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comments! Sandra Crayne ( nee Sally Crane) had won a 
beauty contest and become a Hollywood star 
almost overnight. Now she was returning 
home for the first time—and something had 
brought terror into ha■ life , , ,

SALLY CRANE’S RETURN TO LAKE-
v iew  w as an event that passed 

alm ost u nnoticed , M r. T h o m p so n , 
the station agent, saw  her get o ff  
the late loca l and w alk  uncertainly 
d o w n  the rain-sw ept p la tform . F or 
a m om en t he th ou ght it was som e
on e he k n ew , their he decided  it was
n ’t. In  a w ay  he was r ig h t : this was 
not the Sally C rane he had  k n o w n ; 
this was a fear-ridden  gh ost o f  the 
g ir l w h o  had left L a k e  v iew  less 
than a year ago.

T w o  other passengers g o t  o f f  the 
train that n ig h t: tw o  m en , dressed 
fo r  the country, loaded  d o w n  w ith  
duffle bags, fish in g  tackle, an d  shot
guns in  leather cases. T h e y  w ere

n oisily  jov ia l, lau gh in g  at the rain 
that w h ip p ed  into their faces. A  
y o u n g  m an  in  a ye llow  slicker, his 
crew -cut red hair soaked w ith  w a
ter, cam e ru n n in g  tow ard  the tw o 
m en, grin n in g .

“ A  great day fo r  it,”  he said. “ I ’m  
B ob  M ollo y . M y station w a g o n ’s 
right there at the edge  o f  the plat
fo rm . G et in  w here it’s dry. I ’ll 
b r in g  your gear.”

T h e  tw o  m en  ran, laugh ing , for 
the re fu ge  o f  the station w agon . 
B ob  M o llo y  started to load h im self 
d o w n  w ith  bags and tackle w h en  he 
saw  the soaked  figure o f  the girl, 
standing  uncertainly at the end  o f  
the p latform . H e  ran over to  her.
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“ Y o u 'd  better get in m y  station 
w a g on , M iss,”  he said. “ T h e re ’s n o  
taxi this tim e o f n ight. I run a m o 
tel here, or I can take you  anyw here 
else in tow n  you  w an t.”

T h e  girl turned to look  at h im , 
h o ld in g  herself rig id . “ B o b !”  she 
w hispered.

T h e  light w ent out b eh in d  B ob  
M o llo y ’s sm ile. H e  stood  there, star
in g  at her, and he was w ro n g  
about her— just as he had been 
w ro n g  about her tw elve m onths 
ago . A n d  again it spelled disaster 
fo r  her— just as it had on  the first 
occasion .

“ Surprise,”  he said, his tone bit
ter. H e  thought the rig id  w ay she 
h e ld  herself was a sym bol o f  her 
com plete  w ithdraw al fro m  his life. 
H e  co u ld n ’t k n o w  it represented a 
desperate effort to  keep fro m  
th ro w in g  herself in to the sanctuary 
o f  his strong arms. “ Y o u  better let 
m e  take you  som e place, Sally. O r 
shou ld  I say, S an dra?”  H e  laughed 
to  cover his hurt.

She spun around like a cornered 
anim al, lo o k in g  to  right and left, 
an d  then began  to  run  aw ay, into 
the darkness, in to  the storm , leav
in g  her bag w here she had put it 
d o w n  on  the station p la tform .

“ S a lly !”  he called after her, sharp
ly . H e  d id n ’t try to  fo llo w  her.

“ H ey , M o llo y ! Step on  it !”  on e  o f  
the m en  yelled  fr o m  the station 
w a g o n . “ W e l l  get pn eum onia  if  w e  
d o n ’t get in to  som e dry clothes.”

B ob  M olloy  p icked  up  Sally’s bag 
and  carried  it in to the station. H e

handed it to  M r. T h om p son . 
“ S om eon e  left this on  the p la tform ,”  
he said.

“ T h ere  was a g ir l,”  M r. T h o m p 
son said.

“ Y eah, it’s hers,”  B ob  M olloy  
said.

P ride kept h im  fro m  saying that 
he k n ew  w h o  it was, had spoken 
to her, an d  that she had run  from  
h im  as i f  he w ere the plague.

