my daughter?� this man demanded. His voice was deep, powerful, resounding.
Brazil�s face was a phlegmatic mask. �Hello, Grant,� he said.
The man in the doorway took another step forward. �Where is my daughter?�
The dog growled and showed its teeth. Luise Fischer said: �Franz!� The dog looked at her and moved its tail sidewise an inch or two and back.
Brazil said: �Evelyn�s not here.�
Grant glared at him. �Where is she?�
Brazil was placid. �I don�t know.�
�That�s a lie!� Grant�s eyes darted their burning gaze around the room. The knuckles of his hand holding the stick were white. �Evelyn!� he called.
Luise Fischer, smiling as if entertained by the bearded man�s rage, said: �It is so, Mr. Grant. There is nobody else here.�
He glanced briefly at her, with loathing in his mad eyes. �Bah! The strumpet�s word confirms the convict�s!� He strode to the bedroom door and disappeared inside.
Brazil grinned. �See? He�s cracked. He always talks like that � like a guy in a bum book.�
She smiled at him and said: �Be patient.�
�I�m being,� he said dryly.
Grant came out of the bedroom and stamped across to the rear door, opened it, and disappeared through it.
Brazil emptied his glass and put it on the floor beside his chair. �There�ll be more fireworks when he comes back.�
When the bearded man returned to the room, he stalked in silence to the front door, pulled it open, and, holding the latch with one hand, banging the ferrule of his walking stick on the floor with the other, roared at Brazil: �For the last time, I�m telling you not to have anything to do with my daughter! I shan�t tell you again.� He went out, slamming the door.
Brazil exhaled heavily and shook his head. �Cracked,� he sighed. �Absolutely cracked.�
Luise Fischer said: �He called me a strumpet. Do people here��
He was not listening to her. He had left his chair and was picking up his hat and coat. �I want to slip down and see if she got away all right. If she gets home first she�ll be O.K. Nora � that�s her stepmother � will take care of her. But if she doesn�t � I won�t be long.� He went out the back way.
Luise Fischer kicked off her remaining slipper and stood up, experimenting with her weight on her injured leg. Three tentative steps proved her leg stiff but serviceable. She saw then that her hands and arms were still dirty from the road and, exploring, presently found a bathroom opening off the bedroom. She hummed a tune to herself while she washed and, in the bedroom again, while she combed her hair and brushed her clothes � but broke off impatiently when she failed to find powder or lipstick. She was studying her reflection in a tall looking-glass when she heard the outer door opening.
Her face brightened. �I am here,� she called, and went into the other room.
Robson and Conroy were standing inside the door.
�So you are, my dear,� Robson said, smiling at her start of surprise. He was paler than before and his eyes were glassier, but he seemed otherwise unchanged. Conroy, however, was somewhat disheveled; his face was flushed and he was obviously rather drunk.
The woman had recovered composure. �What do you want?� she demanded bluntly.
Robson looked around. �Where�s Brazil?�
�What do you want?� she repeated.
He looked past her at the open bedroom door, grinned, and crossed to it. When he turned from the empty room she sneered at him. Conroy had gone to the fireplace, where the Great Dane was lying, and was standing with his back to the fire, watching them.
Robson said: �Well, it�s like this, Luise: you�re going back home with me.�
She said: �No.�
He wagged his head up and down, grinning.
�I haven�t got my money�s worth out of you yet.� He took a step toward her.
She retreated to the table, caught up the whiskey bottle by its neck. �Do not touch me!� Her voice, like her face, was cold with fury.
The dog rose, growling.
Robson�s dark eyes jerked sidewise to focus on the dog, then on Conroy � and one eyelid twitched � then on the woman again.
Conroy � with neither tenseness nor furtiveness to alarm woman or dog � put his right hand into his overcoat pocket, brought out a black pistol, put its muzzle close behind one of the dog�s ears, and shot the dog through the head. The dog tried to leap, fell on its side; its legs stirred feebly. Conroy, smiling foolishly, returned the pistol to his pocket.
Luise Fischer spun around at the sound of the shot. Screaming at Conroy, she raised the bottle to hurl it. But Robson caught her wrist with one hand, wrenched the bottle away with the other. He was grinning, saying, �No, no, my sweet,� in a bantering voice.
He put the bottle on the table again, but kept his grip on her wrist.
The dog�s legs stopped moving.
Robson said: �All right. Now, are you ready to go?�
She made no attempt to free her wrist. She drew herself up straight and said very seriously: �My friend, you do not know me yet if you think I am going with you.�
Robson chuckled. �You don�t know me if you think you�re not,� he told her.
The front door opened and Brazil came in. His sallow face was phlegmatic, though there was a shade of annoyance in his eyes. He shut the door carefully behind him, then addressed his guests. His voice was that of one who complains without anger. �What the hell is this?� he asked. �Visitors� day? Am I supposed to be running a roadhouse?�
Robson said: �We are going now. Fr�ulein Fischer�s going with us.�
Brazil was looking at the dead dog, annoyance deepening in his copperish eyes. �That�s all right if she wants to,� he said indifferently.
The woman said: �I am not going.�
Brazil was still looking at the dog. �That�s all right too,� he muttered, and with more interest: �But who did this?� He walked over to the dog and prodded its head with his foot. �Blood all over the floor,� he grumbled.
Then, without raising his head, without the slightest shifting of balance or stiffening of his body, he drove his right fist up into Conroy�s handsome, drunken face.
Conroy fell away from the fist rigidly, with upbent knees, turning a little as he fell. His head and one shoulder struck the stone fireplace, and he tumbled forward, rolling completely over, face upward, on the floor.
Brazil whirled to face Robson.
Robson had dropped the woman�s wrist and was trying to get a pistol out of his overcoat pocket. But she had flung herself on his arm, hugging it to her body, hanging with her full weight on it, and he could not free it, though he tore her hair with his other hand.
Brazil went around behind Robson, struck his chin up with a fist so he could slide his forearm under it across the taller man�s throat. When he had tightened the forearm there and had his other hand wrapped around Robson�s wrist, he said: �All right. I�ve got him.�
Luise Fischer released the man�s arm and fell back on her haunches. Except for the triumph in it, her face was as businesslike as Brazil�s.
Brazil pulled Robson�s arm up sharply behind his back. The pistol came up with it, and when the pistol was horizontal Robson pulled the trigger. The bullet went between his back and Brazil�s chest, to splinter the corner of a bookcase in the far end of the room.
Brazil said: �Try that again, baby, and I�ll break your arms. Drop it!�
Robson hesitated, let the pistol clatter down on the floor. Luise Fischer scrambled forward on hands and knees to pick it up. She sat on a corner of the table, holding the pistol in her hand.
Brazil pushed Robson away from him and crossed the room to kneel beside the man on the floor, feeling his pulse, running hands over his body, and rising with Conroy�s pistol, which he thrust into a hip pocket.
Conroy moved one leg, his eyelids fluttered sleepily, and he groaned.
Brazil jerked a thumb at him and addressed Robson curtly: �Take him and get out.�
Robson went over to Conroy, stooped to lift his head and shoulders a little, shook him, and said irritably: �Come on, Dick, wake up. We�re going.�
Conroy mumbled, �I�m a� ri�,� and tried to lie down again.
�Get up, get up,� Robson snarled, and slapped his cheeks.
Conroy shook his head and mumbled: �Do� wan�a.�
Robson slapped the blond face again. �Come on, get up, you louse.�
Conroy groaned and mumbled something unintelligible.
Brazil said impatiently: �Get him out anyway. The rain�ll bring him around.�
Robson started to speak, changed his mind, picked up his hat from the floor, put it on, and bent over the blond man again. He pulled him up into something approaching a sitting position, drew one limp arm over his shoulder, got a hand around Conroy�s back and under his armpit, and rose, slowly lifting the other on unsteady legs beside him.
Brazil held the front door open. Half dragging, half carrying Conroy, Robson went out.
Brazil shut the door, leaned his back against it, and shook his head in mock resignation.
Luise Fischer put Robson�s pistol down on the table and stood up. �I am sorry,� she said gravely. �I did not mean to bring to you all this��
He interrupted her carelessly: �That�s all right.� There was some bitterness in his grin, though his tone remained careless. �I go on like this all the time. God! I need a drink.�
She turned swiftly to the table and began to fill glasses.
He looked her up and down reflectively, sipped, and asked: �You walked out just like that?�
She looked down at her clothes and nodded yes.
He seemed amused. �What are you going to do?�
�When I go to the city? I shall sell these things� � she moved her hands to indicate her rings � �and then � I do not know.�
�You mean you haven�t any money at all?� he demanded.
�That is it,� she replied coolly.
�Not even enough for your ticket?�
She shook her head no, raised her eyebrows a little, and her calmness was almost insolence. �Surely that is a small amount you can afford to lend me.�
�Sure,� he said, and laughed. �But you�re a pip.�
She did not seem to understand him.
He drank again, then leaned forward. �Listen, you�re going to look funny riding the train like that.� He flicked two fingers at her gown. �Suppose I drive you in and I�ve got some friends that�ll put you up till you get hold of some clothes you can go out in?�
She studied his face carefully before replying: �If it is not too much trouble for you.�
�That�s settled, then,� he said. �Want to catch a nap first?�
He emptied his glass and went to the front door, where he made a pretense of looking out at the night.
As he turned from the door he caught her expression, though she hastily put the frown off her face. His smile, voice were mockingly apologetic: �I can�t help it. They had me away for a while � in prison, I mean � and it did that to me. I�ve got to keep making sure I�m not locked in.� His smile became more twisted. �There�s a name for it � claustrophobia � and that doesn�t make it any better.�
�I am sorry,� she said. �Was it � very long ago?�
�Plenty long ago when I went in,� he said dryly, �but only a few weeks ago that I got out. That�s what I came up here for � to try to get myself straightened out, see how I stood, what I wanted to do.�
�And?� she said softly.
�And what? Have I found out where I stand, what I want to do? I don�t know.� He was standing in front of her, hands in pockets, glowering down at her. �I suppose I�ve just been waiting for something to turn up, something I could take as a sign which way I was to go. Well, what turned up was you. That�s good enough. I�ll go along with you.�
He took his hands from his pockets, leaned down, lifted her to her feet, and kissed her savagely.
For a moment she was motionless. Then she squirmed out of his arms and struck at his face with curved fingers. She was white with anger.
He caught her hand, pushed it down carelessly, and growled: �Stop it. If you don�t want to play you don�t want to play, that�s all.�
�That is exactly all,� she said furiously.
�Fair enough.� There was no change in his face, none in his voice.
Presently she said: �That man � your little friend�s father � called me a strumpet. Do people here talk very much about me?�
He made a deprecatory mouth. �You know how it is. The Robsons have been the big landowners, the local gentry, for generations, and anything they do is big news. Everybody knows everything they do, and so��
�And what do they say about me?�
He grinned. �The worst, of course. What do you expect? They know him.�
�And what do you think?�
�About you?�
She nodded. Her eyes were intent on his.
�I can�t very well go around panning people,� he said, �only I wonder why you ever took up with him. You must�ve seen him for the rat he is.�
�I did not altogether,� she said simply. �And I was stranded in a little Swiss village.�
�Actress?�
She nodded. �Singer.�
The telephone bell rang.
He went unhurriedly into the bedroom. His unemotional voice came out: �Hello?... Yes, Evelyn... Yes.� There was a long pause. �Yes; all right, and thanks.�
He returned to the other room as unhurriedly as he had left, but at the sight of him Luise Fischer half rose from the table. His face was pasty, yellow, glistening with sweat on forehead and temples, and the cigarette between the fingers of his right hand was mashed and broken.
�That was Evelyn. Her father�s justice of the peace. Conroy�s got a fractured skull � dying. Robson just phoned he�s going down to swear out a warrant. That damned fireplace. I can�t live in a cell again!�

Two: The Police Close In

Luise came to him with her hands out. �But you are not to blame. They can�t��
�You don�t get it,� his monotonous voice went on. He turned away from her toward the front door, walked mechanically. �This is what they sent me up for the other time. It was a drunken free-for-all in a roadhouse, with bottles and everything, and a guy died. I couldn�t say they were wrong in tying it on me.� He opened the door, made his automatic pretense of looking out, shut the door, and moved back toward her.
�It was manslaughter that time. They�ll make it murder if this guy dies. See? I�m on record as a killer.� He put a hand up to his chin. �It�s airtight.�
�No, no.� She stood close to him and took one of his hands. �It was an accident that his head struck the fireplace. I can tell them that. I can tell them what brought it all about. They cannot��
He laughed with bitter amusement, and quoted Grant: � �The strumpet�s word confirms the convict�s.� �
She winced.
�That�s what they�ll do to me,� he said, less monotonously now. �If he dies I haven�t got a chance. If he doesn�t they�ll hold me without bail till they see how it�s coming out � assault with intent to kill or murder. What good�ll your word be? Robson�s mistress leaving him with me? Tell the truth and it�ll only make it worse. They�ve got me� � his voice rose � �and I can�t live in a cell again!� His eyes jerked around toward the door. Then he raised his head with a rasping noise in his throat that might have been a laugh. �Let�s get out of here. I�ll go screwy indoors tonight.�
�Yes,� she said eagerly, putting a hand on his shoulder, watching his face with eyes half frightened, half pitying. �We will go.�
�You�ll need a coat.� He went into the bedroom.
She found her slippers, put on the right one, and held the left one out to him when he returned. �Will you break off the heel?�
He draped the rough brown overcoat he carried over her shoulders, took the slipper from her, and wrenched off the heel with a turn of his wrist. He was at the front door by the time she had her foot in the slipper.
She glanced swiftly once around the room and followed him out...