T h e  day Sally C rane left Lake- 
v iew  w as in extraordinary contrast 
to the n ight o f  her return. M ost o f  
the tow n  turned out to say g o o d 
bye  and w ish her luck . T h e  F ire
m e n ’s B and serenaded her w ith  Oh, 
She’s a Jolly Good Fellow, the sing
in g  voices em ph asizing  the She, 
and California, Here 1 Come. T h e  
em ployees o f  the L o ck w o o d  Insur
ance A gen cy , w here Sally had  
w ork ed , had g iven  her a set o f  air
p lane lu ggage. E ven  the m ayor o f  
C layton  was there— he had been 
on e  o f  the judges w h o  had voted  for  
her to w in  the “ M iss L ak ev iew ”  
beauty contest, sponsored by the 
Junior C ham ber o f  C om m erce , 
w h ich  had led  to her w in n in g  the 
“ M iss N e w  E n g la n d ”  contest, 
w h ich  in  turn had led to a H o lly 
w o o d  contract. A n d  B ob  M olloy  
was there, lo o k in g  a little over
scrubbed, overneat, his sun-tanned 
face set in  a m ask o f  stiff form ality . 
H e  had shaken hands, aw kw ardly .

“ T h e  best o f  luck to you , Sally,”  
he had  said.

T h a t was the first tim e h e  had
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been w ron g . T h is  was the begin 
ning, he thought, o f  a w h ole  new  
w orld  for  Sally: a m agic w orld , a 
w orld  o f  heart’s desire for  any girl. 
H e  d id n ’t k n o w  that all she want
ed, all she prayed for, was fo r  him  
to say, “ D o n ’t g o ! ”  H e  d id n ’t k n ow  
that all she w anted was to  stay 
here, to m arry h im , to m other his 
children. H e  d id n ’t k n o w  that if  he 
had spoken those tw o w ords, right 
there on  the station platform , she 
w ou ld  have k ick ed  a h ole  in  the 
bass dru m , throw n  her hat over the 
m oon , and stayed close to h im  for
ever.

“ G ood b ye , Sally,”  he had said, 
w hen  he shou ld  have said, “ D o n ’t 
g o ! ”

B ob  M o llo y  d rove  his tw o  pas
sengers through  the slu icing rain 
tow ard  his m otel, lean ing forw ard  
to peer th rou gh  the small area o f  
clear vision supplied  by d ie  w in d 
shield w ipers. A utom atica lly  he an
swered questions about “ H o w  they 
were b itin g”  and “ W as there a g o o d  
entry for  the u p com in g  skeet shoot
ing tournam ent.”  H e  was th ink ing 
about Sally, an d  h ow  things had 
been w ith  them  just a little m ore  
than a year ago.

T h in g s  had been w on derfu l. Sal
ly and B ob  w ere considered an 
ideal m atch by a supercritical sm all
tow n  com m un ity . E veryone knew  
that as soon as B ob ’s m otel g ot g o 
in g  they w ou ld  be m arried. P eople 
were so con v in ced  about B o b ’s fu 
ture that he had been elected presi

dent o f  the Junior C ham ber o f  
C om m erce.

T h a t was w h en  the trouble had 
started.

It had been a jok e  at first. Each 
year the JC C  staged a beauty con 
test— part o f  a state-wide and re
g ional affair. By virtue o f  his office 
the L ak eview  portion  o f  it becam e 
B o b ’s affair. G irls w ere ju d g ed  
not on ly  on  beauty but on  person
ality, educational back grou nd , and  
talent. T h e  judges w ere to  in clude 
the H ig h  School principal, the m ay
or o f  the n eigh borin g  tow n  o f  
C layton , the president o f  the Lake- 
v iew  W o m e n ’s C lub, and Jedediah 
Russell, the local new spaper editor.

T h e  prob lem  was contestants. 
T h e  loca l girls were shy o f  the con 
test. A  little desperate, B ob  had 
suggested to Sally she enter the con
test— “ just as a favor to m e .”  Sally 
was dark, w ith  flashing b lu e eyes 
and a figure that m atched all the 
required m athem atical specifica
tions. She was also a w arm , very 
direct person and the w arm th  
shone through  and revealed her as 
m ore  than just “ pretty.”

Sally had agreed reluctantly— she 
w ou ld  d o  anything on  earth to help 
B ob. It never occurred  to her that 
it w o u ld  g o  beyond the local con 
test. T h en , in a k in d  o f  daze, she 
fo u n d  herself elected “ M iss Lake- 
v iew ,”  then w inner o f  the State 
contest, and finally “ M iss N e w  
E n g la n d ”  w ith a H o lly w o o d  con 
tract in  her pocket.

B ob had been pleased w ith her

7



8 F R I G H T E N E D  S T A R

first victory— it was a natural pride 
in  his girl. But as the th ing w ent on  
he began to see it in another light. 
T h e  w orld  had opened  up for  Sally 
and he was n o w  an obstacle to  her 
future. G rim ly , he determ ined not 
to  stand in  her w ay. T h e  m ore  she 
to ld  h im  she d id n ’t w ant a career 
in film s, d id n ’t w ant anyth ing but 
h im , the further he w ith drew . She 
was just trying to  soften the b low , 
he told  h im self.

S o she w ent to H o lly w o o d — on  
the w in gs o f  California, Here 1 
Come. She m ade a p icture w ith 
M arc W illiam s, top  box-office star o f  
the m om ent. It d id n ’t end  there. 
She was hailed as a d iscovery. 
H o lly w o o d  gossip  colum ns report
ed  a rom ance betw een her and 
M a rc  W illiam s. She w rote  to  Bob, 
lau gh in gly  describ ing it as a pu b 
licity stunt. But he thought he read 
a k in d  o f  w ide-eyed delight be
tw een  the lines. H e  stopped an
sw ering her letters, and in the end  
her letters stopped com in g . She was 
an nou n ced  for  the lead in another 
b ig  picture. T h ey  had changed her 
nam e to  Sandra Crayne. T h e  o ld  
Sally was g on e  fro m  his w orld .

N o w  she was back, ru nn ing  into 
the n ight like a frightened  child, 
ru n n in g  aw ay fro m  the m an w h o  
loved  her but was too  p rou d  to  say 
so . . .

B ob  M o llo y  g o t  his tw o  custom 
ers settled, then w ent to  his office 
and called  M r. T h o m p so n , at the 
depot.

“ G irl com e back fo r  her b a g ? ”  he 
asked.

“ N o p e ,”  M r. T h o m p so n  said. 
“ A n d  I ’m  closing  up  in five m in 
utes. She’ll have to w ait till m orn 
ing-”

“ I th ink  I k n ow  w here she is,” 
B ob  said. “ I ’ll be over in a fe w  m in 
utes and get it.”

“ L ik e  I said, I ’m  closin g  up in five 
m inutes,”  M r. T h o m p so n  repeated.

“ I ’ll d rive you  h om e,”  B ob  said.
“ W e ll— ”  M r. T h o m p so n  said.
T h ere  was on ly  on e  place for 

Sally to  g o  in L ak eview , She had 
been raised by M iss Isobel Scudder, 
her m oth er’s sister, and  had always 
lived, w ith  her aunt. M iss Scudder 
was a character, even  by local stand
ards. She was a tou gh  o ld  bird , 
lean, angular, sharp-tongued. She 
had spent a lifetim e trying to con 
ceal the fact that at heart she was a 
sentim ental P ollyanna.

M iss S cu dder’s hair was d on e up 
in curlers and  her bon y fram e was 
w rapped  in  a flannel bathrobe 
w hen  she op en ed  the d oor to B ob.

“ L an d  sakes,”  she said, “ w hat 
k in d  o f  a tim e o f  n igh t is this to  
com e  ca llin g ?”

“ I brought Sally’s bag,”  he said. 
“ She left it at the depot.”

M iss S cudder look ed  at h im  
sternly. “ Y o u  dru nk , B ob M o llo y ? ”

H e  answ ered by h o ld in g  ou t the 
bag.

“ Sally’s bag ! W h a t d o  you  m ean, 
Sally’s b a g ? ”

“ H asn ’t she got here y e t? ”  Bob 
asked.
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"G o t here? W h at o n  earth are 
you talking about, B ob ? She’s in 
H o lly w o o d !”

H e  felt his stom ach m uscles 
tighten. “ Y o u  d id n ’t k n o w  she was 
c o m in g ? ”

“ She isn 't c o m in g !”  M iss S cuddcr 
said. “ N o w  w hatever k in d  o f  a jok e  
this is—

“ It’s no jok e . She cam e in  on  the 
last train. I saw her. T a lk ed  to  her. 
She ran o ff  into the storm  and left 
her bag.”

“ Y o u 'd  better com e in ,”  M iss 
Scudder said.