She opened her eyes and saw daylight had come. Rain no longer dabbled the coup�s windows and windshield, and the automatic wiper was still. Without moving, she looked at Brazil. He was sitting low and lax on the seat beside her, one hand on the steering wheel, the other holding a cigarette on his knee. His sallow face was placid and there was no weariness in it. His eyes were steady on the road ahead.
�Have I slept long?� she asked.
He smiled at her. �An hour this time. Feel better?� He raised the hand holding the cigarette to switch off the headlights.
�Yes.� She sat up a little, yawning. �Will we be much longer?�
�An hour or so.� He put a hand in his pocket and offered her cigarettes.
She took one and leaned forward to use the electric lighter in the dashboard. �What will you do?� she asked when the cigarette was burning.
�Hide out till I see what�s what.�
She glanced sidewise at his placid face, said: �You too feel better.�
He grinned somewhat shamefacedly. �I lost my head back there, all right.�
She patted the back of his hand once, gently, and they rode in silence for a while. Then she asked: �We are going to those friends of whom you spoke?�
�Yes.�
A dark coup� with two uniformed policemen in it came toward them, went past. The woman looked sharply at Brazil. His face was expressionless.
She touched his hand again, approvingly.
�I�m all right outdoors,� he explained. �It�s walls that get me.�
She screwed her head around to look back. The policemen�s car had passed out of sight.
Brazil said: �They didn�t mean anything.� He lowered the window on his side and dropped his cigarette out. Air blew in, fresh and damp. �Want to stop for coffee?�
�Had we better?�
An automobile overtook them, crowded them to the edge of the road in passing, and quickly shot ahead. It was a black sedan traveling at the rate of sixty-five or more miles an hour. There were four men in it, one of whom looked back at Brazil�s car.
Brazil said: �Maybe it�d be safer to get under cover as soon as we can; but if you�re hungry��
�No; I too think we should hurry.�
The black sedan disappeared around a bend in the road.
�If the police should find you, would� � she hesitated � �would you fight?�
�I don�t know,� he said gloomily. �That�s what�s the matter with me. I never know ahead of time what I�ll do.� He lost some of his gloominess. �There�s no use worrying. I�ll be all right.�
They rode through a crossroads settlement of a dozen houses, bumped over railroad tracks, and turned into a long straight stretch of road paralleling the tracks. Halfway down the level stretch, the sedan that had passed them was stationary on the edge of the road. A policeman stood beside it � between it and his motorcycle � and stolidly wrote on a leaf of a small book while the man at the sedan�s wheel talked and gestured excitedly.
Luise Fischer blew breath out and said: �Well, they were not police.�
Brazil grinned.
Neither of them spoke again until they were riding down a suburban street. Then she said: �They � your friends � will not dislike our coming to them like this?�
�No,� he replied carelessly; �they�ve been through things themselves.�
The houses along the suburban street became cheaper and meaner, and presently they were in a shabby city street where grimy buildings with cards saying �Flats to Let� in their windows stood among equally grimy factories and warehouses. The street into which Brazil after a little while steered the car was only slightly less dingy, and the rental signs were almost as many.
He stopped the car in front of a four-story red brick building with broken brownstone steps. �This is it,� he said, opening the door.
She sat looking at the building�s unlovely face until he came around and opened the door on her side. Her face was inscrutable. Three dirty children stopped playing with the skeleton of an umbrella to stare at her as she went with him up the broken steps.
The street door opened when he turned the knob, letting them into a stuffy hallway where a dim light illuminated stained wallpaper of a once-vivid design, ragged carpet, and a worn brassbound staircase.
�Next floor,� he said, and went up the stairs behind her.
Facing the head of the stairs was a door shiny with new paint of a brown peculiarly unlike any known wood. Brazil went to this door and pushed the bell button four times � long, short, long, short. The bell rang noisily just inside the door.
After a moment of silence, vague rustling noises came through the door, followed by a cautious masculine voice: �Who�s there?�
Brazil put his head close to the door and kept his voice low: �Brazil.�
The fastenings of the door rattled, and it was opened by a small, wiry blond man of about forty in crumpled green cotton pajamas. His feet were bare. His hollow-cheeked and sharp-featured face wore a cordial smile, and his voice was cordial. �Come in, kid,� he said. �Come in.� His small, pale eyes appraised Luise Fischer from head to foot while he was stepping back to make way for them.
Brazil put a hand on the woman�s arm and urged her forward, saying: �Miss Fischer, this is Mr. Link.�
Link said, �Pleased to meet you,� and shut the door behind them.
Luise Fischer bowed.
Link slapped Brazil on the shoulder. �I�m glad to see you, kid. We were wondering what had happened to you. Come on in.�
He led them into a living room that needed airing. There were articles of clothing lying around, sheets of newspaper here and there, a few not quite empty glasses and coffee cups, and a great many cigarette stubs. Link took a vest off a chair, threw it across the back of another, and said: �Take off your things and set down, Miss Fischer.�
A very blonde full-bodied woman in her late twenties said, �My God, look who�s here!� from the doorway and ran to Brazil with wide arms, hugged him violently, kissed him on the mouth. She had on a pink wrapper over a pink silk nightgown and green mules decorated with yellow feathers.
Brazil said, �Hello, Fan,� and put his arms around her. Then, turning to Luise Fischer, who had taken off her coat: �Fan, this is Miss Fischer, Mrs. Link.�
Fan went to Luise Fischer with her hand out. �Glad to know you,� she said, shaking hands warmly. �You look tired, both of you. Sit down and I�ll get you some breakfast, and maybe Donny�ll get you a drink after he covers up his nakedness.�
Luise Fischer said, �You are very kind,� and sat down.
Link said, �Sure, sure,� and went out.
Fan asked: �Been up all night?�
�Yes,� Brazil said. �Driving most of it.� He sat down on the sofa.
She looked sharply at him. �Anything the matter you�d just as lief tell me about?�
He nodded. �That�s what we came for.�
Link, in bathrobe and slippers now, came in with a bottle of whiskey and some glasses.
Brazil said: �The thing is, I slapped a guy down last night and he didn�t get up.�
�Hurt bad?�
Brazil made a wry mouth. �Maybe dying.�
Link whistled, said: �When you slap �em, boy, they stay slapped.�
�He cracked his head on the fireplace,� Brazil explained. He scowled at Link.
Fan said: �Well, there�s no sense worrying about it now. The thing to do is get something in your stomachs and get some rest. Come on, Donny, pry yourself loose from some of that booze.� She beamed on Luise Fischer. �You just sit still and I�ll have some breakfast in no time at all.� She hurried out of the room.
Link, pouring whiskey, asked: �Anybody see it?�
Brazil nodded. �Uh-huh � the wrong people.� He sighed wearily. �I want to hide out a while, Donny, till I see how it�s coming out.�
�This dump�s yours,� Link said. He carried glasses of whiskey to Luise Fischer and Brazil. He looked at the woman whenever she was not looking at him.
Brazil emptied his glass with a gulp.
Luise Fischer sipped and coughed.
�Want a chaser?� Link asked.
�No, I thank you,� she said. �This is very good. I caught a little cold from the rain.�
She held the glass in her hand, but did not drink again.
Brazil said: �I left my car out front. I ought to bury it.�
�I�ll take care of that, kid,� Link promised.
�And I�ll want somebody to see what�s happening up Mile Valley way.�
Link wagged his head up and down. �Harry Klaus is the mouthpiece for you. I�ll phone him.�
�And we both want some clothes.�
Luise Fischer spoke: �First I must sell these rings.�
Link�s pale eyes glistened. He moistened his lips and said: �I know the��
�That can wait a day,� Brazil said. �They�re not hot, Donny. You don�t have to fence them.�
Donny seemed disappointed.
The woman said: �But I have no money for clothes until��
Brazil said: �We�ve got enough for that.�
Donny, watching the woman, addressed Brazil: �And you know I can always dig up some for you, kid.�
�Thanks. We�ll see.� Brazil held out his empty glass, and when it had been filled said: �Hide the car, Donny.�
�Sure.� The blond man went to the telephone in an alcove and called a number.
Brazil emptied his glass. �Tired?� he asked.
She rose, went over to him, took the whiskey glass out of his hand, and put it on the table with her own, which was still almost full.
He chuckled, asked: �Had enough trouble with drunks last night?�
�Yes,� she replied, not smiling, and returned to her chair.
Donny was speaking into the telephone: �Hello, Duke?... Listen; this is Donny. There�s a ride standing outside my joint.� He described Brazil�s coup�. �Will you stash it for me?... Yes... Better switch the plates too... Yes, right away, will you?... Right.� He hung up the receiver and turned back to the others, saying: �Voily!�
�Donny!� Fan called from elsewhere in the flat.
�Coming!� He went out.
Brazil leaned toward Luise Fischer and spoke in a low voice: �Don�t give him the rings.�
She stared at him in surprise. �But why?�
�He�ll gyp you to hell and gone.�
�You mean he will cheat me?�
He nodded, grinning.
�But you say he is your friend. You are trusting him now.�
�He�s O.K. on a deal like this,� he assured her. �He�d never turn anybody up. But dough�s different. Anyhow, even if he didn�t trim you, anybody he sold them to would think they were stolen and wouldn�t give half of what they�re worth.�
�Then he is a�� She hesitated.
�A crook. We were cellmates a while.�
She frowned and said: �I do not like this.�
Fan came to the door, smiling, and said: �Breakfast is served.�
In the passageway Brazil turned and took a tentative step toward the front door, but checked himself when he caught Luise Fischer�s eye and, grinning a bit sheepishly, followed her and the blonde woman into the dining room.
Fan would not sit down with them. �I can�t eat this early,� she told Luise Fischer. �I�ll get you a hot bath ready and fix your bed, because I know you�re all in and�ll be ready to fall over as soon as you�re done.�
She went out, paying no attention to Luise Fischer�s polite remonstrances.
Donny stuck a fork into a small sausage and said: �Now about them rings. I can��
�That can wait,� Brazil said. �We�ve got enough to go on a while.�
�Maybe; but it�s just as well to have a getaway stake ready in case you need it all of a sudden.� Donny put the sausage into his mouth. �And you can�t have too big a one.�
He chewed vigorously. �Now, for instance, you take the case of Shuffling Ben Devlin. You remember Ben? He was in the carpenter shop. Remember? The big guy with the gam?�
�I remember,� Brazil replied without enthusiasm.
Donny stabbed another sausage. �Well, Ben was in a place called Finehaven once and��
�He was in a place called the pen when we knew him,� Brazil said.
�Sure; that�s what I�m telling you. It was all on account of Ben thought��
Fan came in. �Everything�s ready whenever you are,� she told Luise Fischer.
Luise Fischer put down her coffee cup and rose. �It is a lovely breakfast,� she said, �but I am too tired to eat much.�
As she left the room Donny was beginning again: �It was all on account of��
Fan took her to a room in the rear of the flat where there was a wide wooden bed with smooth white covers turned down. A white nightgown and a red wrapper lay on the bed. On the floor there was a pair of slippers. The blonde woman halted at the door and gestured with one pink hand. �If there�s anything else you need, just sing out. The bathroom�s just across the hall and I turned the water on.�
�Thank you,� Luise Fischer said; �you are very kind. I am imposing on you most��
Fan patted her shoulder. �No friend of Brazil�s can ever impose on me, darling. Now, you get your bath and a good sleep, and if there�s anything you want, yell.� She went out and shut the door.
Luise Fischer, standing just inside the door, looked slowly, carefully around the cheaply furnished room, and then, going to the side of the bed, began to take off her clothes. When she had finished she put on the red wrapper and the slippers and, carrying the nightgown over her arm, crossed the hallway to the bathroom. The bathroom was warm with steam. She ran cold water into the tub while she took the bandages off her knee and ankle.
After she had bathed she found fresh bandages in the cabinet over the basin, and rewrapped her knee but not her ankle. Then she put on nightgown, wrapper, and slippers, and returned to the bedroom. Brazil was there, standing with his back to her, looking out a window.
He did not turn around. Smoke from his cigarette drifted back past his head.
She shut the door slowly and leaned against it, the faintest of contemptuous smiles curving her mobile lips.
He did not move.
She went slowly to the bed and sat on the side farthest from him. She did not look at him but at a picture of a horse on the wall. Her face was proud and cold. She said: �I am what I am, but I pay my debts.� This time the deliberate calmness of her voice was insolence. �I brought this trouble to you. Well, now, if you can find any use for me�� She shrugged.
He turned from the window without haste. His copperish eyes, his face were expressionless. He said: �O.K.� He rubbed the fire of his cigarette out in an ashtray on the dressing table and came around the bed to her.
She stood up straight and tall, awaiting him.
He stood close to her for a moment, looking at her with eyes that weighed her beauty as impersonally as if she had been inanimate. Then he pushed her head back rudely and kissed her.
She made neither sound nor movement of her own, submitting completely to his caress, and when he released her and stepped back, her face was as unaffected, as masklike, as his.
He shook his head slowly. �No, you�re no good at your job.� And suddenly his eyes were burning and he had her in his arms and she was clinging to him and laughing softly in her throat while he kissed her mouth and cheeks and eyes and forehead.
Donny opened the door and came in. He leered knowingly at them as they stepped apart, and said: �I just phoned Klaus. He�ll be over as soon�s he�s had breakfast.�
�O.K.,� Brazil said.
Donny, still leering, withdrew, shutting the door.
�Who is this Klaus?� Luise Fischer asked.
�Lawyer,� Brazil replied absent-mindedly. He was scowling thoughtfully at the floor. �I guess he�s our best bet, though I�ve heard things about him that�� He broke off impatiently. �When you�re in a jam you have to take your chances.� His scowl deepened. �And the best you can expect is the worst of it.�
She took his hand and said earnestly: �Let us go away from here. I do not like these people. I do not trust them.�
His face cleared and he put an arm around her again, but abruptly turned his attention to the door when a bell rang beyond it.
There was a pause; then Donny�s guarded voice could be heard asking: �Who is it?�
The answer could not be heard.
Donny�s voice, raised a little: �Who?�
Nothing was heard for a short while after that. The silence was broken by the creaking of a floorboard just outside the bedroom door. The door was opened by Donny. His pinched face was a caricature of alertness. �Bulls,� he whispered. �Take the window.� He was swollen with importance.
Brazil�s face jerked around to Luise Fischer.
�Go!� she cried, pushing him toward the window. �I will be all right.�
�Sure,� Donny said; �me and Fan�ll take care of her. Beat it, kid, and slip us the word when you can. Got enough dough?�
�Uh-huh.� Brazil was kissing Luise Fischer.
�Go, go!� she gasped.
His sallow face was phlegmatic. He was laconic. �Be seeing you,� he said, and pushed up the window. His foot was over the sill by the time the window was completely raised. His other foot followed the first immediately, and, turning on his chest, he lowered himself, grinning cheerfully at Luise Fischer for an instant before he dropped out of sight.
She ran to the window and looked down. He was rising from among weeds in the unkempt back yard. His head turned quickly from right to left. Moving with a swiftness that seemed mere unhesitancy, he went to the left-hand fence, up it, and over into the next-door yard.
Donny took her arm and pulled her from the window. �Stay away from there. You�ll tip his mitt. He�s all right, though Christ help the copper he runs into � if they�re close.�
Something heavy was pounding on the flat�s front door. A heavy, authoritative voice came through: �Open up!�
Donny sneered in the general direction of the front door. �I guess I better let �em in or they�ll be making toothpicks of my front gate.� He seemed to be enjoying the situation.
She stared at him with blank eyes.
He looked at her, looked at the floor and at her again, and said defensively: �Look � I love the guy. I love him!�
The pounding on the front door became louder.
�I guess I better,� Donny said, and went out.
Through the open window came the sound of a shot. She ran to the window and, hands on sill, leaned far out.
Fifty feet to the left, on the top of a fence that divided the long row of back yards from the alley behind, Brazil was poised, crouching. As Luise Fischer looked, another shot sounded and Brazil fell down out of sight into the alley behind the fence. She caught her breath with a sob.
The pounding on the flat�s front door suddenly stopped. She drew her head in through the window. She took her hands from the sill. Her face was an automaton�s. She pulled the window down without seeming conscious of what she was doing, and was standing in the center of the room looking critically at her fingernails when a tired-faced huge man in wrinkled clothes appeared in the doorway.
He asked: �Where�s he at?�
She looked up at him from her fingernails as she had looked at her fingernails. �Who?�
He sighed wearily. �Brazil.� He went to a closet door, opened it. �You the Fischer woman?� He shut the door and moved toward the window, looking around the room, not at her, with little apparent interest.
�I am Luise Fischer,� she said to his back.
He raised the window and leaned out. �How�s it, Tom?� he called to someone below. Whatever answer he received was inaudible in the room.
Luise Fischer put attentiveness off her face as he turned to her. �I ain�t had breakfast yet,� he said.
Donny�s voice came through the doorway from another part of the flat: �I tell you I don�t know where he�s gone to. He just dropped the dame here and hightailed. He didn�t tell me nothing. He��
A metallic voice said, �I bet you!� disagreeably. There was the sound of a blow.
Donny�s voice: �If I did know I wouldn�t tell you, you big crum! Now sock me again.�
The metallic voice: �If that�s what you want.� There was the sound of another blow.
Fan�s voice, shrill with anger, screamed, �Stop that, you�� and ceased abruptly.
The huge man went to the bedroom door and called toward the front of the flat: �Never mind, Ray.� He addressed Luise Fischer: �Get some clothes on.�
�Why?� she asked coolly.
�They want you back in Mile Valley.�
�For what?� She did not seem to think it was true.
�I don�t know,� he grumbled impatiently. �This ain�t my job. We�re just picking you up for them. Something about some rings that belonged to a guy�s mother and disappeared from the house the same time you did.�
She held up her hands and stared at the rings. �But they didn�t. He bought them for me in Paris and��
The huge man scowled wearily. �Well, don�t argue with me about it. It�s none of my business. Where was this fellow Brazil meaning to go when he left here?�
�I do not know.� She took a step forward, holding out her hand in an appealing gesture. �Is he��
�Nobody ever does,� he complained, ignoring the question he had interrupted. �Get your clothes on.� He held a hand out to her. �Better let me take care of the junk.�
She hesitated, then slipped the rings from her fingers and dropped them into his hand.
�Shake it up,� he said. �I ain�t had breakfast yet.� He went out and shut the door.
She dressed hurriedly in the clothes she had taken off a short while before, though she did not again put on the one stocking she had worn down from Brazil�s house. When she had finished, she went quietly, with a backward glance at the closed door, to the window, and began slowly, cautiously, to raise the sash.
The tired-faced huge man opened the door. �Good thing I was peeping through the keyhole,� he said patiently. �Now come on.�
Fan came into the room behind him. Her face was very pink; her voice was shrill. �What�re you picking on her for?� she demanded. �She didn�t do anything. Why don�t you��
�Stop it, stop it,� the huge man begged. His weariness seemed to have become almost unbearable. �I�m only a copper told to bring her in on a larceny charge. I got nothing to do with it, don�t know anything about it.�
�It is all right, Mrs. Link,� Luise Fischer said with dignity. �It will be all right.�
�But you can�t go like that,� Fan protested, and turned to the huge man. �You got to let her put on some decent clothes.�
He sighed and nodded. �Anything, if you�ll only hurry it up and stop arguing with me.�
Fan hurried out.
Luise Fischer addressed the huge man: �He too is charged with larceny?�
He sighed. �Maybe one thing, maybe another,� he said spiritlessly.
She said: �He has done nothing.�
�Well, I haven�t neither,� he complained.
Fan came in with some clothes, a blue suit and hat, dark slippers, stockings, and a white blouse.
�Just keep the door open,� the huge man said. He went out of the room and stood leaning against an opposite wall, where he could see the windows in the bedroom.
Luise Fischer changed her clothes, with Fan�s assistance, in a corner of the room where they were hidden from him.
�Did they catch him?� Fan whispered.
�I do not know.�
�I don�t think they did.�
�I hope they did not.�
Fan was kneeling in front of Luise Fischer, putting on her stockings. �Don�t let them make you talk till you�ve seen Harry Klaus,� she whispered rapidly. �You tell them he�s your lawyer and you got to see him first. We�ll send him down and he�ll get you out all right.� She looked up abruptly. �You didn�t cop them, did you?�
�Steal the rings?� Luise Fischer asked in surprise.
�I didn�t think so,� the blonde woman said. �So you won�t have to��
The huge man�s weary voice came to them: �Come on � cut out the barbering and get into the duds.�
Fan said: �Go take a run at yourself.�
Luise Fischer carried her borrowed hat to the looking-glass and put it on; then, smoothing down the suit, looked at her reflection. The clothes did not fit her so badly as might have been expected.
Fan said: �You look swell.�
The man outside the door said: �Come on.�
Luise Fischer turned to Fan. �Goodbye, and�I��
The blonde woman put her arms around her. �There�s nothing to say, and you�ll be back here in a couple of hours. Harry�ll show those saps they can�t put anything like this over on you.�
The huge man said: �Come on.�
Luise Fischer joined him and they went toward the front of the flat.
As they passed the living-room door Donny, rising from the sofa, called cheerfully: �Don�t let them worry you, baby. We�ll��
A tall man in brown put a hand over Donny�s face and pushed him back on the sofa.
Luise Fischer and the huge man went out. A police-department automobile was standing in front of the house where Brazil had left his coup�. A dozen or more adults and children were standing around it, solemnly watching the door through which she came.
A uniformed policeman pushed some of them aside to make passageway for her and her companion and got into the car behind them. �Let her go, Tom,� he called to the chauffeur, and they drove off.
The huge man shut his eyes and groaned softly. �God, I�m schwach!�
They rode seven blocks and halted in front of a square red brick building on a corner. The huge man helped her out of the automobile and took her between two large frosted globes into the building, and into a room where a bald fat man in uniform sat behind a high desk.
The huge man said: �It�s that Luise Fischer for Mile Valley.� He took a hand from a pocket and tossed her rings on the desk. �That�s the stuff, I guess.�
The bald man said: �Nice picking. Get the guy?�
�Hospital, I guess.�
Luise Fischer turned to him: �Was he � was he badly hurt?�
The huge man grumbled: �I don�t know about it. Can�t I guess?�
The bald man called: �Luke!�
A thin, white-mustached policeman came in.
The fat man said: �Put her in the royal suite.�
Luise Fischer said: �I wish to see my lawyer.�
The three men looked unblinkingly at her.
�His name is Harry Klaus,� she said. �I wish to see him.�
Luke said: �Come back this way.�
She followed him down a bare corridor to the far end, where he opened a door and stood aside for her to go through. The room into which the door opened was a small one furnished with cot, table, two chairs, and some magazines. The window was large, fitted with a heavy wire grating.
In the center of the room she turned to say again: �I wish to see my lawyer.�
The white-mustached man shut the door and she could hear him locking it.
Two hours later he returned with a bowl of soup, some cold meat and a slice of bread on a plate, and a cup of coffee.
She had been lying on the cot, staring at the ceiling. She rose and faced him imperiously. �I wish to see��
�Don�t start that again,� he said irritably. �We got nothing to do with you. Tell it to them Mile Valley fellows when they come for you.�
He put the food on the table and left the room. She ate everything he had brought her.
It was late afternoon when the door opened again. �There you are,� the white-mustached man said, and stood aside to let his companions enter. There were two of them, men of medium height, in dull clothes, one thick-chested and florid, the other less heavy, older.
The thick-chested, florid one looked Luise Fischer up and down and grinned admiringly at her. The other said: �We want you to come back to the Valley with us, Miss Fischer.�
She rose from her chair and began to put on her hat and coat.
�That�s it,� the older of the two said. �Don�t give us no trouble and we don�t give you none.�
She looked curiously at him.
They went to the street and got into a dusty blue sedan. The thick-chested man drove. Luise Fischer sat behind him, beside the older man. They retraced the route she and Brazil had taken that morning.
Once, before they left the city, she had said: �I wish to see my lawyer. His name is Harry Klaus.�
The man beside her was chewing gum. He made noises with his lips, then told her, politely enough: �We can�t stop now.�
The man at the wheel spoke before she could reply. He did not turn his head. �How come Brazil socked him?�
Luise said quickly: �It was not his fault. He was��
The older man, addressing the man at the wheel, interrupted her: �Let it alone, Pete. Let the D.A. do his own work.�
Pete said: �Oke.�
The woman turned to the man beside her. �Was � was Brazil hurt?�
He studied her face for a long moment, then nodded slightly. �Stopped a slug, I hear.�
Her eyes widened. �He was shot?�
He nodded again.
She put both hands on his forearm. �How badly?�
He shook his head. �I don�t know.�
Her fingers dug into his arm. �Did they arrest him?�
�I can�t tell you, miss. Maybe the District Attorney wouldn�t like me to.� He smacked his lips over his gum-chewing.
�But, please!� she insisted. �I must know.�
He shook his head again. �We ain�t worrying you with a lot of questions. Don�t be worrying us.�

Three: Conclusion

It was nearly nine o�clock by the dial on the dashboard, and quite dark, when Luise Fischer and her captors passed a large square building whose illuminated sign said �Mile Valley Lumber Co.� and turned in to what was definitely a town street, though its irregularly spaced houses were not many. Ten minutes later the sedan came to rest at the curb in front of a gray public building. The driver got out. The other man held the door open for Luise. They took her into a ground-floor room in the gray building.
Three men were in the room. A sad-faced man of sixty-some years, with ragged white hair and mustache, was tilted back in a chair, with his feet on a battered yellowish desk. He wore a hat but no coat. A pasty-faced young blond man, straddling a chair in front of the filing cabinet on the other side of the room, was saying, �So the traveling salesman asked the farmer if he could put him up for the night and�� but broke off when Luise Fischer and her companions came in.
The third man stood with his back to the window. He was a slim man of medium height, not far past thirty, thin-lipped, pale, flashily dressed in brown and red. His collar was very tight. He advanced swiftly toward Luise Fischer, showing white teeth in a smile. �I�m Harry Klaus. They wouldn�t let me see you down there, so I came on up to wait for you.� He spoke rapidly and with assurance. �Don�t worry. I�ve got everything fixed.�
The storyteller hesitated, changed his position. The two men who had brought Luise Fischer up from the city looked at the lawyer with obvious disapproval.
Klaus smiled again with complete assurance. �You know she�s not going to tell you anything at all till we�ve talked it over, don�t you? Well, what the hell, then?�
The man at the desk said: �All right, all right.� He looked at the two men standing behind the woman. �If Tuft�s office is empty, let �em use that.�
�Thanks.� Harry Klaus picked up a brown briefcase from a chair, took Luise Fischer�s elbow in his hand, and turned her to follow the thick-chested, florid man.
He led them down the corridor a few feet to an office that was similar to the one they had just left. He did not go in with them. He said, �Come on back when you�re finished,� and, when they had gone in, slammed the door.
Klaus jerked his head at the door. �A lot of whittlers,� he said cheerfully. �We�ll stand them on their heads.� He tossed his briefcase on the desk. �Sit down.�
�Brazil?� she said. �He is��
His shrug lifted his shoulders almost to his ears. �I don�t know. Can�t get anything out of these people.�
�Then�?�
�Then he got away,� he said.
�Do you think he did?�
He shrugged his shoulders again. �We can always hope.�
�But one of those policemen told me he had been shot and��
�That don�t have to mean anything but that they hope they hit him.� He put his hands on her shoulders and pushed her down into a chair. �There�s no use worrying about Brazil till we know whether we�ve got anything to worry about.� He drew another chair up close to hers and sat in it. �Let�s worry about you now. I want the works � no song and dance � just what happened, the way it happened.�
She drew her brows together in a puzzled frown. �But you told me everything��
�I told you everything was all fixed, and it is.� He patted her knee. �I�ve got the bail all fixed so you can walk out of here as soon as they get through asking you questions. But we�ve got to decide what kind of answers you�re going to give them.� He looked sharply at her from under his hat brim. �You want to help Brazil, don�t you?�
�Yes.�
�That�s the stuff.� He patted her knee again, and his hand remained on it. �Now, give me everything, from the beginning.�
�You mean from when I first met Kane Robson?�
He nodded.
She crossed her knees, dislodging his hand. Staring at the opposite wall as if not seeing it, she said earnestly: �Neither of us did anything wrong. It is not right that we should suffer.�
�Don�t worry.� His tone was light, confident. �I�ll get the pair of you out of it.� He proffered her cigarettes in a shiny case.
She took a cigarette, leaned forward to hold its end to the flame from his lighter, and, still leaning forward, asked: �I will not have to stay here tonight?�
He patted her cheek. �I don�t think so. It oughtn�t to take them more than an hour to grill you.� He dropped his hand to her knee. �And the sooner we get through here, the sooner you�ll be through with them.�
She took a deep breath and sat back in her chair. �There is not a lot to say,� she began, pronouncing her words carefully so they were clear in spite of her accent. �I met him in a little place in Switzerland. I was without any money at all, any friends. He liked me and he was rich.� She made a little gesture with the cigarette in her hand. �So I said yes.�
Klaus nodded sympathetically and his fingers moved on her knee.
�He bought me clothes, those jewels, in Paris. They were not his mother�s and he gave them to me.�
The lawyer nodded again and his fingers moved again on her knee.
�He brought me over here then and� � she put the burning end of her cigarette on the back of his hand � �I stayed at his��
Klaus had snatched his hand from her knee to his mouth, was sucking the back of his hand. �What�s the matter with you?� he demanded indignantly, the words muffled by the hand to his mouth. He lowered the hand and looked at the burn. �If there�s something you don�t like, you can say so, can�t you?�
She did not smile. �I no speak Inglis good,� she said, burlesquing a heavy accent. �I stayed at his house for two weeks � not quite two weeks � until��
�If it wasn�t for Brazil, you could take your troubles to another lawyer!� He pouted over his burned hand.
�Until last night,� she continued, �when I could stand him no longer. We quarreled and I left. I left just as I was, in evening clothes, with...�

She was finishing her story when the telephone bell rang. The attorney went to the desk and spoke into the telephone: �Hello?... Yes... Just a couple of minutes more... That�s right. Thanks.� He turned. �They�re getting impatient.�
She rose from her chair, saying: �I have finished. Then the police came and he escaped through the window and they arrested me about those rings.�
�Did you do any talking after they arrested you?�
She shook her head. �They would not let me. Nobody would listen to me. Nobody cared.�
A young man in blue clothes that needed pressing came up to Luise Fischer and Klaus as they left the courthouse. He took off his hat and tucked it under an arm. �Mith Fither, I�m from the Mile Valley Potht. Can you��
Klaus, smiling, said: �There�s nothing now. Look me up at the hotel in the morning and I�ll give you a statement.� He handed the reporter a card. He cleared his throat. �We�re hunting food now. Maybe you�ll tell us where to find it � and join us.�
The young man�s face flushed. He looked at the card in his hand and then up at the lawyer. �Thank you, Mithter Klauth, I�ll be glad to. The Tavern�th jutht around the corner. It�th the only plathe that�th any good that�th open now.�
He turned to indicate the south. �My name�th George Dunne.�
Klaus shook his hand and said, �Glad to know you,� Luise Fischer nodded and smiled, and they went down the street.
�How�s Conroy?� Klaus asked.
�He hathn�t come to yet,� the young man replied. �They don�t know yet how bad it ith.�
�Where is he?�
�Thtill at Robthon�th. They�re afraid to move him.�
They turned the corner. Klaus asked: �Any news of Brazil?�
The reporter craned his neck to look past Luise Fischer at the lawyer. �I thought you�d know.�
�Know what?�
�What � whatever there wath to know. Thith ith it.�
He led them into a white-tiled restaurant. By the time they were seated at a table, the dozen or more people at counter and tables were staring at Luise Fischer and there was a good deal of whispering among them.
Luise Fischer, sitting in the chair Dunne had pulled out for her, taking one of the menus from the rack on the table, seemed neither disturbed by nor conscious of anyone�s interest in her. She said: �I am very hungry.�
A plump, bald-headed man with a pointed white beard, sitting three tables away, caught Dunne�s eye as the young man went around to his chair, and beckoned with a jerk of his head.
Dunne said, �Pardon me � it�th my both,� and went over to the bearded man�s table.
Klaus said: �He�s a nice boy.�
Luise Fischer said: �We must telephone the Links. They have surely heard from Brazil.�
Klaus pulled the ends of his mouth down, shook his head. �You can�t trust these county-seat telephone exchanges.�
�But��
�Have to wait till tomorrow. It�s late anyhow.� He looked at his watch and yawned. �Play this kid. Maybe he knows something.�
Dunne came back to them. His face was flushed and he seemed embarrassed.
�Anything new?� Klaus asked.
The young man shook his head violently. �Oh, no!� he said with emphasis.
A waiter came to their table. Luise Fischer ordered soup, a steak, potatoes, asparagus, a salad, cheese, and coffee. Klaus ordered scrambled eggs and coffee, Dunne pie and milk.
When the waiter stepped back from the table, Dunne�s eyes opened wide. He stared past Klaus. Luise Fischer turned her head to follow the reporter�s gaze. Kane Robson was coming into the restaurant. Two men were with him. One of them � a fat, pale, youngish man � smiled and raised his hat.
Luise Fischer addressed Klaus in a low voice: �It�s Robson.�
The lawyer did not turn his head. He said, �That�s all right,� and held his cigarette case out to her.
She took a cigarette without removing her gaze from Robson. When he saw her, he raised his hat and bowed. Then he said something to his companions and, leaving them, came toward her. His face was pale; his dark eyes glittered.
She was smoking by the time he reached her table. He said, �Hello, darling,� and sat in the empty chair facing her across the table. He turned his head to the reporter for an instant to say a careless �Hello, Dunne.�
Luise Fischer said: �This is Mr. Klaus. Mr. Robson.�
Robson did not look at the lawyer. He addressed the woman: �Get your bail fixed up all right?�
�As you see.�
He smiled mockingly. �I meant to leave word that I�d put it up if you couldn�t get it anywhere else, but I forgot.�
There was a moment of silence. Then she said: �I shall send for my clothes in the morning. Will you have Ito pack them?�
�Your clothes?� He laughed. �You didn�t have a stitch besides what you had on when I picked you up. Let your new man buy you new clothes.�
Young Dunne blushed and looked at the tablecloth in embarrassment. Klaus�s face was, except for the brightness of his eyes, expressionless.
Luise Fischer said softly: �Your friends will miss you if you stay away too long.�
�Let them. I want to talk to you, Luise.� He addressed Dunne impatiently: �Why don�t you two go play in a corner somewhere?�
The reporter jumped from his chair, stammering: �Th-thertainly, Mr. Robthon.�
Klaus looked questioningly at Luise Fischer. Her nod was barely perceptible. He rose and left the table with Dunne.
Robson said: �Come back with me and I�ll call off all this foolishness about the rings.�
She looked curiously at him. �You want me back, knowing I despise you?�
He nodded, grinning. �I can get fun out of even that.�
She narrowed her eyes, studying his face. Then she asked: �How is Dick?�
His face and voice were gay with malice. �He�s dying fast enough.�
She seemed surprised. �You hate him?�
�I don�t hate him � I don�t love him. You and he were too fond of each other. I won�t have any male and female parasites mixing like that.�
She smiled contemptuously. �So. Then suppose I go back with you. What?�
�I explain to these people that it was all a mistake about the rings, that you really thought I had given them to you. That�s all.� He was watching her closely. �There�s no bargaining about your boyfriend, Brazil. He takes what he gets.�
Her face showed nothing of what she might be thinking. She leaned across the table a little toward him and spoke carefully: �If you were as dangerous as you think you are, I would be afraid to go back with you � I would rather go to prison. But I am not afraid of you. You should know by this time that you will never hurt me very much, that I can take very good care of myself.�
�Maybe you�ve got something to learn,� he said quickly; then, recovering his consciously matter-of-fact tone: �Well, what�s the answer?�
�I am not a fool,� she said. �I have no money, no friends who can help me. You have both, and I am not afraid of you. I try to do what is best for myself. First I try to get out of this trouble without you. If I cannot, then I come back to you.�
�If I�ll have you.�
She shrugged her shoulders. �Yes, certainly that.�

Luise Fischer and Harry Klaus reached the Links� flat late the next morning.
Fan opened the door for them. She put her arms around Luise Fischer. �See, I told you Harry would get you out all right.� She turned to face the lawyer quickly and demanded: �You didn�t let them hold her all night?�
�No,� he said; �but we missed the last train and had to stay at the hotel.�
They went into the living room.
Evelyn Grant rose from the sofa. She came to Luise Fischer, saying: �It�s my fault. It�s all my fault!� Her eyes were red and swollen. She began to cry again. �He had told me about Donny � Mr. Link � and I thought he�d come here and I tried to phone him and Papa caught me and told the police. And I only wanted to help him��
From the doorway Donny snarled: �Shut up. Stop it. Pipe down.� He addressed Klaus petulantly: �She�s been doing this for an hour. She�s got me screwy.�
Fan said: �Lay off the kid. She feels bad.�
Donny said: �She ought to.� He smiled at Luise Fischer. �Hello, baby. Everything O.K.?�
She said: �How do you do? I think it is.�
He looked at her hands. �Where�s the rings?�
�We had to leave them up there.�
�I told you!� His voice was bitter. �I told you you�d ought to let me sold them.� He turned to Klaus. �Can you beat that?�
The lawyer did not say anything.
Fan had taken Evelyn to the sofa and was soothing her.
Luise Fischer asked: �Have you heard from��
�Brazil?� Donny said before she could finish her question. He nodded. �Yep. He�s O.K.� He glanced over his shoulder at the girl on the sofa, then spoke rapidly in a low voice. �He�s at the Hilltop Sanatorium, outside of town � supposed to have D.T.�s. You know he got plugged in the side. He�s O.K., though � Doc Barry�ll keep him under cover and fix him up good as new. He��
Luise Fischer�s eyes were growing large. She put a hand to her throat. �But he � Dr. Ralph Barry?� she demanded.
Donny wagged his head up and down. �Yes. He�s a good guy. He�ll��
�But he is a friend of Kane Robson�s!� she cried. �I met him there, at Robson�s house.� She turned to Klaus. �He was with him in the restaurant last night � the fat one.�
The men stared at her.
She caught Klaus�s arm and shook him. �That is why he was there last night � to see Kane � to ask him what he should do.�
Fan and Evelyn had risen from the sofa and were listening.
Donny began: �Aw, maybe it�s O.K. Doc�s a good guy. I don�t think he��
�Cut it out!� Klaus growled. �This is serious � serious as hell.� He scowled thoughtfully at Luise Fischer. �No chance of a mistake on this?�
�No.�
Evelyn thrust herself between the two men to confront Luise Fischer. She was crying again, but was angry now.
�Why did you have to get him into all this? Why did you have to come to him with your troubles? It�s your fault that they�ll put him in prison � and he�ll go crazy in prison! If it hadn�t been for you, none of this would have happened. You��
Donny touched Evelyn�s shoulder. �I think I�ll take a sock at you,� he said.
She cringed away from him.
Klaus said: �For God�s sake, let�s stop this fiddledeedee and decide what we�d better do.� He scowled at Luise Fischer again. �Didn�t Robson say anything to you about it last night?�
She shook her head.
Donny said: �Well, listen. We got to get him out of there. It don�t��
�That�s easy,� Klaus said with heavy sarcasm. �If he�s in wrong there� � he shrugged � �it�s happened already. We�ve got to find out. Can you get to see him?�
Donny nodded. �Sure.�
�Then go. Wise him up � find out what the layout is.�
Donny and Luise Fischer left the house by the back door, went through the yard to the alley behind, and down the alley for two blocks. They saw nobody following them.
�I guess we�re in the clear,� Donny said, and led the way down a cross street.
On the next corner there was a garage and repair shop. A small dark man was tinkering with an engine.
�Hello, Tony,� Donny said. �Lend me a boat.�
The dark man looked curiously at Luise Fischer while saying: �Surest thing you know. Take the one in the corner.�
They got into a black sedan and drove away.
�It ain�t far,� Donny said. Then: �I�d like to pull him out of there.�
Luise Fischer was silent.
After half an hour Donny turned the machine in to a road at the end of which a white building was visible. �That�s her,� he said.
After leaving the sedan in front of the building, they walked under a black-and-gold sign that said �Hilltop Sanatorium� into an office.
�We want to see Mr. Lee,� Donny told the nurse at the desk. �He�s expecting us.�
She moistened her lips nervously and said: �It�s two hundred and three, right near the head of the stairs.�
They went up a dark flight of stairs to the second floor. �This is it,� Donny said, halting. He opened the door without knocking and waved Luise Fischer inside.
Besides Brazil, lying in bed, his sallowness more pronounced than usual, there were two men in the room. One of them was the huge tired-faced man who had arrested Luise Fischer. He said: �I oughtn�t to let you people see him.�
Brazil half rose in bed and stretched a hand out toward Luise Fischer.
She went around the huge man to the bed and took Brazil�s hand. �Oh, I�m sorry � sorry!� she murmured.
He grinned without pleasure. �Hard luck, all right. And I�m scared stiff of those damned bars.�
She leaned over and kissed him.
The huge man said: �Come on, now. You got to get out. I�m liable to catch hell for this.�
Donny took a step toward the bed. �Listen, Brazil. Is there��
The huge man put out a hand and wearily pushed Donny back. �Go �way. There�s nothing for you to hang around here for.� He put a hand on Luise Fischer�s shoulder. �Go ahead, please, will you? Say goodbye to him now � and maybe you can see him afterwards.�
She kissed Brazil again and stood up.
He said: �Look after her, will you, Donny?�
�Sure,� Donny promised. �And don�t let them worry you. I�ll send Harry over to see you and��
The huge man groaned. �Is this going to keep you all day?�
He took Luise Fischer�s arm and put her and Donny out.
They went in silence down to the sedan, and neither spoke until they were entering the city again. Then Luise Fischer said: �Will you kindly lend me ten dollars?�
�Sure.� Donny took one hand from the wheel, felt in his pants pocket, and gave her two five-dollar bills.
Then she said: �I wish to go to the railroad station.�
He frowned. �What for?�
�I want to go to the railroad station,� she repeated.
When they reached the station she got out of the sedan.
�Thank you very much,� she said. �Do not wait. I will come over later.�
Luise Fischer went into the railroad station and to the newsstand, where she bought a package of cigarettes. Then she went to a telephone booth, asked for long distance, and called a Mile Valley number.
�Hello, Ito?... Is Mr. Robson there? This is Fr�ulein Fischer... Yes.� There was a pause. �Hello, Kane... Well, you have won. You might have saved yourself the delay if you had told me last night what you knew... Yes... Yes, I am.�
She put the receiver on its prong and stared at it for a long moment. Then she left the booth, went to the ticket window, and said: �A ticket to Mile Valley � one-way � please.�

The room was wide and high-ceilinged. Its furniture was Jacobean. Kane Robson was sprawled comfortably in a deep chair. At his elbow was a small table on which were a crystal-and-silver coffee service, a crystal-and-silver decanter � half full � some glasses, cigarettes, and an ashtray. His eyes glittered in the light from the fireplace.
Ten feet away, partly facing him, partly facing the fireplace, Luise Fischer sat, more erectly, in a smaller chair. She was in a pale negligee and had pale slippers on her feet.
Somewhere in the house a clock struck midnight. Robson heard it out attentively before he went on speaking: �And you are making a great mistake, my dear, in being too sure of yourself.�
She yawned. �I slept very little last night,� she said. �I am too sleepy to be frightened.�
He rose, grinning at her. �I didn�t get any either. Shall we take a look at the invalid before we turn in?�
A nurse � a scrawny middle-aged woman in white � came into the room, panting. �Mr. Conroy�s recovering consciousness, I do believe,� she said.
Robson�s mouth tightened, and his eyes, after a momentary flickering, became steady. �Phone Dr. Blake,� he said. �He�ll want to know right away.� He turned to Luise Fischer. �I�ll run up and stay with him till she is through phoning.�
Luise Fischer rose. �I�ll go with you.�
He pursed his lips. �I don�t know. Maybe the excitement of too many people � the surprise of seeing you back here again � might not be good for him.�
The nurse had left the room.
Ignoring Luise Fischer�s laughter, he said: �No; you had better stay here, my dear.�
She said: �I will not.�
He shrugged. �Very well, but�� He went upstairs without finishing the sentence.
Luise Fischer went up behind him, but not with his speed. She arrived at the sickroom doorway, however, in time to catch the look of utter fear in Conroy�s eyes, before they closed, as his bandaged head fell back on the pillow.
Robson, standing just inside the door, said softly: �Ah, he�s passed out again.� His eyes were unwary.
Her eyes were probing.
They stood there and stared at each other until the Japanese butler came to the door and said: �A Mr. Brazil to see Fr�ulein Fischer.�
Into Robson�s face little by little came the expression of one considering a private joke. He said: �Show Mr. Brazil into the living room. Fr�ulein Fischer will be down immediately. Phone the deputy sheriff.�
Robson smiled at the woman. �Well?�
She said nothing.
�A choice?� he asked.
The nurse came in. �Dr. Blake is out, but I left word.�
Luise Fischer said: �I do not think Mr. Conroy should be left alone, Miss George.�
Brazil was standing in the center of the living room, balancing himself on legs spread far apart. He held his left arm tight to his side, straight down. He had on a dark overcoat that was buttoned high against his throat. His face was a ghastly yellow mask in which his eyes burned redly. He said through his teeth: �They told me you�d come back. I had to see it.� He spit on the floor. �Strumpet!�
She stamped a foot. �Do not be a fool. I�� She broke off as the nurse passed the doorway. She said sharply: �Miss George, what are you doing?�
The nurse said: �Mr. Robson said he thought I might be able to reach Dr. Blake on the phone at Mrs. Webber�s.�
Luise Fischer turned, paused to kick off her slippers, and ran up the steps on stockinged feet. The door to Conroy�s room was shut. She flung it open.
Robson was leaning over the sick man. His hands were on the sick man�s bandaged head, holding it almost face down in the pillow.
His thumbs were pressing the back of the skull. All his weight seemed on his thumbs. His face was insane. His lips were wet.
Luise Fischer screamed, �Brazil!� and flung herself at Robson and clawed at his legs.
Brazil came into the room, lurching blindly, his left arm tight to his side. He swung his right fist, missed Robson�s head by a foot, was struck twice in the face by Robson, did not seem to know it, and swung his right fist into Robson�s belly. The woman�s grip on Robson�s ankles kept him from recovering his balance. He went down heavily.
The nurse was busy with her patient, who was trying to sit up in bed. Tears ran down his face. He was sobbing: �He stumbled over a piece of wood while he was helping me to the car, and he hit me on the head with it.�
Luise Fischer had Brazil sitting up on the floor with his back to the wall, wiping his face with her handkerchief.
He opened one eye and murmured: �The guy was screwy, wasn�t he?�
She put an arm around him and laughed with a cooing sound in her throat. �All men are.�
Robson had not moved.
There was a commotion, and three men came in.
The tallest one looked at Robson and then at Brazil and chuckled.
�There�s our lad that don�t like hospitals,� he said. �It�s a good thing he didn�t escape from a gymnasium or he might�ve hurt somebody.�
Luise Fischer took off her rings and put them on the floor beside Robson�s left foot.


Inside Job
RAOUL WHITFIELD

THE STORY
Original publication:Black Mask, February 1932; first published in book form in The Hard-Boiled Omnibus, edited by Joseph T. Shaw (New York, Simon & Schuster, 1946)

When Joseph Shaw, the legendary editor of Black Mask, compiled his 1946 anthology of what he regarded as the greatest stories published in its pages, he included (of course) a story by Dashiell Hammett, another by Raymond Chandler, but he used two by Raoul Fauconnier Whitfield (1896�1945), one published under his real name and another under his Ramon Decolta pseudonym.
The pulp community was not a huge one. The editors knew each other, and they knew the writers. The writers, too, knew each other, and their common meeting place was often a bar. While the two greatest writers for the pulps, Raymond Chandler and Dashiell Hammett, are believed to have met only once, Hammett became very close to one of the other giants of the era, Raoul Whitfield. There seems to be a good deal of evidence that Hammett became even closer to Whitfield�s wife, Prudence, but that�s another story.
Whitfield was born in New York City. During World War I, he served with the US Army Air Corps in France as a pilot. When he returned to the United States, he went to learn the steel business (he was related to Andrew Carnegie), then worked as a newspaper reporter and began to write fiction for pulp magazines. He used his flying background to write aviation stories for the pulps in the early 1920s, then sold his first mystery to Black Mask for the March 1926 issue. He went on, in a serious burst of prolificity, to write nearly ninety stories, under his own name and as Decolta, for Black Mask between that first effort and his last one, only eight years later, for the February 1934 issue.
The prolific Whitfield had quickly become one of Black Mask�s best and most popular writers, but his career was cut short when he became ill in 1935; he never fully recovered and died ten years later.
He also wrote five mystery novels, three under his own name: Green Ice (1930), Death in a Bowl (1931), and The Virgin Kills (1932), and two under the pseudonym Temple Field, Five (1931) and Killers� Carnival (1932). As Whitfield, he wrote four juveniles, all with aviation backgrounds: Wings of Gold (1930), Silver Wings (1930), Danger Zone (1931), and Danger Circus (1933).
In the story �Inside Job,� Hugh Fresney, editor of a Los Angeles newspaper, takes on the mob and seems a good choice for assassination. The wealthy owner of the paper, Clinton Vaupaugh, is nervous when he thinks he might be the target. Tim Slade, a former reporter who now works as a private detective, is brought in by Fresney to work the case.

THE FILM
Title: High Tide, 1947
Studio: Monogram Pictures
Director: John Reinhardt
Screenwriter: Robert Presnell�Sr.
Producer: Jack Wrather

THE CAST
��Lee Tracy (Hugh Fresney)
��Don Castle (Tim �T. M.� Slade)
��Julie Bishop (Julie Vaughn)
��Anabel Shaw (Dana Jones)
��Regis Toomey (Inspector O�Haffey)
��Douglas Walton (Clinton Vaughn)

The outstanding element added to the screenplay is the opening scene when the newspaper editor Fresney and the private investigator are seen driving too fast when the car flips and they are injured and trapped in the car on a beach in Malibu, Fresney with a broken back and Slade immobile. The tide is rapidly coming in and threatening to drown them as their conversation reveals that one of them is a villain, though it is unclear which one. Fresney tells Slade, �You know, kid, if you had only not answered that telegram I sent you...� The story is then told in flashback, closely following Whitfield�s short story.
It would be useful to have read the story before watching the film. It is a reasonably complicated plot and its resolution comes so rapidly at the denouement that it is nearly impossible to follow the events and how everyone is connected to all that activity.
Lee Tracy had a successful career on Broadway, television, and motion pictures, being nominated for an Academy Award for his role as Art Hockstader, former president of the United States, a character loosely based on Harry Truman, in both the 1960 stage and 1964 film versions of The Best Man, written by Gore Vidal.
Don Castle, who famously resembled Clark Gable, minus the charisma, became a producer on the television series, Lassie. After an automobile accident, he died of a prescription drug overdose; he was forty-eight years old.
Julie Bishop was born Jacqueline Brown but used the family name Wells (as Jacqueline) professionally through 1941. She also used the name Diane Duval onstage, as well as in one film. Highly successful, she appeared in more than fifty B movies in the 1940s, as well as in major films with John Wayne and others.
High Tide, even though it was a low budget B film, was regarded highly enough for the UCLA Film and Television Archive, funded by the Film Noir Foundation, to restore the film in 2013.

INSIDE JOB
Raoul Whitfield

Fresney stood beside the coat-rack, pulling off his gray gloves. His eyes were on the half-moon shaped desk and his chair at the center of the inner curve, on the platform a foot above the floor. He took off his gloves slowly, stuffed them in a pocket of his tightly buttoned trench coat. His gold-headed cane he removed from an arm, hung it over the second hook of the rack. Phillips, the real estate editor, passed him and grinned with his long face.
�Nasty weather,� he said.
Fresney�s face was turned towards the large, black-lettered sign that hung on a wall of the editorial room.
�Is it?� he said in a cold voice.
The sign on the wall spelled Accuracy and was very old and dirty. Fresney�s thin, long lips curved slightly in a smile. He removed his coat, took off a gray soft hat and hung it over the hook that held his stick. At one end of the room the automatic telegraph machines were making a clatter. Two or three typewriters were working. At a glance Fresney saw that seven or eight of the dozen reporters on the staff had arrived; it was five minutes of two.
He took a pack of cigarettes from a pocket of the trench coat, walked swiftly around to his chair. It was a swivel-chair; rather battered looking. Cleve Collins, his assistant, looked up from some copy. He sat across from the city editor, on the outer curve of the half moon. There were two chairs on each side of his � copy readers� places. Collins said:
�Vapor said he wanted you as soon as you came in, Hugh.�
The managing editor�s name was Clinton Vaupaugh; he was called �Vapor� around the city rooms. Fresney nodded and sat down. He put a cigarette in his mouth, lighted a match by scratching a thumbnail across the phosphorous, and held the flame against paper and tobacco. His small, dark eyes looked at words on a yellow sheet of news paper as he shook the match out. The words were: �You�re a good slave driver and a lousy city editor. I resign. Hennessy.�
Fresney lifted the paper the words were typed on as though it was something dirty. He used the tips of a thumb and forefinger and let the yellow stuff fall to the platform beside him. On another scrap of news paper he read: �Dyke has sweet alibi and smashed head. Reedy sore � says sheet didn�t use his picture. Better give him break. In for the bulldog. Jake.�
Fresney flipped the scrap across to Cleve Collins, who was watching him closely.
�Run Dan Reedy�s face on Page two � mark it �must,� � he instructed. �Give him a good boost.�
Collins blinked. �Reedy � what for?� he asked. �What did he do?�
The city editor�s eyes smiled a little. �He grabbed Jap Dyke, along with two or three other plainclothes boys,� he replied grimly. �But we�ll forget the others for the moment.�
The assistant city editor grunted. He made notes on paper. Fresney said:
�He�s feeling hurt and making it tough for Jake. We�ll use some oil.�
Collins swore very softly. Then he said:
�Vapor wants to see you when you get here, Hugh.�
The city editor nodded. �Hennessy�s quit; he didn�t like it because I told him to go after the Ware woman hard and tell her the police would be out if she didn�t talk. I think Hennessy drew a week ahead, yesterday. If he did � send Burney after the money. If Hennessy won�t pay up we�ll have him pinched.�
The assistant city editor widened his blue eyes. He was thirty-two, ten years younger than Fresney. He had a pale, thin face and his body was long and thin.
�And what�ll the police do, after they pinch Hennessy?� he asked dryly.
Fresney�s eyes were hard. �They�ll do what I tell �em to do,� he replied.
Collins whistled very softly. Fresney looked at him sharply, then looked down at another slip of news paper on which was scrawled: �Cresser gets hanged tonight. C.C.� The city editor looked at Collins and said slowly: �He put up a good fight, Cleve. Send Daly over to cover it � there�s a pass around here somewhere.�
Collins nodded. �Yeah. Cresser put up a good fight,� he agreed. �Damn� little money � a wife � and with the sheet yelping for his neck��
Fresney spoke coldly and softly: �Shut up, Cleve.�
Collins narrowed his eyes. �The wife was in to see you about fifteen minutes ago, Hugh,� he said quietly.
Fresney said: �You shut up, Cleve.�
Collins paid no attention to him. �I told her you were out of the city,� he said.
Fresney�s lips got very tight, and his eyes very small. Before he could speak Collins said:
�But she didn�t believe me.�
The city editor reached deep down in a hip pocket, twisting in his chair. He got the Colt loose, opened a drawer of the desk and slipped it inside. Cleve Collins looked down at the copy before him.
�That drawer sticks,� he reminded quietly. �You ought to have it fixed, Hugh.�
Hugh Fresney swung his chair and stood up. He smiled down at his assistant.
�It wouldn�t do you any good if I did get the works,� he said grimly. �Running this sheet takes guts.�
He looked beyond his assistant towards the groups of reporters. The Dispatch was a morning paper and was making a fight to beat the circulation of the Press. Fresney was driving his men hard, and he knew that he wasn�t exactly popular. The fact didn�t bother him.
He said to Cleve Collins: �Take on another man in Hennessy�s place � and no college stuff. And there�s a fellow getting in in a few hours to see me. His name is Slade. If I�m not here when he comes in � have him wait.�
Collins nodded and said without smiling:
�Vapor wants to see you as soon as you get here, Hugh.�
The city editor grinned. �Why didn�t you say so before?� he said. �There�s no damn� system around this place.�
He walked along a side of the large room towards an office door marked: Managing Editor. Inside the door was a small anteroom. A very good-looking girl, with red hair and blue eyes, sat back of a small desk. She frowned when she saw Fresney. The city editor smiled at her; but she didn�t smile back. Fresney said:
�How about dinner tonight � late, at my place?�
The girl�s expression changed just a little.
�C. V. is inside,� she said coldly.
Fresney chuckled. �Lovely lady,� he said mockingly. �Just another of the mob that would like to see me lying on my back in an alley, with my eyes open.�
He went through another door, closed it behind him and stood looking down at the gray-haired figure of Clinton Vaupaugh. The managing editor was heavy, smooth-faced, handsome. He was a big man with full lips and soft gray eyes.
�It�s got to stop, Hugh,� he said very slowly. Suddenly he banged a fist on the desk behind which he sat; frowned with his whole face. �I tell you � it�s got to stop!�
The city editor smiled with his long lips, but his eyes were cold.
�Who�s whining now?� he tasked with faint amusement in his voice.
Vaupaugh said grimly: �The Press had an editorial yesterday � you saw it? It doesn�t name this sheet, but it does everything but name it. It says we�re distorting the news. It claims we influenced the jury in the Cresser verdict; we hit at women � we�re ruthless, lying��
Fresney took a cigarette from the pack and lighted it.
�The circulation department reports a daily city gain of twelve thousand in ten days,� he replied easily. �Where do you think we got that sale? It isn�t new readers. It�s right out of the Press�s pocket � we stole those readers away from them. They know it. Of course we�re scum � the whole lot of us.�
Vaupaugh took a handkerchief from a pocket, and there was an odor of perfume. He wiped his lips.
�It�s got to stop,� he repeated. �You�ve got to tone down, Hugh.�
Fresney smiled sardonically. �I haven�t started yet,� he breathed.
Vaupaugh stood up and shook a finger across the desk. He was breathing heavily and his face was pale.
�You got Cresser hanged � and you�re going after Jap Dyke the same way. You know who the man back of Edith Ware is? Bernard Kyle � one of our biggest advertisers. He called me up this morning. Lay off the Ware case � and lay off quick.�
Fresney yawned. �We can tone down a bit,� he said. �Kyle, eh? About to walk out on her, I suppose. Afraid of his wife � she just got back from Europe. And the Ware brat makes a bum attempt at suicide.�
Vaupaugh spoke in a shaken tone. �It isn�t a matter of toning down � we�re dropping the Ware suicide attempt. Dropping it, you understand?�
Fresney closed his small eyes, then opened them just a little.
�What�s wrong, Clint?� he asked very quietly.
Vaupaugh seated himself and said in a half whisper:
�My life�s been threatened � I had a phone call two hours ago. It sounded like business.�
The city editor made a snapping sound with fingers of his left hand.
�So that�s it,� he breathed. �First time your life has been threatened, Clint?�
There was irony in his words. Vaupaugh looked at him coldly.
�It�s the first time there�s ever been any real reason for the threats,� he replied. �Drop the Ware woman suicide stuff. Tone down a lot on Jap Dyke��
Fresney straightened and stared at the managing editor.
�No,� he said in a hard voice. �Dyke�s our circulation builder � just now. A tough racketeer-gambler who went a bit too far. Mixed up with some city officials. We can�t drop Jap��
Vaupaugh was suddenly very calm. �Drop Jap Dyke,� he said tonelessly. �I�ve changed my mind. It isn�t just a tone down � drop him! Or else��
Hugh Fresney waited a few seconds and then repeated questioningly:
�Or else?�
Vaupaugh wiped his full lips again. �Or else quit the sheet,� he said steadily.
Fresney looked at the managing editor a long time with his small eyes. Then he said:
�Like hell, Clint.�
He turned abruptly and went into the anteroom. The red-haired girl bent her head over some papers and Fresney said grimly:
�How about that late dinner?�
She didn�t answer him. He went into the big editorial room and towards his desk. As he neared it he saw Tim Slade standing close to Collins. He reached his desk, scribbled: �82 Goorley Street at six � ask for Creese � he�ll take you to back room where I feed.� He looked at Slade�s lean face and said nastily:
�That�s where he lives � you�re a dirty louse to hound him. This is the last tip I�ll give you. Take it and get the hell out of here!�
He folded the paper on which he had scribbled, tossed it across the desk. Tim Slade�s eyes flickered, and when Collins handed him the slip of paper he said grimly:
�He owes me the fifty � and if he�s got anything worth that much � he�ll pay up.�
He went along a row between desks, and Cleve Collins said:
�Did Vapor want anything special?�
Fresney nodded. �The sheet�s getting virtuous again,� he stated with grim amusement. �We�re dropping the Ware stuff � and we�re dropping Jap Dyke.�
Cleve Collins blinked at him, then whistled. Fresney said:
�We�ll play up the church convention and feature any women�s club meetings. And remember the kiddies, Cleve � remember the kiddies. Nothing like the kiddies to build circulation.�
Collins smiled grimly. Fresney called up two reporters and gave them assignments. Collins seemed to be thinking hard. After a little while he looked across at Fresney and said softly:
�It�s a little late to start playing up the kiddies, isn�t it, Hugh?�
Hugh Fresney looked at him narrowly. �It�s not too late for you, Clint,� he said very quietly. �But it�s awful damn� late for Vapor and me!�

Tim Slade had a lean, sun-browned face, brown eyes and hair, good features. He was almost six feet tall and there was a power in his shoulders and arms that wasn�t noticeable at a glance. His movements were very quick, though they had the appearance of being slow through grace. He kept brown eyes on Fresney. Fresney said:
�Clinton Vaupaugh is yellow. He�s greedy, too. Two months ago he inherited the paper � his father died. I talked him into putting guts into it, and going after circulation. He didn�t care about the guts part, not having any himself. But a gain in circulation � that got him. He told me to go to it. I went to it. Pittsburgh hasn�t had a fighting sheet in years. For a month and a half I�ve been tearing things loose. Pounding away at old crimes and going after the new ones. A quarter of the staff has quit or been fired. We�ve got three suits against us. Hell�s about ready to pop.�
Tim Slade smiled and nodded. �Sure,� he agreed. �And what�s that got to do with me coming on from Cleveland?�
Fresney tapped his cane against the wooden floor of the back room at 82 Goorley Street.
�I didn�t know it when I sent for you � but Vaupaugh�s life has been threatened. I had a phone call at the flat, two days ago. From a booth in a local department store. A woman�s voice. She said I�d get it this week; there was nothing I could do about it � and she was just telling me so I could fix up a few things.�
Slade frowned. �Any chance of it just being a bluff?� he asked.
Fresney shook his head. �Not a nickel�s worth,� he replied. �I made a couple of mistakes.�
Slade said: �Well?�
Fresney frowned at his half-empty beer glass. Then he looked at Slade with his little eyes almost closed. He nodded his head as though in self-agreement.
�I fired a reporter named Hallam, a week ago. Vaupaugh�s secretary is a red-headed girl named Dana Jones. She and Hallam were hot for each other. Hallam didn�t like my talking to him about it, the way I did. He swung at me, and I knocked him cold. Then I fired him. He can�t get another job and he left town yesterday. He hates my insides, and so does the girl.�
Slade finished the beer. �That makes two, Hugh,� he said. �Hallam might come back.�
The city editor nodded. �And a reporter named Hennessy makes three,� he added. �I didn�t fire him � he quit. But I was going to fire him. A woman named Edith Ware tried suicide, three days ago. Reason � her lover was going to be good and stick around his wife. Reason � the wife was coming back home. I had an inside from her maid � paid fifty bucks for it. Sent Hennessy to break the woman down and make her talk. Wanted to know who the man was. Good stuff � the way I was running things. Hennessy sold out, maybe. Or maybe he just got hating me. Anyway, he wrote that I was a slave driver and a louse. He�s been drinking.�
Slade said: �A possible three.�
Fresney looked at his fingernails. �The Ware woman is the fourth. I�ve smeared her all over the sheet since she made her bum attempt at suicide. I think she uses cocaine.�
Slade nodded. �Four.�
The city editor drew a deep breath. �I�ve been ripping things wide open, Tim. There are a lot of others that might do things � and the two that count biggest. Ruth Cresser and Jap Dyke. The Cresser girl is the wife of a guy that hangs tonight. We forced the police to go the limit with him. I had four men working on his past. We played for the jury � for everything. He hangs tonight. His wife was in today.�
Slade said: �Five.�
Fresney closed his eyes. �Cresser killed two cops, maybe. Jap Dyke told him to do it, maybe. He�s bad and he�s important. The other sheets keep clear of him. We did, until we went out for circulation. Jap stabbed a kid a week ago � in one of his gambling houses. A stoolie tipped me � I�ve been playing all ends. We ran stuff that made the city detectives grab Jap. He hasn�t talked much yet, but he has an alibi. He knows that I�m city editor and that Vaupaugh is managing editor.�
Slade said very tonelessly �Six.�
Fresney looked at the man across from him and smiled. It was a hard smile.
�Six � and some others we won�t bother about,� he breathed. �I�ve crammed a lot of living into forty-two years, Tim � I guess you know that. I can smell death when it�s close, and I smell it now. One paper can�t clean up this town � not the way I went at it. That was one of the mistakes. The other is one I�ve made all my life � I like to smash people that get in my way.�
Slade said: �Sure.�
Fresney nodded, his little eyes very small.
�Man or woman � that hasn�t made any difference. That�s the other mistake � you can�t smash women out of the way, Tim. They�re the mothers of men.�
He leaned back and chuckled. Then he shrugged and battered the gold head of the cane on the table.
�I like to smash people that get in my way,� he repeated. �Women have got in my way � in the paper�s way. And when I�m finished, Tim � someone will have got in my way again.�
Slade�s brown eyes held a faintly puzzled expression. He didn�t ask the question, but the city editor answered it.
�I loaned you half the money to get started in that Cleveland agency, Tim. You�ve done well � you had it in you.�
Slade shrugged. �In another three months � I can pay you back, Hugh,� he said.
Fresney smiled narrowly. �In another three months I�ll be forgotten,� he breathed. �Forget the loan, Tim. I wired for you for just one reason. I�m going to be through � pretty quick. That doesn�t frighten me, not much. I carry a gun and a heavy stick, Tim, and if I get a break � a chance to fight � you can go on back to Cleveland. But if they get me in the back, or machine-gun me out, or mob me out � I�d like you to get at least one of �em, Tim. See?�
Slade�s brown eyes were frowning. But he didn�t speak.
Fresney said: �You�ll be all alone, Tim. The police�ll be pleasant, but they�ll be tickled. They never knew which way I�d print stuff. And I know too much. Vaupaugh�s yellow and he hates me now, because he�s been scared. Maybe he�ll get the dose, too. Maybe not. He�ll offer a reward, but the paper won�t help you much, Tim. The staff hates me. Collins might help a little, but he�ll probably get my job, and he�ll be busy being careful he doesn�t lose it. See?�
Slade nodded. Fresney smiled and shrugged.
�You�ll be alone, Tim,� he repeated. �I�ve hurt too many humans around here.�
Slade said: �All right � I don�t mind being alone.�
Fresney looked at the private detective with a peculiar expression in his small eyes.
�You don�t think I�m going to get it, eh? Think I�ve gone yellow, like Vaupaugh?�
Slade said quietly: �You seem pretty sure, Hugh. Ever think of being a news paper man in some other city?�
Fresney smiled grimly. �I never was good at running,� he replied. �Well � that�s all, Tim. That loan pays your fee � unless I get a chance to fight. If you look things over after, and see that I�ve hit back some � then trot on back to Cleveland and forget all this stuff.�
The city editor stood up. He patted a pocket of the trench coat, which he hadn�t removed. He looked down at Slade, smiling a little.
�I�m no damn� angel, Tim,� he said. �I guess you know that. But I don�t like the idea of the human that gets me having things too easy.�
He held out his hand and Slade stood up. �I�ll go back to the paper behind you,� he said. �I�ll stick around for a while. You just might be wrong about things, Hugh.�
The city editor grinned and shook his head. He tossed a dollar bill on the table.
�The paper�s gone virtuous,� he stated with faint mockery. �It may save Vaupaugh�s perfumed neck, but it won�t save mine.�
Tim Slade didn�t argue the point. He�d known Fresney for five years, and the city editor had always shoved humans out of his way. If he said he was through � Slade knew he was through.
Fresney said: �Don�t come to the funeral, Tim.� His smile became a grin. �It�ll be a bum show. And you may have work to do.�
Slade nodded. �You had a good time while the racket lasted, Hugh,� he said quietly. �I�ll do what I can. But with so many hating you��
Fresney grunted. �There may be carelessness along the line.�
He dug his left hand into a pocket of the trench coat and handed Slade a grotesquely twisted piece of lead.
�This morning, in the fog,� he said quietly, �I took an early walk � it hit a brick wall just ahead of me. Not much sound. Better keep it � might help. Over on the North Side, and the gun was silenced. Just the one shot. I got down low and stayed down for seconds, then I grabbed a cab and went home.�
Tim Slade said: �Good size � .45 maybe.�
Fresney nodded. �Maybe � doesn�t matter much. So long, Tim.�
Slade said: �Luck � and keep your chin up, Hugh.�
The city editor went from the room and down the stairs. Slade slipped the bullet in a pocket of his loose gray coat. He stood looking through the doorway, though Fresney was no longer in sight. After a few seconds he shoved his right hand in a deep pocket and touched the steel of his Colt automatic.
Then he went down the stairs and outside, watched the city editor turn a corner and head southward, towards the Ninth Street bridge. He followed along, a half square or so behind. Fresney walked rapidly, with his head up. When a truck made sharp exhaust racket, not far from the bridge, the city editor stopped and looked towards it. Then he went on.
Tim Slade bought a paper and glanced at it from time to time. It was dark when Fresney reached the other side of the bridge. The sky was gray and it was growing foggy. Slade increased his pace and got closer to the city editor. After seven or eight squares Fresney crossed Liberty Street and walked in the direction of the four-story brick building occupied by the Dispatch. The editorial rooms were on the upper floor; the presses were at street level. Slade followed to the entrance but didn�t go inside. The presses were motionless; there was a small crowd standing in the murky fog and reading a bulletin to the effect that Walter Cresser�s wife was making a last-hour appeal to the State governor, who was in Pittsburgh. The bulletin stated that Cresser was to be hanged between eleven and midnight.
Tim Slade lighted a cigarette and went into a drug store. He had a soft drink which killed the taste of the beer he had taken with Fresney. He didn�t like the taste of beer. When he�d finished the drink he got inside a booth and called Fresney. He said:
�T. S. speaking. Do you know a small man, very thin, who walks with a limp? Left leg stiff. Carries a straight, black stick.�
Fresney said: �No � why?�
Tim Slade dropped a cigarette on the floor of the booth and stepped on it.
�He tagged along across the street from you, most of the way to the building. Just now he picked up a paper a blonde gal dropped, and they went different directions.�
Fresney said in an irritated voice: �Well � what of that?�
Slade said: �Maybe nothing � but she dropped the paper when she was right beside him, and I figured he might have slipped something with something written on it � inside the paper before he handed it back.�
There was a little silence, then Fresney said:
�The mechanics of the way they work doesn�t interest me, Tim.�
Slade said: �All right � but I thought you might want to know a tip might be out that you were inside the building.�
Fresney said with sarcasm: �Thanks � you think they�ll walk in and get me at my desk?�
Slade said: �I thought you might know the man.�
The city editor swore. Slade waited a few seconds, then said:
�What time are you coming out?�
Fresney swore again: �Around eleven-thirty, unless something big breaks. Take a nap, Tim � and we�ll have a drink around midnight. Ring me at eleven-fifteen.�
Slade said: �Right,� and hung up. He smiled down at the receiver grimly. His brown eyes were almost closed. When he left the booth he went to the cigar counter and bought cigarettes. He recognized one of the Dispatch reporters he had seen in the editorial room. The reporter was at the counter, talking to an older man.
�I�ve got a hunch the sheet is going to be a lot softer,� he was saying. �Tough on Fresney � he�ll hate getting soft with it.�
The reporter�s companion swore. �It�ll just be another thing for him to hate,� he said grimly. �Hating comes easy for him.�
Tim Slade went out to the street and walked past the Dispatch building again. There was a later bulletin posted � it had been pasted up on the great glass window that showed off the presses, while he was phoning. It announced that the governor had refused to reconsider the Cresser stay. Nothing more could be done.
Tim Slade moved along Liberty Street, through the fog. He nodded his head and his brown eyes were grim.
�And hating comes easy for other people, too,� he breathed very softly.