H e  w ent in to the hallway and 
stood there, w ater d ripp in g  o f f  his 
slicker in to  a p oo l on  the floor. M iss 
Scudder w ent straight to  the tele
ph one and put in a lon g  distance 
call to  H o lly w o o d . W h ile  she w ait
ed she look ed  at B ob th rou gh  nar
row ed  eyes.

“ Y ou  d o n ’t look  drunk— or s ick !”  
she said.

“ I was m eeting  a cou p le  o f  guys 
w h o  m ade reservations at the m o 
tel,”  he said. “ Sally got o f f  the train. 
W h en  I spoke to  her she ran aw ay.”

T h ere  was n o  answer at Sally’s 
H o lly w o o d  apartm ent. M iss S cu d 
der h u n g  up  the receiver. “ She 
w ou ld n ’t com e h om e w ithout let
ting  m e k n o w ,”  she said. It was 
m eant to be  an absolute statement, 
but it sounded m ore lik e  a ques
tion.

“ She d id ,”  B ob  said. “ I offered  
her a ride and she ran aw ay.”

“ N o w  w hat in  tarnation— ”  Miss 
Scudder said.

“M aybe she d id n ’ i com e here be
cause she thought I m ight try to  sec 
her,”  B ob said.

M iss Scudder gave h im  an o d d  
look . “ Y o u ’re a n ice boy ,”  she said, 
“ but you ’ve never been very bright. 
B ob  M olloy .”

M iss S cudder put on  a pot o f  c o f 
fee fo r  Sally “ w h en  she gets here.”  
It was an autom atic action in w hich  
neither she n or B ob  M olloy  really 
believed. Sally w asn ’t com in g— not 
o f  her o w n  free w ill. M iss Scudder 
had a m ore sophisticated point o f  
v iew  about it than B ob.

“ I f  it was the g ir l next d oor w e ’d  
call the State P olice ,”  she said. “ But 
w e ’ve got to  th ink, Bob, o f  what 
Sally w ou ld  w ant. She’s a pu blic  
figure n ow . She m ay have a g ood  
reason fo r  not w anting it k n ow n  
she’s in tow n . W e ’ve got to think 
what she’d  w ant us to d o .”

I f  Sally had w alked  a long the 
m ain h ighw ay to E lm  Street w here 
M iss S cudder lived, B ob w ou ld  
have seen her as he drove here. 
T here  was a short cut through  the 
w ood s that Sally k n ew  w ell. I f 
she’d started that w ay— m aybe 
slipped and fallen , hurt herself so 
she co u ld n ’t w alk—

Bob scoured the short cut w ith  a 
flashlight he b orrow ed  from  Miss 
Scudder. T h e  path was wet and 
m u ddy , and there w as n o  indica
tion that anyone had used it since 
the rain started.

A fter about half an hour B ob  re
turned to M iss Scudder’s w ith a
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negative report. H e  fo u n d  M iss 
Scudder peculiarly changed. She 
Was n ow  the stony w om an  so m any 
people in tow n  thought her to be.

“ W ell, w e ’ve done all w e  can,”  
she said flatly.

“ Celebrity or no celebrity, I say 
w e  ought to call in the State T r o o p 
ers,”  B ob  said.

“ N o ! ”  M iss Sctidder’s tone was 
sharp, com m anding .

B ob  stared at her a m om ent. 
“ L o o k  here, M iss Scudder, d id  she 
get here w h ile  I was g o n e ? ”

“ O f  course n o t !”
“ Because i f  she d id , and it’s just 

that she doesn ’t w ant to see m e— ” 
“ She’s not here,”  M iss Scudder 

said. “ I d o n ’t like your im perti
nence, but if  you  w ant to  look  
throu gh  the house— ”

“ A re n ’t you  even w orried  about 
h e r ? ”  B ob  shouted.

T h e  corner o f  M iss S cu dder’s 
m outh  tw itched. “ Sally’s a g ro w n  
w om an , liv in g  in a different w orld  
from  ours, Bob. She m ust have had 
a g o o d  reason for  not letting m e 
k n o w  she was com ing . She m ust 
have had a g ood  reason fo r  runn ing 
aw ay fro m  you . W h e n  she’s ready 
to let us k n o w  what it is she w ill.”  