At the moment that Walter Cresser was pronounced dead by doctors at Western Penitentiary, Tim Slade was listening to a jazz band playing on the stage of the Alvin Theatre. They were doing a new number called �Your Baby�s My Baby Now.� They did it in slow tempo and when they had finished there was a lot of applause. The jazz band was the last number on the bill, and the bill was a long one. Tim Slade looked at his wrist-watch, left his aisle seat and went outside. It was damply cold; the fog had thickened.
He walked to Liberty Street and moved towards the newspaper building. When he was three or four squares away an ambulance sped by, going in the same direction. It didn�t make much noise and Slade paid little attention to it.
When he neared the entrance to the Dispatch there was a crowd that wasn�t looking at bulletins. The ambulance was at the curb, and there was a black, open car with police insignia showing.
Slade closed his brown eyes slightly, shoved his way through the crowd. A uniformed officer caught him by the arm and Slade said:
�I�m on the staff � what�s wrong?�
The officer released his grip. �You�ll be writing about it,� he stated grimly and told the crowd to stop shoving.
Slade said: �Sure,� and went inside.
At the top of the first flight of wooden stairs he saw another crowd. The white of an interne�s coat showed. He went up the stairs. Cleve Collins, looking very pale, was saying:
�I heard one shot � and I heard Vaupaugh call out: �For God�s sake, Hugh � get him�� Then there was another shot. I was two flights up, and I ran right down. Vaupaugh was lying where he is now � and Fresney was halfway down, moving a little, on the steps.�
Collins stopped. A plain-clothesman with a good pair of shoulders and a strong jaw said:
�What�d you do?�
Collins shrugged. �I went down there�� he pointed half the way down the stairs that led to the street level of the building � �and asked Fresney if he was shot.�
The plain-clothesman said with sarcasm: �Wasn�t that fine!�
The assistant city editor looked at him sharply. Then he said:
�Don�t be that way, Reynolds. I�m not a suspect and I�m not stupid.�
His voice was hard. Reynolds blinked at him and shrugged.
�No offense meant,� he said.
Tim Slade moved a few feet and looked down at the body of Vaupaugh. He hadn�t known the managing editor of the paper. The interne said in a fairly loud voice:
�All over, here � I�ll go in and look at the other one.�
Slade followed him into a room used by the circulation department. Hugh Fresney was stretched out on a leather divan. There was blood on his face; his head was bandaged. Five or six men were grouped around the divan. Fresney said slowly and with evident pain:
�Vaupaugh started down the stairs � something was wrong with the elevator. There was something I wanted to tell him, and I started after him. I called to him, but he didn�t hear me. Collins � my assistant � came out to tell me we�d just got a flash that Cresser had been hanged. I said I�d be back � and went down after Vaupaugh. I caught up to him on the landing of the first floor.�
The city editor paused. He spoke thickly � his mouth was cut. Slade noticed two of the paper�s reporters in the group about him. There was a police lieutenant in uniform and a man that looked like another plain-clothes detective. Fresney went on:
�The landings aren�t very well lighted � we don�t use them much. These circulation department doors were closed � the offices were dark. Vaupaugh was facing me � he had his back to this door. I was talking � there was a shot. Vaupaugh grabbed at his back and called out. I think he said: �I�m shot � for God�s sake get him, Hugh.� Not sure � the shot made a lot of racket. Vaupaugh staggered away from me � and there was another shot from the doorway here.�
Fresney raised his left arm and pointed towards the door of the circulation office. He spoke in a low tone.
�Vaupaugh fell and I stumbled over his body. I was trying to get my gun from the pocket I carry it in � it stuck. I went to my knees and something hit me on the top of the head. I grappled with the one who had struck me and was hit again. Then my body was swung around � I was falling. I hit the stairs and must have lost consciousness. The next thing I knew was when Collins was beside me, asking if I was shot.�
The police lieutenant said: �What did you tell Collins?�
Fresney swore. �I said I didn�t think so � but that the managing editor was. I told him the one with the gun must have got to the street. He ran on down the stairs and got the traffic cop near the theatre, a square away. The others came down and brought me up here � someone telephoned headquarters��
Fresney closed his eyes, and the interne, beside him, said:
�Better let us run you to the hospital. You may be banged up inside. Outside it�s just a smashed head and face, and cuts and bruises on the body from the fall.�
Fresney shook his head. �I�ll come over for an examination later, in a cab. I�m all right. Vaupaugh��
The interne shrugged. �Dead � maybe within ten seconds of the time he was hit. Looks as though the bullet got the heart, from behind.�
Fresney�s face twisted. �Damn!� he said weakly.
The police lieutenant asked: �You never got a look at the face of the fellow that cracked you, Fresney?�
The city editor shook his head. �He handled me as though he was big, strong,� he replied. �But I was almost out after the first crack � he might not have been big.�
One of the other men said: �You don�t think there were two or three of them?�
Fresney opened his eyes and looked at the ceiling. He was wearing no coat; his vest was opened and his white shirt sleeves were rolled up.
�Might have been,� he said slowly. �I have the feeling there was only one.�
The police lieutenant said: �Vaupaugh�s life had been threatened, you say?�
Fresney nodded. �He told me that this afternoon.�
The one who looked like a plain-clothesman to Tim Slade spoke hoarsely:
�Yours � has it been threatened, Fresney?�
The city editor smiled a little. �Hell, yes,� he replied. �You fellows know that.�
He used his arms and sat up a little. His eyes went to one of the reporters. Collins came into the room and Fresney said to him:
�Get this in the next edition, Cleve � but save the high-lights for the final. Vaupaugh�s � last words � that sort of thing.�
He shook his head, as though thinking of Vaupaugh. His eyes rested on Slade�s face, but he didn�t appear to see him. The police lieutenant spoke grimly.
�Maybe they were trying for you � or this one fellow was trying for you, Fresney,� he said.
Fresney said thickly: �Maybe.�
The police lieutenant looked at those in the room. He frowned at Slade.
�Who are you?� he asked.
Tim Slade let his brown eyes meet the city editor�s. Fresney eased his head back to the raised portion of the divan, and twisted his face with pain. Then he smiled a little.
�He�s all right, Lieutenant,� he said. �Tim Slade � has a detective agency in Cleveland.�
The police lieutenant continued to frown. He looked at Fresney.
�What�s he doing here?� he asked.
Fresney said: �I wired for him � things looked bad for me. He�s an old friend of mine.�
The lieutenant grunted. �Bodyguard, eh?� he breathed.
Slade shook his head. �No,� he said quietly. �I�m no good at that sort of thing.�
The police lieutenant stared at him. Fresney swore and sat up again. His face was pretty badly battered. The lieutenant spoke grimly.
�Know who might have wanted to kill Vaupaugh, Fresney?�
The city editor narrowed his eyes. �No,� he said. �But he was managing editor and owner of the sheet � and a lot of people always want to kill editors.�
The police lieutenant smiled. �Know who might have wanted to kill you?� he asked.
Fresney swore huskily. He touched his bandaged head with careful fingers.
�I know a few people who might want to kill me,� he stated. �But that doesn�t say they tried.�
Collins said: �You might have been mistaken for Vaupaugh � or he might have been mistaken for you. They wanted you, Hugh � and they got him.�
The police lieutenant grunted. �Or maybe they figured one of you was about as bad as the other � and tried for you both.�
Fresney shrugged. He looked at Collins. �Better get up above, and get the story going,� he said. �Reporters from the other papers will be along soon. Treat �em nice � but don�t tell them anything important, and avoid the truth as much as possible. Get a good obituary started for Vaupaugh.�
His words were tight, peculiar. Collins said:
�The obit�s all ready � I had Creager write it up a week ago.�
Fresney smiled grimly and the police lieutenant made clicking sounds.
�You fellows work fast,� he breathed.
Fresney looked at Collins as he turned to go from the room.
�Say that the paper will probably offer a large reward for the arrest of the killer or killers,� he said slowly. �Don�t use my picture. Play Vaupaugh�s death up as a big loss to Pittsburgh and the newspaper world.�
The police lieutenant swore. Collins nodded and started from the room. Fresney called in a voice that was thick and not very strong:
�Don�t forget the police, Cleve � they�re working hard. The dragnet�s out. The police boys all loved Vaupaugh, and they were terribly broken up over his death. When word got around that I was alive � they shouted with joy��
He leaned back and closed his eyes. Collins went from the room. Tim Slade looked at the police lieutenant, who was regarding the city editor with a grim expression in his eyes.
�Our job�s to get the killer,� he said simply. �This paper�s been pounding the police for weeks. We�ve been grafters, quitters, cowards, and a lot of other things. You printed the stuff, Fresney � and the dead man okeyed it. But that doesn�t count. We�ll do our job.�
Fresney said with doubt: �Yeah? Well, anything I can do to help��
He let his words trail off. The police lieutenant said:
�I want the names of the persons you were worried about. And any you think Vaupaugh might have been worried about.�
Fresney said: �Sure � got a pencil?�
The lieutenant said: �I can remember them.�
The city editor frowned. �Cresser was hanged a little while ago. The Dispatch thought he was guilty. We went after him. We dug up some of his past stuff. He has a wife � she�s tried to see me a couple of times. I don�t think she wanted to throw her arms around my neck. She knew Vaupaugh was the managing editor � she tried to see him, too.�
The police lieutenant said grimly: �You think a woman knocked you out and threw you down the stairs?�
Fresney smiled grimly. �You asked who might want to finish me � or Vaupaugh.�
The officer said: �All right. Go on��
Fresney said: �You boys got Jap Dyke � but the paper had to tell you he was back in town. And the paper had to yelp that there might be graft holding off a pinch. Jap�s mob don�t love me � they didn�t love Vaupaugh.�
The police lieutenant didn�t speak. Fresney said:
�The Ware woman � the one that tried suicide. We gave her a play. There was a man in the background, and he was getting pretty scared. And nasty. The one she thought she wanted to suicide for. He was worried about his wife.�
The officer narrowed his eyes on Fresney�s and started to ask a question. But the city editor shook his head.
�In private, maybe � but you don�t get his name here.� He smiled very grimly. �He�s a big advertiser.�
The lieutenant swore. Fresney said: �I hurt pretty bad � get me a cab, Tim. I�ll go over and let the doc see if anything�s wrong inside.�
The police lieutenant frowned. Fresney said: �Then I�ve got to come back here � and get the sheet moving.�
Tim Slade went outside and moved past the covered body of Clinton Vaupaugh. A uniformed cop was on a ladder that was in place near woodwork high on the wall of the landing. He had a flashlight in one hand and he called down:
�Yeah � one hunk of lead dug in here.�
Tim Slade kept his brown eyes narrowed a little and went down the stairs. He hailed a cab, directly in front of the entrance. Two uniformed officers were keeping the crowd moving. Theatres were out and there was a lot of traffic. There was a bulletin up stating that Walter Cresser had been hanged.
A reporter and a plain-clothesman helped Fresney to the cab. The plain-clothesman said:
�Mind if I go along, Fresney? The lieutenant thought you might remember something between now and the time you get back, and you could tell me.�
Fresney said wearily: �Climb in.�
Tim Slade stood near the door of the cab, and his eyes met the city editor�s. Fresney looked pretty sick.
�See what you can dig up, Tim,� Fresney said in a tired voice. �I�ll be back in an hour.�
Slade smiled. �You aren�t holding anything back?� he questioned.
The city editor frowned. The plain-clothesman beside him yawned and looked bored. Fresney shook his head very slowly.
�I didn�t get a peek at the killer, Tim,� he said. �I think he made a mistake � thought Vaupaugh was me. But you might work around the building a bit � that fellow seemed to know where to lay for us. The elevator wasn�t working.�
Slade said: �Yeah � I�ll poke around the paper.�
The plain-clothesman looked straight ahead and his eyes were expressionless. His voice was that way, too.
�Sure,� he said. �It might have been an inside job.�

Inspector O�Hafey had a big head, a tall body. He was gray haired and his eyes were the same color. He looked at the papers Slade handed him, handed them back.
�Your outfit got Dunner,� he said in a husky voice. �Well, how do you figure?�
They were in the rear of the editorial room, and there was a lot of clatter up front. Most of the Dispatch staff were working on the story � there was a lot to be done. O�Hafey was doing his questioning on the spot.
Slade said: �I got a wire from Fresney. I�ve known him for five years or so. He�s a hard man, and he doesn�t scare easily. When I got here he seemed to want to keep me under cover. His life had been threatened; he was shot at this morning. Here�s the lead.�
He handed it to the inspector, who looked at it, then handed it to a sergeant sitting beside him. Tim Slade�s browned face was expressionless.
�Fresney seemed to be pretty certain he was slated to go out,� he went on. �He named some people who hated him enough to finish him, maybe. He told me Vaupaugh�s life had been threatened, and that the managing editor was yellow. He said the policy of the paper was to be changed, because Vaupaugh was scared. The sheet was going �soft.� But he thought it was too late to save his neck, though it might save Vaupaugh.�
O�Hafey said: �You�ve got a paying agency in Cleveland, yet you came on here when he wired. Why?�
Slade smiled a little. �I was a reporter here for a while, five years ago. Worked under Fresney. He set me up in business. I still owe him some money.�
O�Hafey said: �Uh-huh. What were you to do?�
Slade spoke softly: �Go after whoever murdered Fresney, after they got him.�
O�Hafey blinked at Slade�s brown eyes. �After they got him?� he repeated.
Slade nodded. �He didn�t figure having a bodyguard would help much. But I tailed him back to the paper around six.�
O�Hafey said: �Anything happen?�
Slade hesitated, then shrugged. �A small, thin man with a stiff left leg followed along from the North Side. He carried a black stick. When Fresney came in the building this fellow stopped and waited around near the bulletin window. I got the idea he was stalling. After a while a blonde girl came along and dropped a paper. The one with the stiff leg picked it up and handed it back to her. I got the idea that he might have passed something along with it. Couldn�t see what he did � his back was to me. They went in different directions.�
The inspector widened his gray eyes. �A tip for someone � that Fresney was inside, eh?� he muttered.
Slade shrugged. �It was just a chance. I called Fresney and asked him if he knew anyone that looked like this small, thin limper. He said no � and wanted to know why. I told him and he said he wasn�t interested in the mechanics of the kill.�
�Tough guy,� O�Hafey said. �Well, I guess we know Fresney�s tough. Wanted you to get whoever got him, eh? Working from the grave. He would like that idea.�
Slade said: �I didn�t have to tell you these things, Inspector. I�m working for Fresney, and he isn�t exactly strong for the local police. I told you so that you wouldn�t get in my way.�
The inspector frowned. Then he smiled grimly.
�Go ahead, Slade,� he agreed. �Fresney thinks we won�t care much about grabbing the one who was after him, or who killed Vaupaugh. Well, that�s true enough. But we do a lot of jobs we don�t like.�
The sergeant said quietly: �Where were you � when this murder occurred?�
Slade grinned. �Listening to a jazz band at the Alvin Theatre,� he replied.
O�Hafey looked at his big hands. �Any good?� he asked.
Tim Slade nodded. �Swell,� he replied, and stood up. �If you don�t mind I�ll go out for some coffee and a doughnut.�
The inspector nodded. �Sure,� he said.
Slade went through the editorial room and reached Cleve Collins�s side. The assistant was reading typewritten words on news paper. Fresney had not returned yet. It was eleven-forty-five. Collins looked up and Slade said:
�Pretty tough on Vaupaugh.�
Collins nodded. �I think the fellow that got him was after Hugh,� he said soberly.
Slade said: �You do? Well, he must have known he made a mistake. He heard Vaupaugh call out.�
Collins said: �Yes � and he shot again. That was the one he missed.�
Slade nodded. �Well, there are more than two bullets in a gun,� he said. �What next?�
Collins shrugged. �Fresney was going for him. He stumbled. The second bullet was meant for him, maybe. It went into the wall. The spot where they dug it out is in a line � it works out right. The killer may have thought he�d hit Fresney, or he didn�t want to try again. So he used his gun on Hugh�s head � swung him around and threw him down the stairs. Then he went down past him and into the street. He got a break � he didn�t meet anyone coming up. The theatres were out, and he got away in the crowd.�
Slade�s brown eyes looked down at a proof of a �head� that read: Dispatch Owner Slain. He nodded his head.
�That�s the way it looks,� he said.
He moved away from the curved desk, glancing at Fresney�s vacant chair. The telegraph machines were clattering and a lot of typewriters were working. Slade moved towards the private office of Vaupaugh, opened the door quietly and went inside. He closed the door behind him.
Dana Jones looked at him with eyes that were a misty blue. She was small and very pretty. Tim Slade said:
�Pardon. You�re Miss Jones, Vaupaugh�s secretary?�
Her mouth set in a straight line. Her lips were nice, not too red. She didn�t reply.
Slade smiled. �I�m Slade,� he said. �I�m not with the police or on any paper. I�m from Cleveland. Fresney sent for me. He was worried.�
Her blue eyes narrowed. �What about?� she asked so steadily that he felt surprise.
�He thought maybe he was going to be killed. I�m an agency man � an old friend of his.�
She was silent again. Slade said quietly: �Some hours ago he gave me a list of those he thought might like to see him dead.�
He stopped. The girl said: �Well��
Slade looked around at framed cartoons on the walls of the anteroom.
�Your name was one of them,� he said.
The girl�s eyes got very wide. She pressed a tiny, damp handkerchief against her lips. Slade smiled.
�That may not mean much. I�m just poking around. The police don�t know that Fresney was worried about you � not yet.�
Her eyes grew hard; she took the handkerchief away from her lips.
�Fresney wasn�t killed,� she said steadily. �What difference does it make who he�s worried about?�
Slade chuckled. �It�s a nice point,� he said. �But the police think Vaupaugh was killed by mistake. They think Fresney was slated to get the dose.�
The girl sat very motionless behind the small desk that held her typewriter.
�You think I shot Clinton by mistake, then threw Hugh Fresney down the stairs, then came back in here?� she said. There was scorn in her words.
Slade shook his head and looked at the cartoons again.
�Naturally not,� he replied. �Fresney fired a reporter named Hallam. Hallam hit him because he said something about you. Joking, I suppose. Fresney has a peculiar sense of humor. I understand you rather like Hallam.�
The girl stood up. �Bob�s out of town,� she said firmly. �He went to Chicago yesterday at noon. I saw him off.�
Slade nodded. �Trains run both ways,� he observed.
She shook her head. �He got a job on the News � a night job. He got it by telephone. He didn�t come back. You can call the paper now � he�s probably there. You can talk with him.�
Slade grinned. �No, thanks,� he said. �I�ll take your word for it. But Hallam didn�t like Fresney much, did he?�
She smiled, her lips and eyes hard. �Of course not,� she said. �And I don�t like him much. And I can give you a list, too��
Slade lifted a hand in protest. �I believe you,� he interrupted. �Let�s forget the idea that the killer made a mistake. Let�s say he wanted to get Vaupaugh, and he got him. Fresney was coming for him, so he knocked him out and got away. That�s simple enough. Can you give me a list of some people who might have wanted to get the managing editor and owner of a sheet that was stepping down pretty hard in order to build circulation?�
Dana Jones said: �Why should I? You�re not with the police.�
Tim Slade shrugged. �You just said you could give me a list,� he reminded.
She nodded. �But I didn�t say that I would.�
Slade grinned. �You�re hard to get along with,� he told her cheerfully. �Think Cresser�s wife might have worked the idea that Vaupaugh would be better dead?�
The girl sat down behind the typewriter again. She looked at him narrowly.
�Fresney�s a pretty big man for a woman to throw downstairs,� she said.
Tim Slade spoke patiently: �That fact has been mentioned several times,� he said. �But sometimes a woman gets a man to do a job for her.�
Dana Jones didn�t speak. He liked her eyes and her hands. They were both strong and decisive. She had a nice voice, even when it was hard.
Slade said: �How about the Ware woman, and the advertiser she made a bum attempt at suicide for? Either one of them might have been pretty sore.�
She nodded slowly. �Of course. And C. V. bawled out a ticket broker this morning for giving him bum seats to a show last night. The ticket broker might have been sore, too.�
Tears filled her eyes again, but she blinked them away. Slade said:
�You thought a lot of Vaupaugh?�
She looked at him for several seconds, and he thought she wasn�t going to answer. Then she said:
�No, he was pretty weak. I feel sorry for him. He was very frightened.�
Slade nodded. �He wanted the paper to make money, so he let Fresney run it his way. His way was pretty hard. They came after Vaupaugh, and he ordered the circulation building stuff stopped. But it was too late. Is that it?�
The girl said: �I suppose � that was it.�
Slade looked at the cartoons again. �How about this Hennessy?� he asked. �He was fed up with Fresney; he thought he was a slave-driver.�
The girl looked at Slade and said very slowly: �What�s the use of asking me these questions? You seem to know a lot of people who hated Fresney. Some of them might have hated Vaupaugh, too. Vaupaugh gave the orders around here��
Slade widened his eyes. �Did he?� he asked.
She smiled a little. It was a hard smile. �And Hugh Fresney made suggestions,� she finished.
Slade said: �You�re all right. I like you.�
The girl�s blue eyes looked surprised. Then she said:
�That�s fine � can I tell mother?�
Slade grinned and turned away. But he stopped near the door.
�Where were you when��
He stopped as she threw up a hand. �I was sitting right in here putting powder on my nose,� she said. �And I haven�t a damn� bit of proof of it.�
Slade chuckled. He said: �Somehow I believe you.�
He went outside and closed the door. Hugh Fresney was easing himself into his chair at the inner curve of the long copy desk. When the police inspector went close to him he waved him away. Slade went towards the desk and heard Fresney say:
�Nothing wrong inside of me � give me fifteen minutes, Inspector � and then I�ll answer questions all night. I�ve got to get the last edition lined up.�
The inspector nodded and turned away. He saw Slade and beckoned to him and they went to the rear of the city room together. O�Hafey said:
�That hunk of lead we dug out of the wood in the hall here � it�s a .38 bullet. The sergeant thinks the one Fresney gave you is a .38, too.�
Slade nodded. �Might mean the same gent took another crack at Fresney � or the figure he thought was Fresney,� he breathed. �And it might not.�
The inspector nodded. �We�re bringing in everyone Fresney thinks might hate him, or Vaupaugh. We haven�t been able to find anyone who saw the killer run from the building.�
Slade said: �You haven�t found anyone who was out front, heard the shots � and didn�t see anyone run from the building?�
O�Hafey grinned. �Funny, I thought of that, too. Yeah � there was a news-kid outside. Near the bulletins � along with a lot of others. He was near the entrance and he heard the racket. He wasn�t sure it was shooting, but he sort of watched the entrance. There was a lot of traffic noise. The first person to come out, the news-kid says, was Collins. The news-kid is around fifteen years old, and seems pretty bright.�
Slade said: �Well � how about the roof?�
The inspector shrugged. �I�ve been up there. It isn�t easy. A couple of closed doors, a narrow passage, and an iron ladder for ten feet. Nothing locked, but everything closed. Only one way off � to the building on the left. A fifteen-foot drop. One of my men is trying to get down that way now. It probably can be done.�
The inspector frowned and added: �But I don�t think it was.�
Slade said: �And you believe the news-kid?�
O�Hafey nodded his big head. �Inside job,� he said very slowly. �The fellow knew Fresney was in here. He knew where to wait. It wasn�t very light � he heard Fresney�s voice and made a mistake because he wanted to get the city editor in the back. He wanted to get him in the back because he didn�t want to be seen. He didn�t want to be seen because Fresney knew him � and there would be a chance of him yelling his name. When he heard Vaupaugh call out, he knew he�d made a mistake. Fresney went for him and stumbled. The killer�s second shot went wild. He used his gun and shoved Fresney down the stairs.
�He didn�t shoot again, because he�d made enough racket already. But he didn�t follow Fresney down, and pass him while he was stunned. Or if he did, he didn�t go outside. There are a couple of doors he could have used on the main floor � into the space where the presses are. He could have got out three other ways. Or he could have come back upstairs.�
The inspector drew a deep breath. �That�s in return for the bullet you handed me,� he said. �It�s the way things look to me. My men are trying to find others who heard the shots � and others who saw people moving around right after they heard them. Fresney never even got the safety catch off his Colt. A full load inside. He has a permit for the gun, and when he got it, several weeks ago, he stated that he wasn�t exactly loved in this town.�
Slade nodded. �You�re going pretty strong for the theory that Vaupaugh got the dose by mistake, and that it was an inside job,� he said softly.
O�Hafey shrugged. �I�ll follow any lead,� he said. �That looks like the one to be followed right now. I want to find out who there is, in some way familiar with this newspaper plant, who thought Fresney was a louse.�
Slade nodded again. �If I dig up anything � I�ll get it to you, Inspector,� he said. �I�m just poking around � I wasn�t supposed to go to work until Fresney was killed.�
The inspector looked grim. �Do you lose much by the guy getting the wrong man?� he asked.
Slade smiled with his brown eyes almost closed. He lighted a cigarette and inhaled.
�I haven�t had time to figure it out yet,� he said. �But I don�t think I lose a thing.�
His voice held a peculiar note. He moved away, went past reporters� desks and reached Fresney�s side. The city editor was reading copy and had a blue pencil in his right hand. His head and forehead were bandaged � and there was adhesive tape around the right corner of his mouth. He was frowning.
Slade stood beside him and said softly:
�You weren�t holding anything back, Hugh?�
The city editor didn�t look up. He scratched out some words and said thickly:
�Just one thing, Tim.�
Slade waited, and still the city editor didn�t look up. Slade said: �What, Hugh?�
Fresney spoke softly. �I told you I didn�t know a short, thin man with a limp. I do know one. His name is Garrow. He was a stoolie for the North Side police for a while. Then he dropped out of sight. I had a tip that he wouldn�t turn up anything on the Jap Dyke mob.�
Slade whistled softly. �That might mean he was in with them.� He was silent for a few seconds, then he said very slowly: �I think he gave the tipoff that you were inside, Hugh. I think maybe I�d better look him up.�
Fresney said grimly: �He�ll be hard to find.�
Slade nodded. �You�re holding out the fact that you know this fellow � you�re not tipping the police?�
Fresney shrugged. �They can know it now,� he said. �I didn�t tell you before because I didn�t see that it would help things any.�
Slade said: �All right � not holding out anything else?�
Fresney swore and looked up. �Hell, no,� he said. �It�s the Dyke mob�s job � only they made a mistake. They got Vaupaugh instead of me. Damn� tough on him. As for me � they�ll get me yet.�
Slade smiled with his brown eyes. �You�ll be around for a while yet,� he said. �The inspector has questions. I�m going out, but I�ll be back before you leave.�
The city editor nodded. �I�ll probably have to go down to the commissioner�s office,� he said. �If I�m not here or there � I�ll be at 82 Goorley until dawn. I think best over the strong stuff.�
Slade said: �Sleep would be better for you � you must hurt a lot.�
Fresney nodded. �I damn� near got my neck broken,� he breathed, and went to work on the copy again.
Tim Slade walked away from the city desk and went to the elevator. He asked the operator why it hadn�t been running at the time of the killing. The operator said it had been out of order for an hour before the murder � motor trouble. It was fixed fifteen minutes after.
Slade got off at the street floor, went outside and stood near the curb for a few minutes. Then he went inside, went upstairs. A plain-clothesman was standing at one end of the landing, looking things over. He nodded to Tim. Tim went on up. When he opened the door of the anteroom to the office that had been Vaupaugh�s, O�Hafey blinked at him from the chair he was seated on.
Slade said: �Pardon, Inspector � I thought Miss Jones was alone. Wanted to ask her a question.�
O�Hafey waved a hand. �Go ahead,� he instructed.
Slade looked at Dana Jones. �With Vaupaugh dead,� he said steadily, �who inherits the paper?�
The inspector grunted. The girl said: �The family.�
Slade nodded, smiling. �Large family?� he asked.
The girl said: �Daughter and son. The son lives abroad, in Paris. He doesn�t like newspapers.�
O�Hafey said: �Man after my own heart.�
Slade smiled a little. �How about the daughter?� he asked.
Dana Jones shrugged. �She and her father didn�t get along. She lives at the Schenley Hotel � saw him once a month, maybe.�
O�Hafey sat up straight. �And they didn�t get along, eh?� he breathed. �Maybe he wouldn�t give her as much money as she wanted.�
Slade looked at the inspector, grinning. The girl frowned.
�Another woman who might have killed him,� she said disgustedly. �As a matter of fact, he gave her all the money she needed. She never complained. She told me once he was a pretty good father, but she didn�t like the perfume he used.�
Slade said: �Did you like it?�
The secretary�s eyes were very small. �If I were a man � I think I�d have liked it on a woman,� she replied.
O�Hafey chuckled. Slade looked around at the cartoons on the wall, then looked at Dana Jones again.
�I got very crazy about you in a hurry, Dana,� he said simply. �I�ve gone a good many years without doing that over any girl. Will you have dinner with me tomorrow night, before I shove off for Cleveland?�
The girl stared at him. O�Hafey blinked. Slade said:
�I�ll make you forget Hallam. You weren�t engaged, and he drank too much. Besides, all newspaper men are bums.�
O�Hafey said: �What the��
Slade smiled a little and kept his eyes on the girl.
�We�ll have Vaupaugh�s murderer by dawn,� he said slowly. �And that�ll be that. How about the dinner?�
The girl said: �You�re � mad��
Slade shook his head. �If we have the killer by dawn � will you have dinner with me?�
O�Hafey grunted. The girl said: �Yes.�
Slade nodded. �Fine,� he said. �We�ll have a time.�
He grinned at O�Hafey and went from the office. Fresney was calling to Collins in a loud voice:
�Where in hell�s that follow-up on Lawson�s feature?�
Tim Slade went down two flights of stairs, took his time going down the next. On the landing where the murder had occurred he stood for a few seconds. The plain-clothesman had gone. Slade went to the door of the circulation department room into which Hugh Fresney had been carried. He stood with his back to it and let his eyes move along the landing. After a few minutes he went down the steps and to the street. It was twelve-fifteen by his wrist-watch. The fog was pretty bad; there was a chill in the air. Tim Slade hailed a cab and got inside.
�Schenley Hotel,� he said. �Don�t hurry � I want to think.�
The cab driver stared at him, then grinned. �Sure,� he said over his shoulder. �I get that way a lot of times, but it don�t do me any good.�

Collins was slumped in his chair when Slade walked into the editorial rooms at three o�clock. He had a green shade over his eyes and he looked tired. Most of the staff had quit for the night, but the telegraph instruments were still pounding out words. Slade sat on the edge of the inner curve of the copy desk, and said:
�Hugh went home?�
Collins nodded. �He went over to the commissioner�s office, and got back here at two. He stayed around for a while, but his body was aching pretty badly. He finally got away. Then that police lieutenant came in and gave me a third degree.�
Slade said: �You?�
Collins swore, nodding. �He thought my story might have been the bunk. Someone told him I�d made a hot speech to Vaupaugh when he refused to give me a raise he�d promised six months ago. The lieutenant had found out that Hugh had made a speech for me, too. Hugh thought I should have the raise. The lieutenant had an idea I might have done for Vaupaugh and lied about how it happened, and he figured Hugh might have tried to stop the fight and got shoved down the stairs. He thought Hugh might be protecting me.�
Slade grinned. �You denied it?�
Collins swore wearily. �I told him he was a crazy fool, and he said he thought he�d take me down to the station and hold me on suspicion. I said that would be fine � that Hugh would use scare-heads on it. That calmed him down a bit. He told me not to leave town and I said it was going to be tough having to cancel my trip to Japan. We didn�t get along so well, but he left about ten minutes ago.�
Slade looked at the Accuracy sign on the wall and whistled all that he could remember of �Your Baby�s My Baby Now.� Collins took off his eye-shade and swore again.
�We won�t have to smell that damn� perfume around here any more, that�s one thing,� he muttered. �Poor devil!�
He stood up and stretched. He called one of the two reporters on hand and said that if anything big broke on the Vaupaugh murder he wanted to be called.
�And I hope nothing breaks,� he breathed.
He looked at Slade and said: �Staying up all night?�
Tim Slade shook his head. �I�ve only got about one thing more to do,� he said quietly.
Collins looked at Slade narrowly. �O�Hafey came over and asked some questions about you,� he said. �He seemed pretty puzzled. Wanted to know whether you were very crazy or very shrewd. Said you�d told Miss Jones you�d have Vaupaugh�s murderer by dawn, and she agreed to have dinner with you if you did. He said he figured maybe you were trying to kid him, and if that was so he didn�t like the time you�d picked.�
Slade smiled a little. Collins said: �What did Hugh mean when he tossed over that slip of paper and said you were a louse for hounding someone?�
Slade continued to smile. �He wanted you and anyone else who might be interested to think I wasn�t particularly concerned with him,� he said. �He didn�t want you to get the idea that I was a detective he�d brought on from Cleveland, because he thought he was going to get killed.�
Collins stared at him, sucked in a deep breath. There was silence in the city room, except for the clatter of the wire machines. Then the assistant city editor spoke.
�So that was it,� he muttered. �Well � what�s the idea of spreading it around now? Fresney�s still alive.�
Slade nodded. �Unless they got him on the way home,� he said steadily. �How about Miss Jones, Collins? Did Vaupaugh like her a lot?�
The assistant city editor half closed his eyes. He spoke in a hard voice.
�I haven�t the slightest idea.�
Tim Slade nodded and stood up. He looked at the big sign on the wall again, then at his wrist-watch.
�I�ll be moving along,� he said cheerfully. �If you stick around another hour � you�ll have something for the paper � something new.�
Collins said: �Yes?� His tone was suddenly antagonistic. �Sorry, but I need sleep. If it�s big enough they�ll buzz me, and I�ll get Fresney up.�
Slade nodded again. �Are you giving the paper a black border?� he asked.
The assistant said tonelessly without looking up: �Just the editorial page.�
Slade looked towards the telegraph machines. �Get in touch with Vaupaugh�s family yet?� he asked. �The daughter?�
Collins shrugged. �I don�t know,� he said. �That isn�t up to me.�
Slade smiled. �So long,� he said and went from the big room. He rode the elevator down and reached the street. He made a phone call, a fairly long one. He walked along Liberty Street, turned north on Ninth. Ninth was almost deserted. Over near the bridge it was deserted.
He was halfway across the bridge when a cab passed him, going at pretty good speed. It slowed down a hundred feet or so ahead, stopped. There was the squealing of brakes, and a second cab pulled up almost the same distance behind him. No one descended from either cab.
Slade said grimly: �Sure��
He got a cigarette between his lips, struck a match. The cab ahead started backing slowly, and when it started the other one moved forward. The driver of the one coming forward was very low in his seat.
Tim Slade pulled on the cigarette and reached for his gun. He had it in his right-hand fingers when the first bullet struck the iron railing behind him. The bullet came from a gun in the cab that was moving forward. Almost instantly there was a staccato clatter from the machine that was backing. A spray of bullets battered metallically against iron � pain stabbed through Slade�s left hand as the spray went away from him.
He fired twice at the cab that was moving forward, sucked in a sharp breath and vaulted the bridge rail. As he went down he ripped buttons from his coat in getting it open and let the gun slip from his fingers. He hit the water with his body hunched, in a sitting position. The shock was pretty bad.
When he came up he was under the bridge. He struggled free of his coat, toed off his low shoes. He was a strong swimmer, but it was a fight to keep under the bridge, against the current. The river was high and the water was very cold. Fifty feet along he got rid of his suit coat, and that made things easier.
Another fifty feet and he was out of the worst of the current. He was weakening pretty fast, and the hand that had been hit was numbing his left arm and bothering his stroke. The cold was getting to him, too.
He used a back stroke for several seconds, then turned over and put his remaining strength in an effort to get close to the mud at the far end of the bridge. He was almost through when he felt the water become very quiet. Another twenty feet and his knees were scraping mud. He dragged himself out of the water, lay motionless for a half minute or so. Then he got to his knees, pulled himself to his feet.
He shook the water from his ears, moved along between some wooden shacks built on the mud near the steel structure of the bridge. He was shivering and his breath was still coming in deep gulps.
Twenty minutes later he was in a cab and the cab was moving across the river, towards his hotel. The cab driver had a ten-dollar bill in his pocket, and Tim Slade had a soaked handkerchief wrapped around the palm of his left hand. He lay back in the seat with his eyes closed.
In his hotel room he had three deep drinks from a thin silver flask, got into dry clothes. He used antiseptic and bandages on his left hand, got a Luger that he�d picked up during the war from one of his bags. His eyes showed pain, but his lips were smiling a little. He had no coat or hat when he went down and picked up a cab. When he�d given the address he sat back and let his body sway with it. His eyes were closed and he was breathing slowly, evenly.
Once he parted his lips and said: �Sure��
The fog didn�t seem to be so thick, but it had got colder. The cab driver drove very swiftly, and it didn�t take long to reach the address he had given.
The man who opened the wooden door of the two-story house had a thin scar across his forehead. Slade frowned at him, keeping his bandaged hand out of sight. He said:
�Creese upstairs? He wanted me.�
The one with the scarred forehead nodded. Slade went past him and he closed the door and bolted it. Slade said:
�Is he alone?�
The scarred one shook his head. �Jap�s with him,� he said hoarsely. �The coppers got tired of him and turned him loose.�
He went away, gesturing towards the stairs. From a rear room Slade heard voices and the clink of glasses. Upstairs everything seemed pretty quiet.
Tim Slade said very softly as he climbed the wooden stairs: �Jap � sure��
The door of the room was half opened. Slade shoved it open the rest of the way, with his left shoe. He walked inside. Jap Dyke was leaning across a table, elbows spread. He was a small, heavily shouldered man with eyes that slanted, and were slightly almond shaped. His skin was yellowish, and his dark hair edged high from his forehead. He was Italian, but he looked like a Japanese.
Hugh Fresney sat in a corner, on a chair without arms. The chair was tilted back, and Fresney�s brown shoes rested on a cross rung between the two front legs. Both arms hung at his sides. There were two glasses, half filled with beer, on the table across which Dyke sprawled.
Tim Slade stood near the opened door, his back to the stairs. Both hands were in the side pockets of his suit coat. He smiled at Fresney.
The city editor�s lips twitched a little. Jap Dyke said:
�What�s this?�
He had a thin tone and when he spoke his lips didn�t move very much.
Slade said: �Hello, Hugh � feel better?�
The city editor�s eyes were very small. He shook his head.
�My face isn�t so bad, but my body hurts like the devil.�
Slade nodded. �It�ll hurt worse in a couple of months,� he said very quietly.
Fresney let his shoes slip off the rung of the tilted chair. They dangled just clear of the floor.
�How�s that, Tim?� he asked.
Slade smiled very narrowly. �You missed out, Hugh,� he said quietly. �You�re going to go the way Walter Cresser went � tonight.�
The city editor�s body jerked a little. Jap Dyke lifted his chin from his spread arms and his eyes got more almond shaped.
Fresney swallowed slowly and said: �Tell us about it, Tim.�
Slade said: �You murdered Vaupaugh.�
Jap Dyke drew a deep breath, then sighed heavily. Fresney closed his eyes, then opened them again.
�It was Little Red Riding Hood who did that, Tim,� he said very quietly.
Slade smiled with his lips. His brown eyes were on Fresney�s small ones.
�You�ve been tough for a long time, Hugh,� Slade said. �Good and tough. But lately you�ve been getting bad and tough. Tonight you murdered Vaupaugh. You did it because you hated him � you�ve hated him for a long time. You�ve planned his murder for a long time. He was yellow, Hugh � but that yellowness was going to stop you from doing things with the sheet.�
Jap Dyke swore very softly, but he didn�t move his body. Fresney said grimly:
�Yes, yes � go on.�
Slade said: �You built up this stuff about your life being threatened. And Vaupaugh�s. You said the sheet had been hard � too hard. Maybe that was true, but it was hard where it didn�t count. You said Jap Dyke was after you because you�d forced the police to pull him in. He wasn�t after you, Hugh � he was with you. The sheet yelped until he was pulled in, but they didn�t have anything on him. And you knew that. It just made it look good. And even with Vaupaugh dead, they wouldn�t have anything on him, Hugh.�
Slade paused. Jap Dyke�s fingers made faint tapping sounds against the table wood. Someone laughed thinly, downstairs.
Slade said: �You got me on from Cleveland, because you were ready to finish Vaupaugh, and you needed more evidence that a mistake had been made, and that someone had got the managing editor instead of you. You wanted to be sure everyone knew you were afraid. You built up a lot of little hates � some of them were real enough. Then, when Vaupaugh was leaving tonight, you went after him. You shot him in the back � and because his life had been threatened, and he still trusted you, you got a break. He didn�t think you�d shot him, so he yelled to you to get whoever had shot him. Collins heard that.�
Fresney was breathing heavily, but his eyes were still very small. Slade said:
�You knew you had him. After he yelled, you put another bullet up in the wall � in a spot that put it in line with the door you were going to use in your story. Your gun was in a pocket, loaded. I don�t know what you did with the one you used, and I don�t give a damn. Maybe Vaupaugh realized what had happened, and grabbed you. Maybe he didn�t. He might have shoved you down the stairs before he went out, or you might have just let yourself go down. You�re hard, Hugh � and you can take it. Besides you�d killed a man, and you had to make it look right. Collins found you unconscious or almost unconscious, halfway down the stairs. That�s how you murdered Vaupaugh.�
Jap Dyke said: �You shouldn�t have done it, Hugh.�
His voice was very low and hard. Fresney was still breathing heavily and evenly.
Slade said: �Vaupaugh was putting a check on you. He was going to run the sheet again, and you didn�t want that. You were playing politics, Hugh � you were going to play politics. You and Jap Dyke. You needed the sheet � the two of you could have done things with it. But you went too fast, and too far. And when Vaupaugh weakened you knew you�d lost. Unless he was dead. If he was dead � there was his daughter��
Fresney let the chair tilt forward. His face twisted. Slade said:
�Take it easy � both of you! I�ve got lead ready to rip cloth � and then some more cloth!�
After a few seconds he spoke softly. �I went to the Schenley tonight and talked to Vaupaugh�s daughter. She hates you, Hugh � she hates your insides. Why? Because I told her what I figured. And she figured the same way. The chances are she would have married you, Hugh. She sort of liked you, and her father, who didn�t like you, would have been dead. She wouldn�t have known she was marrying his murderer. And you�d have had the paper, Hugh � the whole damn� sheet to use the way you wanted.�
Fresney said in a hoarse voice: �You�re lying, Tim � you�re lying like hell. If you�d gone to her tonight and told her what you thought � she�d have laughed at you. You haven�t any evidence � you just think��
Slade interrupted. �She didn�t laugh at me � she believed me. She had to believe me.�
Fresney said thickly: �You�re lying��
Slade shook his head. �I called you on the phone and asked you if you knew a small man with a limp. I told you that I�d thought he had tipped that you were inside the paper. You said you weren�t interested. And then you changed the story. You did know such a man. You said his name was Garrow, and that he was working with Jap Dyke�s mob, you�d heard. He wouldn�t turn up anything against them, anyway.�
Fresney said: �Well?�
Slade�s smile faded. �There wasn�t any man with a limp. He didn�t pick up any paper and hand it to a blonde. I was just feeding you, Hugh � just seeing whether you�d use it. And you did use it, when you figured it would help.�
Fresney ran his tongue-tip over a lower lip. He looked at Jap Dyke and said:
�Is he safe, Jap?�
The slant-eyed one nodded. Fresney looked at Tim Slade and spoke in a very soft voice.
�You certainly earned the money you owed me, Tim. I hate to see you get still.�
Slade tightened the grip on his Luger. �Sure,� he said with sarcasm. �But you got worried, Hugh. I was away from the paper too much. I think you had me tailed � and spotted the Schenley visit. So guns were turned loose on me, on the bridge. They didn�t take.�
Fresney smiled thinly. �That�s so, Tim,� he said. �They didn�t take.�
Slade spoke quietly. �I think the police would have got around to you pretty soon, Hugh. But they were willing to believe you were hated enough for someone to have made a mistake � and have smeared Vaupaugh instead. I wasn�t so willing to believe that.�
Fresney said steadily: �All right, Tim. You�ve made your speech. About the gun � I took on a new reporter three days ago. Jap here recommended him. He was at the bottom of the stairs, with his coat spread like a blanket. I tossed him the gun, then did the dive. It hurt like the devil. The reporter went through the pressroom and out the truck entrance. He had the gun with him. The rest was the way you�ve told us.�
Jap Dyke looked at Fresney, and Fresney nodded. Dyke called loudly and thinly:
�Terry!�
Slade shook his head. �No good,� he said. �The police have been over here since I started across the first time. They let me work it my way. Terry and the rest are downstairs � they�ve been talking and laughing once in a while. But the police guns are making them act that way. Your bunch weren�t so strong for you taking up with Fresney, anyway, Jap. They�re being good and saving their necks.�
Jap Dyke let his body roll to one side and jerked at a pocket. Slade swung his body a little and squeezed on the Luger. Dyke moaned, went to his knees and fell forward. Hugh Fresney shoved over the table and leaped for Slade.
There were pounding footfalls on the wooden stairs as Slade jerked his body to one side. Fresney�s arms were swinging; a fist struck Slade and knocked him off balance, to one side. Fresney swung and pounded at him again. Slade said hoarsely:
�Stop � it � I�ve got � a gun��
Fresney wasn�t armed, and he hated to shoot. The city editor had fingers on his right wrist now. They swayed backward, their bodies close. Fresney twisted the gun so the muzzle slanted towards his face � then jerked Slade�s wrist. His finger slipped with the sharpness of the jerk � the gun crashed.
Fresney�s body sagged, and he slipped slowly to the floor. O�Hafey came into the room, followed by two plain-clothesmen. They had drawn guns in their hands. Fresney was half propped against a wall. Slade said:
�He did it � and dropped the gun to one of Jap�s men he�d taken on as a reporter.�
One of the plain-clothesmen crossed the room and bent over Dyke. He straightened and said:
�He�s dead.�
O�Hafey stared down at the city editor, and Slade said:
�He twisted my gun � and jerked my wrist. It was his way of��
Fresney�s eyes were staring, his lips were colorless. He tried to smile.
�The kid�s � good � O�Hafey,� he said very slowly and weakly. �And I � broke him in � taught him to use his eyes��
His eyes closed, then opened again. He said with an effort, in a hoarse whisper:
�Inside � job � but it didn�t � work��
His head fell forward, and his eyes stayed open. O�Hafey bent down and after a few seconds said:
�Well � that�s all for him.�
Tim Slade shook his head slowly. �He was a good, tough city editor,� he said slowly. �But he got greedy.�
O�Hafey nodded. �That�s the way with a lot of good tough guys,� he philosophized. �And after they get too greedy � they get dead.�

Tim Slade had dinner with Dana Jones. He needed someone to cut up the meat for him. He had a pretty bad left hand. It was a quiet dinner, but they got along nicely together. She�d never been to Cleveland, and they finally got around to wondering if she�d like it there. They were both fairly sure that she would.
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THE ADVENTURE OF THE SIX NAPOLEONS
Arthur Conan Doyle

It was no very unusual thing for Mr. Lestrade, of Scotland Yard, to look in upon us of an evening, and his visits were welcome to Sherlock Holmes, for they enabled him to keep in touch with all that was going on at the police headquarters. In return for the news which Lestrade would bring, Holmes was always ready to listen with attention to the details of any case upon which the detective was engaged, and was able occasionally, without any active interference, to give some hint or suggestion drawn from his own vast knowledge and experience.
On this particular evening Lestrade had spoken of the weather and the newspapers. Then he had fallen silent, puffing thoughtfully at his cigar. Holmes looked keenly at him.
�Anything remarkable on hand?� he asked.
�Oh, no, Mr. Holmes, nothing very particular.�
�Then tell me all about it.�
Lestrade laughed.
�Well, Mr. Holmes, there is no use denying that there is something on my mind. And yet it is such an absurd business that I hesitated to bother you about it. On the other hand, although it is trivial, it is undoubtedly queer, and I know that you have a taste for all that is out of the common. But in my opinion it comes more in Dr. Watson�s line than ours.�
�Disease?� said I.
�Madness, anyhow. And a queer madness too! You wouldn�t think there was anyone living at this time of day who had such a hatred of Napoleon the First that he would break any image of him that he could see.�
Holmes sank back in his chair.
�That�s no business of mine,� said he.
�Exactly. That�s what I said. But then, when the man commits burglary in order to break images which are not his own, that brings it away from the doctor and on to the policeman.�
Holmes sat up again.
�Burglary! This is more interesting. Let me hear the details.�
Lestrade took out his official notebook and refreshed his memory from its pages.
�The first case reported was four days ago,� said he. �It was at the shop of Morse Hudson, who has a place for the sale of pictures and statues in the Kennington Road. The assistant had left the front shop for an instant, when he heard a crash, and, hurrying in, found a plaster bust of Napoleon, which stood with several other works of art upon the counter, lying shivered into fragments. He rushed out into the road, but, although several passers-by declared that they had noticed a man run out of the shop, he could neither see anyone nor could he find any means of identifying the rascal. It seemed to be one of those senseless acts of hooliganism which occur from time to time, and it was reported to the constable on the beat as such. The plaster cast was not worth more than a few shillings, and the whole affair appeared to be too childish for any particular investigation.
�The second case, however, was more serious and also more singular. It occurred only last night.
�In Kennington Road, and within a few hundred yards of Morse Hudson�s shop, there lives a well-known medical practitioner, named Dr. Barnicot, who has one of the largest practices upon the south side of the Thames. His residence and principal consulting-room is at Kennington Road, but he has a branch surgery and dispensary at Lower Brixton Road, two miles away. This Dr. Barnicot is an enthusiastic admirer of Napoleon, and his house is full of books, pictures, and relics of the French Emperor. Some little time ago he purchased from Morse Hudson two duplicate plaster casts of the famous head of Napoleon by the French sculptor Devine. One of these he placed in his hall in the house at Kennington Road, and the other on the mantelpiece of the surgery at Lower Brixton. Well, when Dr. Barnicot came down this morning he was astonished to find that his house had been burgled during the night, but that nothing had been taken save the plaster head from the hall. It had been carried out, and had been dashed savagely against the garden wall, under which its splintered fragments were discovered.�
Holmes rubbed his hands.
�This is certainly very novel,� said he.
�I thought it would please you. But I have not got to the end yet. Dr. Barnicot was due at his surgery at twelve o�clock, and you can imagine his amazement when, on arriving there, he found that the window had been opened in the night, and that the broken pieces of his second bust were strewn all over the room. It had been smashed to atoms where it stood. In neither case were there any signs which could give us a clue as to the criminal or lunatic who had done the mischief. Now, Mr. Holmes, you have got the facts.�
�They are singular, not to say grotesque,� said Holmes. �May I ask whether the two busts smashed in Dr. Barnicot�s rooms were the exact duplicates of the one which was destroyed in Morse Hudson�s shop?�
�They were taken from the same mould.�
�Such a fact must tell against the theory that the man who breaks them is influenced by any general hatred of Napoleon. Considering how many hundreds of statues of the great Emperor must exist in London, it is too much to suppose such a coincidence as that a promiscuous iconoclast should chance to begin upon three specimens of the same bust.�
�Well, I thought as you do,� said Lestrade. �On the other hand, this Morse Hudson is the purveyor of busts in that part of London, and these three were the only ones which had been in his shop for years. So although, as you say, there are many hundreds of statues in London, it is very probable that these three were the only ones in that district. Therefore a local fanatic would begin with them. What do you think, Dr. Watson?�
�There are no limits to the possibilities of monomania,� I answered. �There is the condition which the modern French psychologists have called the �id�e fixe,� which may be trifling in character, and accompanied by complete sanity in every other way. A man who had read deeply about Napoleon, or who had possibly received some hereditary family injury through the great war, might conceivably form such an �id�e fixe,� and under its influence be capable of any fantastic outrage.�
�That won�t do, my dear Watson,� said Holmes, shaking his head; �for no amount of �id�e fixe� would enable your interesting monomaniac to find out where these busts were situated.�
�Well, how do you explain it?�
�I don�t attempt to do so. I would only observe that there is a certain method in the gentleman�s eccentric proceedings. For example, in Dr. Barnicot�s hall where a sound might arouse the family, the bust was taken outside before being broken, whereas in the surgery, where there was less danger of an alarm, it was smashed where it stood. The affair seems absurdly trifling, and yet I dare call nothing trivial when I reflect that some of my most classic cases have had the least promising commencement. You will remember, Watson, how the dreadful business of the Abernetty family was first brought to my notice by the depth which the parsley had sunk into the butter upon a hot day. I can�t afford, therefore, to smile at your three broken busts, Lestrade, and I shall be very much obliged to you if you will let me hear of any fresh developments of so singular a chain of events.�

The development for which my friend had asked came in a quicker and an infinitely more tragic form than he could have imagined. I was still dressing in my bedroom next morning, when there was a tap at the door, and Holmes entered, a telegram in his hand. He read it aloud:
Come instantly, 131 Pitt Street, Kensington.�� LESTRADE