“ F or G o d ’s sake, M iss Scudder, 
d o  you  realize w hat k ind  o f  n ight 
it is ou t?  D o  you realize she’s 
soaked to  the skin, w andering  
around out there som ew here, M a y 
be hurt, m aybe in trouble— ”

“ W ill  you  please g o  h o m e !”  M iss 
Scudder cried  out.

H e  stood  fo r  a m om ent, a m uscle

ripp ling  a lon g  the line o f  his be llig 
erent jaw . T h en  he spoke very 
quietly. “ Y o u  k n o w  som ething you 
d id n ’t k n o w  w hen I w en t out to 
look  for  Sally,”  he said. “ She’s been 
in touch w ith  you and you  k n ow  
w here she is. Y o u ’re not w orried  
about her. Y o u ’re only w orried  that 
I ’ll bother her. W ell, you can be 
dead-certain I w o n ’t, M iss Scudder 
— dead-certain !”  H e  turned and  
w alked q u ick ly  out o f  the house.

A s the d oor  closed behind  him , 
M iss Scudder sank d ow n  on to the 
circular h ook ed  rug in the hallway. 
She sat there, arms w rapped  around 
her stom ach, eyes dry, rock in g  
slow ly back and  forth.

B ob M o llo y  w alked straight 
d ow n  the path to his car, got in, 
and slam m ed the door. H e  reached 
forw ard  to put his key into the ign i
tion sw itch, then he hesitated. H is 
hurt vanity was playing gam es w ith 
h im , but over and above that he 
cou ld  not erase the picture o f  Sally’s 
fear-stricken face as she had con 
fronted  h im  o n  the station plat
form . N o r  cou ld  he shake the feel
ing that M iss Scudder had changed, 
in a half hour, from  a m ild ly  con 
cerned and cheerfully reasonable 
friend  to a stone-faced conspirator 
o f  som e sort. T h ere  was som e k ind  
o f  real trouble here, he told  h im self 
— deep trouble.

H a v in g  lacerated h im self w ith 
the idea that Sally sim ply d idn 't 
w ant to see h im  and was d o in g  all 
this to avoid  h im , his hurt pride
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still d id n ’t let h im  con v in ce  h im self 
that he, B ob  M ollo y , was the sole 
reason fo r  her strange behavior.

T h e  rain beat d o w n  on  the ro o f 
o f  his car. She was out there som e
w here, cold , soaked  to  the skin. 
B ob ’s hands g rip p ed  the w heel in 
fron t o f  h im  so tightly the knuckles 
turned w hite. T h ere  w asn ’t any use 
p retend ing . In  spite o f  her rejection  
o f  h im , in  spite o f  the fact that her 
w o r ld  was n o  longer his w orld , he 
loved  the girl, dam n it!

Perhaps she w o u ld n ’t call o n  h im  
fo r  help . Perhaps she d id n ’t believe 
he w o u ld  respond to such a call. 
W e ll, all he cou ld  do, w ith ou t m ak
in g  a further nuisance o f  h im self, 
was to  rem ain  available. So he 
turned u p  the collar o f  his coat and 
slum ped d o w n  in the car seat. H e  
w ou ld  be there if  he was needed.

B ob  M o llo y  sat in  his car in  fron t 
o f  M iss S cu dder ’s house until broad 
daylight. H e  d id n ’t sleep. H e  w ait
ed  and w atched  an d  cursed h im self 
period ica lly  fo r  b e in g  an  id iot.

Sally never cam e back.

G usty w in d s  had  b lo w n  the 
storm  aw ay by  m orn in g , and the 
sun rose and shone d o w n  on  the 
wet, g littering  green  o f  a fine 
spring day. It was the k in d  o f  m orn 
in g  w h en  chests expand a little. It 
was the k in d  o f  day w h en  people 
d ecid e  to  d o  that som eth ing  special. 
O n ly  three p eop le  in  L ak eview  
seem ed ou t o f  key w ith  the m orn - 
in g .

B ob  M o llo y , w h o  h ad  returned

to his m otel after the tow n  began  
to  stir, w en t about his chores lik e  a 
m an  w h o  was angry at the w orld . 
T h e  fron t w in d o w s  o f  a hpuse on  
E lm  Street occu p ied  by  M iss Isobel 
S cudder had  their shades draw n  
d o w n  to keep ou t the m orn in g  sun. 
A n d  M r. T h o m p so n  at the railroad 
depot w as his custom ary grou chy  
se lf: n o  spring m o rn in g  cou ld  re
du ce the acid  content in  the m ilk  
o f  M r. T h o m p s o n ’s hum an k in d 
ness.