�What is it, then?� I asked.
�Don�t know � may be anything. But I suspect it is the sequel of the story of the statues. In that case our friend the image-breaker has begun operations in another quarter of London. There�s coffee on the table, Watson, and I have a cab at the door.�
In half an hour we had reached Pitt Street, a quiet little backwater just beside one of the briskest currents of London life. No. 131 was one of a row, all flat-chested, respectable, and most unromantic dwellings. As we drove up we found the railings in front of the house lined by a curious crowd. Holmes whistled.
�By George! it�s attempted murder at the least. Nothing less will hold the London message boy. There�s a deed of violence indicated in that fellow�s round shoulders and outstretched neck. What�s this, Watson? The top step swilled down and the other ones dry. Footsteps enough, anyhow! Well, well, there�s Lestrade at the front window, and we shall soon know all about it.�
The official received us with a very grave face and showed us into a sitting-room, where an exceedingly unkempt and agitated elderly man, clad in a flannel dressing-gown, was pacing up and down. He was introduced to us as the owner of the house � Mr. Horace Harker, of the Central Press Syndicate.
�It�s the Napoleon bust business again,� said Lestrade. �You seemed interested last night, Mr. Holmes, so I thought perhaps you would be glad to be present now that the affair has taken a very much graver turn.�
�What has it turned to, then?�
�To murder. Mr. Harker, will you tell these gentlemen exactly what has occurred?�
The man in the dressing-gown turned upon us with a most melancholy face.
�It�s an extraordinary thing,� said he, �that all my life I have been collecting other people�s news, and now that a real piece of news has come my own way I am so confused and bothered that I can�t put two words together. If I had come in here as a journalist I should have interviewed myself and had two columns in every evening paper. As it is, I am giving away valuable copy by telling my story over and over to a string of different people, and I can make no use of it myself. However, I�ve heard your name, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, and if you�ll only explain this queer business I shall be paid for my trouble in telling you the story.�
Holmes sat down and listened.
�It all seems to centre round that bust of Napoleon which I bought for this very room about four months ago. I picked it up cheap from Harding Brothers, two doors from the High Street Station. A great deal of my journalistic work is done at night, and I often write until the early morning. So it was today. I was sitting in my den, which is at the back of the top of the house, about three o�clock, when I was convinced that I heard some sounds downstairs. I listened, but they were not repeated, and I concluded that they came from outside. Then suddenly, about five minutes later, there came a most horrible yell � the most dreadful sound, Mr. Holmes, that ever I heard. It will ring in my ears as long as I live. I sat frozen with horror for a minute or two. Then I seized the poker and went downstairs. When I entered this room I found the window wide open, and I at once observed that the bust was gone from the mantelpiece. Why any burglar should take such a thing passes my understanding, for it was only a plaster cast, and of no real value whatever.
�You can see for yourself that anyone going out through that open window could reach the front doorstep by taking a long stride. This was clearly what the burglar had done, so I went round and opened the door. Stepping out into the dark I nearly fell over a dead man who was lying there. I ran back for a light, and there was the poor fellow, a great gash in his throat and the whole place swimming in blood. He lay on his back, his knees drawn up, and his mouth horribly open. I shall see him in my dreams. I had just time to blow on my police whistle, and then I must have fainted, for I knew nothing more until I found the policeman standing over me in the hall.�
�Well, who was the murdered man?� asked Holmes.
�There�s nothing to show who he was,� said Lestrade. �You shall see the body at the mortuary, but we have made nothing of it up to now. He is a tall man, sunburnt, very powerful, not more than thirty. He is poorly dressed, and yet does not appear to be a labourer. A horn-handled clasp-knife was lying in a pool of blood beside him. Whether it was the weapon which did the deed, or whether it belonged to the dead man, I do not know. There was no name on his clothing, and nothing in his pockets save an apple, some string, a shilling map of London, and a photograph. Here it is.�
It was evidently taken by a snap-shot from a small camera. It represented an alert, sharp-featured simian man with thick eyebrows, and a very peculiar projection of the lower part of the face like the muzzle of a baboon.
�And what became of the bust?� asked Holmes, after a careful study of this picture.
�We had news of it just before you came. It has been found in the front garden of an empty house in Campden House Road. It was broken into fragments. I am going round now to see it. Will you come?�
�Certainly. I must just take one look round.� He examined the carpet and the window. �The fellow had either very long legs or was a most active man,� said he. �With an area beneath it was no mean feat to reach that window-ledge and open that window. Getting back was comparatively simple. Are you coming with us to see the remains of your bust, Mr. Harker?�
The disconsolate journalist had seated himself at a writing-table.
�I must try and make something of it,� said he, �though I have no doubt that the first editions of the evening papers are out already with full details. It�s like my luck! You remember when the stand fell at Doncaster? Well, I was the only journalist in the stand, and my journal the only one that had no account of it, for I was too shaken to write it. And now I�ll be too late with a murder done on my own doorstep.�
As we left the room we heard his pen travelling shrilly over the foolscap.
The spot where the fragments of the bust had been found was only a few hundred yards away. For the first time our eyes rested upon this presentment of the great Emperor, which seemed to raise such frantic and destructive hatred in the mind of the unknown. It lay scattered in splintered shards upon the grass. Holmes picked up several of them and examined them carefully. I was convinced from his intent face and his purposeful manner that at last he was upon a clue.
�Well?� asked Lestrade.
Holmes shrugged his shoulders.
�We have a long way to go yet,� said he. �And yet � and yet � well, we have some suggestive facts to act upon. The possession of this trifling bust was worth more in the eyes of this strange criminal than a human life. That is one point. Then there is the singular fact that he did not break it in the house, or immediately outside the house, if to break it was his sole object.�
�He was rattled and bustled by meeting this other fellow. He hardly knew what he was doing.�
�Well, that�s likely enough. But I wish to call your attention very particularly to the position of this house in the garden of which the bust was destroyed.�
Lestrade looked about him.
�It was an empty house, and so he knew that he would not be disturbed in the garden.�
�Yes, but there is another empty house farther up the street which he must have passed before he came to this one. Why did he not break it there, since it is evident that every yard that he carried it increased the risk of someone meeting him?�
�I give it up,� said Lestrade.
Holmes pointed to the street lamp above our heads.
�He could see what he was doing here, and he could not there. That was the reason.�
�By Jove! that�s true,� said the detective. �Now that I come to think of it, Dr. Barnicot�s bust was broken not far from his red lamp. Well, Mr. Holmes, what are we to do with that fact?�
�To remember it � to docket it. We may come on something later which will bear upon it. What steps do you propose to take now, Lestrade?�
�The most practical way of getting at it, in my opinion, is to identify the dead man. There should be no difficulty about that. When we have found who he is and who his associates are, we should have a good start in learning what he was doing in Pitt Street last night, and who it was who met him and killed him on the doorstep of Mr. Horace Harker. Don�t you think so?�
�No doubt; and yet it is not quite the way in which I should approach the case.�
�What would you do then?�
�Oh, you must not let me influence you in any way. I suggest that you go on your line and I on mine. We can compare notes afterwards, and each will supplement the other.�
�Very good,� said Lestrade.
�If you are going back to Pitt Street you might see Mr. Horace Harker. Tell him from me that I have quite made up my mind, and that it is certain that a dangerous homicidal lunatic with Napoleonic delusions was in his house last night. It will be useful for his article.�
Lestrade stared.
�You don�t seriously believe that?�
Holmes smiled.
�Don�t I? Well, perhaps I don�t. But I am sure that it will interest Mr. Horace Harker and the subscribers of the Central Press Syndicate. Now, Watson, I think that we shall find that we have a long and rather complex day�s work before us. I should be glad, Lestrade, if you could make it convenient to meet us at Baker Street at six o�clock this evening. Until then I should like to keep this photograph found in the dead man�s pocket. It is possible that I may have to ask your company and assistance upon a small expedition which will have to be undertaken tonight, if my chain of reasoning should prove to be correct. Until then, goodbye, and good luck.�
Sherlock Holmes and I walked together to the High Street, where he stopped at the shop of Harding Brothers, whence the bust had been purchased. A young assistant informed us that Mr. Harding would be absent until afternoon, and that he was himself a newcomer, who could give us no information. Holmes�s face showed his disappointment and annoyance.
�Well, well, we can�t expect to have it all our own way, Watson,� he said at last. �We must come back in the afternoon, if Mr. Harding will not be here until then. I am, as you have no doubt surmised, endeavouring to trace these busts to their source, in order to find if there is not something peculiar which may account for their remarkable fate. Let us make for Mr. Morse Hudson, of the Kennington Road, and see if he can throw any light upon the problem.�
A drive of an hour brought us to the picture-dealer�s establishment. He was a small, stout man with a red face and a peppery manner.
�Yes, sir. On my very counter, sir,� said he. �What we pay rates and taxes for I don�t know, when any ruffian can come in and break one�s goods. Yes, sir, it was I who sold Dr. Barnicot his two statues. Disgraceful, sir! A Nihilist plot, that�s what I make it. No one but an Anarchist would go about breaking statues. Red republicans, that�s what I call �em. Who did I get the statues from? I don�t see what that has to do with it. Well, if you really want to know, I got them from Gelder and Co., in Church Street, Stepney. They are a well-known house in the trade, and have been this twenty years. How many had I? Three � two and one are three � two of Dr. Barnicot�s and one smashed in broad daylight on my own counter. Do I know that photograph? No, I don�t. Yes, I do though. Why, it�s Beppo! He was a kind of Italian piecework man, who made himself useful in the shop. He could carve a bit, and gild a frame, and do odd jobs. The fellow left me last week, and I�ve heard nothing of him since. No, I don�t know where he came from nor where he went to. I had nothing against him while he was here. He was gone two days before the bust was smashed.�
�Well, that�s all we could reasonably expect to get from Morse Hudson,� said Holmes, as we emerged from the shop. �We have this Beppo as a common factor, both in Kennington and in Kensington, so that is worth a ten-mile drive. Now, Watson, let us make for Gelder and Co., of Stepney, the source and origin of busts. I shall be surprised if we don�t get some help down there.�
In rapid succession we passed through the fringe of fashionable London, hotel London, theatrical London, literary London, commercial London, and, finally, maritime London, till we came to a riverside city of a hundred thousand souls, where the tenement houses swelter and reek with the outcasts of Europe. Here, in a broad thoroughfare, once the abode of wealthy city merchants, we found the sculpture works for which we searched. Outside was a considerable yard full of monumental masonry. Inside was a large room in which fifty workers were carving or moulding. The manager, a big blond German, received us civilly, and gave a clear answer to all Holmes�s questions. A reference to his books showed that hundreds of casts had been taken from a marble copy of Devine�s head of Napoleon, but that the three which had been sent to Morse Hudson a year or so before had been half of a batch of six, the other three being sent to Harding Brothers, of Kensington. There was no reason why those six should be different to any of the other casts. He could suggest no possible cause why anyone should wish to destroy them � in fact, he laughed at the idea. Their wholesale price was six shillings, but the retailer would get twelve or more. The cast was taken in two moulds from each side of the face, and then these two profiles of plaster of Paris were joined together to make the complete bust. The work was usually done by Italians in the room we were in. When finished the busts were put on a table in the passage to dry, and afterwards stored. That was all he could tell us.
But the production of the photograph had a remarkable effect upon the manager. His face flushed with anger, and his brows knotted over his blue Teutonic eyes.
�Ah, the rascal!� he cried. �Yes, indeed, I know him very well. This has always been a respectable establishment, and the only time that we have ever had the police in it was over this very fellow. It was more than a year ago now. He knifed another Italian in the street, and then he came to the works with the police on his heels, and he was taken here. Beppo was his name � his second name I never knew. Serve me right for engaging a man with such a face. But he was a good workman � one of the best.�
�What did he get?�
�The man lived, and he got off with a year. I have no doubt he is out now; but he has not dared to show his nose here. We have a cousin of his here, and I dare say he could tell you where he is.�
�No, no,� cried Holmes, �not a word to the cousin � not a word, I beg you. The matter is very important, and the farther I go with it the more important it seems to grow. When you referred in your ledger to the sale of those casts I observed that the date was June third of last year. Could you give me the date when Beppo was arrested?�
�I could tell you roughly by the pay-list,� the manager answered. �Yes,� he continued, after some turning over of pages, �he was paid last on May twentieth.�
�Thank you,� said Holmes. �I don�t think that I need intrude upon your time and patience any more.� With a last word of caution that he should say nothing as to our researches we turned our faces westward once more.
The afternoon was far advanced before we were able to snatch a hasty luncheon at a restaurant. A news-bill at the entrance announced �Kensington Outrage. Murder by a Madman,� and the contents of the paper showed that Mr. Horace Harker had got his account into print after all. Two columns were occupied with a highly sensational and flowery rendering of the whole incident. Holmes propped it against the cruet stand and read it while he ate. Once or twice he chuckled.
�This is all right, Watson,� said he. �Listen to this: �It is satisfactory to know that there can be no difference of opinion upon this case, since Mr. Lestrade, one of the most experienced members of the official force, and Mr. Sherlock Holmes, the well-known consulting expert, have each come to the conclusion that the grotesque series of incidents, which have ended in so tragic a fashion, arise from lunacy rather than from deliberate crime. No explanation save mental aberration can cover the facts.� The Press, Watson, is a most valuable institution, if you only know how to use it. And now, if you have quite finished, we will hark back to Kensington, and see what the manager of Harding Brothers has to say to the matter.�
The founder of that great emporium proved to be a brisk, crisp little person, very dapper and quick, with a clear head and a ready tongue.
�Yes, sir, I have already read the account in the evening papers. Mr. Horace Harker is a customer of ours. We supplied him with the bust some months ago. We ordered three busts of that sort from Gelder and Co., of Stepney. They are all sold now. To whom? Oh, I dare say by consulting our sales book we could very easily tell you. Yes, we have the entries here. One to Mr. Harker, you see, and one to Mr. Josiah Brown, of Laburnum Lodge, Laburnum Vale, Chiswick, and one to Mr. Sandeford, of Lower Grove Road, Reading. No, I have never seen this face which you show me in the photograph. You would hardly forget it � would you, sir?�� for I�ve seldom seen an uglier. Have we any Italians on the staff? Yes, sir, we have several among our workpeople and cleaners. I dare say they might get a peep at that sales book if they wanted to. There is no particular reason for keeping a watch upon that book. Well, well, it�s a very strange business, and I hope that you�ll let me know if anything comes of your inquiries.�
Holmes had taken several notes during Mr. Harding�s evidence, and I could see that he was thoroughly satisfied by the turn which affairs were taking. He made no remark, however, save that, unless we hurried, we should be late for our appointment with Lestrade. Sure enough, when we reached Baker Street the detective was already there, and we found him pacing up and down in a fever of impatience. His look of importance showed that his day�s work had not been in vain.
�Well?� he asked. �What luck, Mr. Holmes?�
�We have had a very busy day, and not entirely a wasted one,� my friend explained. �We have seen both the retailers and also the wholesale manufacturers. I can trace each of the busts now from the beginning.�
�The busts!� cried Lestrade. �Well, well, you have your own methods, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, and it is not for me to say a word against them, but I think I have done a better day�s work than you. I have identified the dead man.�
�You don�t say so!�
�And found a cause for the crime.�
�Splendid!�
�We have an inspector who makes a speciality of Saffron Hill and the Italian quarter. Well, this dead man had some Catholic emblem round his neck, and that, along with his colour, made me think he was from the South. Inspector Hill knew him the moment he caught sight of him. His name is Pietro Venucci, from Naples, and he is one of the greatest cut-throats in London. He is connected with the Mafia, which, as you know, is a secret political society, enforcing its decrees by murder. Now you see how the affair begins to clear up. The other fellow is probably an Italian also, and a member of the Mafia. He has broken the rules in some fashion. Pietro is set upon his track. Probably the photograph we found in his pocket is the man himself, so that he may not knife the wrong person. He dogs the fellow, he sees him enter a house, he waits outside for him, and in the scuffle receives his own death-wound. How is that, Mr. Sherlock Holmes?�
Holmes clapped his hands approvingly.
�Excellent, Lestrade, excellent!� he cried. �But I didn�t quite follow your explanation of the destruction of the busts.�
�The busts! You never can get those busts out of your head. After all, that is nothing; petty larceny, six months at the most. It is the murder that we are really investigating, and I tell you that I am gathering all the threads into my hands.�
�And the next stage?�
�Is a very simple one. I shall go down with Hill to the Italian quarter, find the man whose photograph we have got, and arrest him on the charge of murder. Will you come with us?�
�I think not. I fancy we can attain our end in a simpler way. I can�t say for certain, because it all depends � well, it all depends upon a factor which is completely outside our control. But I have great hopes � in fact, the betting is exactly two to one � that if you will come with us tonight I shall be able to help you to lay him by the heels.�
�In the Italian quarter?�
�No; I fancy Chiswick is an address which is more likely to find him. If you will come with me to Chiswick tonight, Lestrade, I�ll promise to go to the Italian quarter with you tomorrow, and no harm will be done by the delay. And now I think that a few hours� sleep would do us all good, for I do not propose to leave before eleven o�clock, and it is unlikely that we shall be back before morning. You�ll dine with us, Lestrade, and then you are welcome to the sofa until it is time for us to start. In the meantime, Watson, I should be glad if you would ring for an express messenger, for I have a letter to send, and it is important that it should go at once.�
Holmes spent the evening in rummaging among the files of the old daily papers with which one of our lumber-rooms was packed. When at last he descended it was with triumph in his eyes, but he said nothing to either of us as to the result of his researches. For my own part, I had followed step by step the methods by which he had traced the various windings of this complex case, and, though I could not yet perceive the goal which we would reach, I understood clearly that Holmes expected this grotesque criminal to make an attempt upon the two remaining busts, one of which, I remembered, was at Chiswick. No doubt the object of our journey was to catch him in the very act, and I could not but admire the cunning with which my friend had inserted a wrong clue in the evening paper so as to give the fellow the idea that he could continue his scheme with impunity. I was not surprised when Holmes suggested that I should take my revolver with me. He had himself picked up the loaded hunting-crop which was his favourite weapon.
A four-wheeler was at the door at eleven, and in it we drove to a spot at the other side of Hammersmith Bridge. Here the cabman was directed to wait. A short walk brought us to a secluded road fringed with pleasant houses, each standing in its own grounds. In the light of a street lamp we read �Laburnum Villa� upon the gate-post of one of them. The occupants had evidently retired to rest, for all was dark save for a fanlight over the hall door, which shed a single blurred circle on to the garden path. The wooden fence which separated the grounds from the road threw a dense black shadow upon the inner side, and here it was that we crouched.
�I fear that you�ll have a long time to wait,� Holmes whispered. �We may thank our stars that it is not raining. I don�t think we can even venture to smoke to pass the time. However, it�s a two to one chance that we get something to pay us for our trouble.�
It proved, however, that our vigil was not to be so long as Holmes had led us to fear, and it ended in a very sudden and singular fashion. In an instant, without the least sound to warn us of his coming, the garden gate swung open, and a lithe, dark figure, as swift and active as an ape, rushed up the garden path. We saw it whisk past the light thrown from over the door and disappear against the black shadow of the house. There was a long pause, during which we held our breath, and then a very gentle creaking sound came to our ears. The window was being opened. The noise ceased, and again there was a long silence. The fellow was making his way into the house. We saw the sudden flash of a dark lantern inside the room. What he sought was evidently not there, for again we saw the flash through another blind, and then through another.
�Let us get to the open window. We will nab him as he climbs out,� Lestrade whispered.
But before we could move the man had emerged again. As he came out into the glimmering patch of light we saw that he carried something white under his arm. He looked stealthily all round him. The silence of the deserted street reassured him. Turning his back upon us, he laid down his burden, and the next instant there was the sound of a sharp tap, followed by a clatter and rattle. The man was so intent upon what he was doing that he never heard our steps as we stole across the grass plot. With the bound of a tiger Holmes was on his back, and an instant later Lestrade and I had him by either wrist, and the handcuffs had been fastened. As we turned him over I saw a hideous, sallow face, with writhing, furious features glaring up at us, and I knew that it was indeed the man of the photograph whom we had secured.
But it was not our prisoner to whom Holmes was giving his attention. Squatted on the doorstep, he was engaged in most carefully examining that which the man had brought from the house. It was a bust of Napoleon like the one which we had seen that morning, and it had been broken into similar fragments. Carefully Holmes held each separate shard to the light, but in no way did it differ from any other shattered piece of plaster. He had just completed his examination, when the hall lights flew up, the door opened, and the owner of the house, a jovial, rotund figure in shirt and trousers, presented himself.
�Mr. Josiah Brown, I suppose?� said Holmes.
�Yes, sir; and you no doubt are Mr. Sherlock Holmes? I had the note which you sent by the express messenger, and I did exactly what you told me. We locked every door in the inside and awaited developments. Well, I�m very glad to see that you have got the rascal. I hope, gentlemen, that you will come in and have some refreshment.�
However, Lestrade was anxious to get his man into safe quarters, so within a few minutes our cab had been summoned and we were all four upon our way to London. Not a word would our captive say; but he glared at us from the shadow of his matted hair, and once, when my hand seemed within his reach, he snapped at it like a hungry wolf. We stayed long enough at the police station to learn that a search of his clothing revealed nothing save a few shillings and a long sheath knife, the handle of which bore copious traces of recent blood.
�That�s all right,� said Lestrade, as we parted. �Hill knows all these gentry, and he will give a name to him. You�ll find that my theory of the Mafia will work out all right. But I�m sure I am exceedingly obliged to you, Mr. Holmes, for the workmanlike way in which you laid hands upon him. I don�t quite understand it all yet.�
�I fear it is rather too late an hour for explanations,� said Holmes. �Besides, there are one or two details which are not finished off, and it is one of those cases which are worth working out to the very end. If you will come round once more to my rooms at six o�clock tomorrow I think I shall be able to show you that even now you have not grasped the entire meaning of this business, which presents some features which make it absolutely original in the history of crime. If ever I permit you to chronicle any more of my little problems, Watson, I foresee that you will enliven your pages by an account of the singular adventure of the Napoleonic busts.�

When we met again next evening, Lestrade was furnished with much information concerning our prisoner. His name, it appeared, was Beppo, second name unknown. He was a well-known ne�er-do-well among the Italian colony. He had once been a skilful sculptor and had earned an honest living, but he had taken to evil courses, and had twice already been in gaol � once for a petty theft and once, as we had already heard, for stabbing a fellow-countryman. He could talk English perfectly well. His reasons for destroying the busts were still unknown, and he refused to answer any questions upon the subject; but the police had discovered that these same busts might very well have been made by his own hands, since he was engaged in this class of work at the establishment of Gelder and Co. To all this information, much of which we already knew, Holmes listened with polite attention; but I, who knew him so well, could clearly see that his thoughts were elsewhere, and I detected a mixture of mingled uneasiness and expectation beneath that mask which he was wont to assume. At last he started in his chair and his eyes brightened. There had been a ring at the bell. A minute later we heard steps upon the stairs, and an elderly, red-faced man with grizzled side-whiskers was ushered in. In his right hand he carried an old-fashioned carpet-bag, which he placed upon the table.
�Is Mr. Sherlock Holmes here?�
My friend bowed and smiled. �Mr. Sandeford, of Reading, I suppose?� said he.
�Yes, sir. I fear that I am a little late; but the trains were awkward. You wrote to me about a bust that is in my possession.�
�Exactly.�
�I have your letter here. You said, �I desire to possess a copy of Devine�s Napoleon, and am prepared to pay you ten pounds for the one which is in your possession.� Is that right?�
�Certainly.�
�I was very much surprised at your letter, for I could not imagine how you knew that I owned such a thing.�
�Of course you must have been surprised, but the explanation is very simple. Mr. Harding, of Harding Brothers, said that they had sold you their last copy, and he gave me your address.�
�Oh, that was it, was it? Did he tell you what I paid for it?�
�No, he did not.�
�Well, I am an honest man, though not a very rich one. I only gave fifteen shillings for the bust, and I think you ought to know that before I take ten pounds from you.�
�I am sure the scruple does you honour, Mr. Sandeford. But I have named that price, so I intend to stick to it.�
�Well, it is very handsome of you, Mr. Holmes. I brought the bust up with me, as you asked me to do. Here it is!�
He opened his bag, and at last we saw placed upon our table a complete specimen of that bust which we had already seen more than once in fragments.
Holmes took a paper from his pocket and laid a ten-pound note upon the table.
�You will kindly sign that paper, Mr. Sandeford, in the presence of these witnesses. It is simply to say that you transfer every possible right that you ever had in the bust to me. I am a methodical man, you see, and you never know what turn events might take afterwards. Thank you, Mr. Sandeford; here is your money, and I wish you a very good evening.�
When our visitor had disappeared Sherlock Holmes�s movements were such as to rivet our attention. He began by taking a clean white cloth from a drawer and laying it over the table. Then he placed his newly acquired bust in the centre of the cloth. Finally he picked up his hunting-crop and struck Napoleon a sharp blow on the top of the head. The figure broke into fragments, and Holmes bent eagerly over the shattered remains. Next instant, with a loud shout of triumph, he held up one splinter, in which a round, dark object was fixed like a plum in a pudding.
�Gentlemen,� he cried, �let me introduce you to the famous black pearl of the Borgias!�
Lestrade and I sat silent for a moment, and then, with a spontaneous impulse, we both broke out clapping as at the well-wrought crisis of a play. A flush of colour sprang to Holmes�s pale cheeks, and he bowed to us like the master dramatist who receives the homage of his audience. It was at such moments that for an instant he ceased to be a reasoning machine and betrayed his human love for admiration and applause. The same singularly proud and reserved nature which turned away with disdain from popular notoriety was capable of being moved to its depths by spontaneous wonder and praise from a friend.
�Yes, gentlemen,� said he, �it is the most famous pearl now existing in the world, and it has been my good fortune by a connected chain of inductive reasoning, to trace it from the Prince of Calonna�s bedroom at the Dacre Hotel, where it was lost, to the interior of this, the last of the six busts of Napoleon which were manufactured by Gelder and Co., of Stepney. You will remember, Lestrade, the sensation caused by the disappearance of this valuable jewel, and the vain efforts of the London police to recover it. I was myself consulted upon the case; but I was unable to throw any light upon it. Suspicion fell upon the maid of the Princess, who was an Italian, and it was proved that she had a brother in London, but we failed to trace any connection between them. The maid�s name was Lucretia Venucci, and there is no doubt in my mind that this Pietro who was murdered two nights ago was the brother. I have been looking up the dates in the old files of the paper, and I find that the disappearance of the pearl was exactly two days before the arrest of Beppo for some crime of violence � an event which took place in the factory of Gelder and Co., at the very moment when these busts were being made. Now you clearly see the sequence of events, though you see them, of course, in the inverse order to the way in which they presented themselves to me. Beppo had the pearl in his possession. He may have stolen it from Pietro, he may have been Pietro�s confederate, he may have been the go-between of Pietro and his sister. It is of no consequence to us which is the correct solution.
�The main fact is that he had the pearl, and at that moment, when it was on his person, he was pursued by the police. He made for the factory in which he worked, and he knew that he had only a few minutes in which to conceal this enormously valuable prize, which would otherwise be found on him when he was searched. Six plaster casts of Napoleon were drying in the passage. One of them was still soft. In an instant Beppo, a skilful workman, made a small hole in the wet plaster, dropped in the pearl, and with a few touches covered over the aperture once more. It was an admirable hiding-place. No one could possibly find it. But Beppo was condemned to a year�s imprisonment, and in the meanwhile his six busts were scattered over London. He could not tell which contained his treasure. Only by breaking them could he see. Even shaking would tell him nothing for as the plaster was wet it was probable that the pearl would adhere to it � as, in fact, it has done. Beppo did not despair, and he conducted his search with considerable ingenuity and perseverance. Through a cousin who works with Gelder he found out the retail firms who had bought the busts. He managed to find employment with Morse Hudson, and in that way tracked down three of them. The pearl was not there. Then with the help of some Italian employee, he succeeded in finding out where the other three busts had gone. The first was Hawker�s. There he was dogged by his confederate, who held Beppo responsible for the loss of the pearl, and he stabbed him in the scuffle which followed.�
�If he was his confederate, why should he carry his photograph?� I asked.
�As a means of tracing him if he wished to inquire about him from any third person. That was the obvious reason. Well, after the murder I calculated that Beppo would probably hurry rather than delay his movements. He would fear that the police would read his secret, and so he hastened on before they should get ahead of him. Of course, I could not say that he had not found the pearl in Harker�s bust. I had not even concluded for certain that it was the pearl; but it was evident to me that he was looking for something, since he carried the bust past the other houses in order to break it in the garden which had a lamp overlooking it. Since Harker�s bust was one in three, the chances were exactly as I told you � two to one against the pearl being inside it. There remained two busts, and it was obvious that he would go for the London one first. I warned the inmates of the house, so as to avoid a second tragedy, and we went down, with the happiest results. By that time, of course, I knew for certain that it was the Borgia pearl that we were after. The name of the murdered man linked the one event with the other. There only remained a single bust � the Reading one � and the pearl must be there. I bought it in your presence from the owner � and there it lies.�
We sat in silence for a moment.
�Well,� said Lestrade, �I�ve seen you handle a good many cases, Mr. Holmes, but I don�t know that I ever knew a more workmanlike one than that. We�re not jealous of you at Scotland Yard. No, sir, we are very proud of you, and if you come down tomorrow there�s not a man, from the oldest inspector to the youngest constable, who wouldn�t be glad to shake you by the hand.�
�Thank you!� said Holmes. �Thank you!� and as he turned away it seemed to me that he was more nearly moved by the softer human emotions than I had ever seen him. A moment later he was the cold and practical thinker once more. �Put the pearl in the safe, Watson,� said he, �and get out the papers of the Conk-Singleton forgery case. Goodbye, Lestrade. If any little problem comes your way I shall be happy, if I can, to give you a hint or two as to its solution.�
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