“ K in d  o f  day that m akes you  
g lad  to be alive,”  the fat m an said 
to M r. T h o m p so n .

M r. T h o m p so n  glared. T h e  fat 
m an  had clim bed  d o w n  f fo m  the 
early m o rn in g  local w h ich  seldom  
carried anyth ing but m ail and m ilk . 
H e  was just about the fattest m an 
M r. T h o m p so n  had ever seen. 
T h ere  had  been a fe llow  lived  over 
C layton  w ay— that w as in  1898 or 
so— w h o  look ed  as fat as this m an, 
but M r. T h o m p so n  d id n ’t th ink he 
really had been.

T h is  m a n ’s stom ach d id n ’t b u lge  
ou t over the top  o f  his trousers the 
w ay  the o ld -tim er ’s had, but that 
was because this m a n ’s clothes had 
been  expertly tailored. T h a t gray 
tw eed  sports jacket w asn ’t ou t o f  
any cut-rate w holesa ler’s stock ; and 
the slacks had been carefully cut to 
fit neatly over the h uge stom ach. 
T h e  p igsk in  suitcase had  cost a 
g o o d  deal m ore  than M r. T h o m p 
son earned in  a w eek .

T h is  fat naan’s face  was rou n d  
an d  sm ooth  as a p icture postcard
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m oon , and his eyes, tw in k lin g  be
hind shell-rim m ed glasses, rem ind
ed M r. T h o m p so n  o f  an am used 
o w l— until the m an  sm iled. T h e  
sm ile was very w ide, and  very 
w hite, and som eh ow , M r. T h o m p 
son thought, very cruel.

“ O h , I d o n ’t k n o w ,”  M r. T h o m p 
son said, referring to  the k in d  o f  
day it was.

“ Pretty countryside,”  the fat m an 
said.

“ M ost all country is pretty,”  M r. 
T h om p son  said.

“ M ust have rained pretty hard 
last n ight,”  the fat m an said.

"O h , so-so,”  M r . T h om p son  said.
T h e  fat m an sm iled, and sudden

ly M r. T h o m p so n  w ished he w ou ld  
go . “ D o  you  k n o w  if there is som e 
place here I cou ld  rent a ca r? ”  the 
fat m an asked.

“ M igh t be,”  M r . T h om p son  said.
“ W h ere— fo r  exam ple,”  the fat 

m an asked, still sm iling.
A  ghost w a lk ed  over M r. T h o m p 

son’s grave, and  he shivered slight
ly. “ G arage— just up  the street,”  he 
said.

“ T h an k s." T h e  fat m an started 
to g o , then turned back. “ Y ou  
w ou ld n ’t happen  to k n o w  w here a 
Miss Isobel S cudder lives, w ou ld  
y o u ? ”  he asked. T h e  sun glittered 
against the lenses o f  his glasses, 
obliterating any sem blance o f  hu
m or in the broad, w hite sm ile.

Just before  n ine in the m orn in g  a 
flashy cream -colored  convertible 
drew  up outside the L ak eview  post

office. T h e  driver was a small dark 
m an w ith  a sharp, po in ted  face like 
a ferret.

“ H ey , M a c !”  he called out to a 
white-haired m an  w h o  had just 
com e out o f  the post office w ith  his 
m ail. T h ere  was n o  w ay the ferret
faced m an cou ld  k n o w  that this 
was a retired general w h o  was not 
used to  bein g  hailed  in  that fashion.

“ Y o u !”  the ferret-faced m an 
said.

T h e  general look ed  at h im  with 
grim  astonishm ent.

“ K n o w  w here M iss Isobel Scud
der liv e s?”  Ferret F ace  asked.

“ I believe,”  the general said care
fu lly , “ that M iss Scudder resides on  
E lm  Street.”

“ A n d  w here w o u ld  that be. 
M a c ? ”

T h e  question  w as asked o f  the 
general’s ram rod  back , retreating 
w ith  dignity d o w n  the street.

Just before ten, B ob  M olloy  cam e 
for  his m ail. It so happened that the 
post office was on  E lm  Street and 
that M iss S cu dder’s house was 
diagonally across the street from  it. 
G lan cin g  that w ay , B ob  saw the 
draw n  w in d o w  shades. T here was 
a local jo k e  about M iss Scudder that 
she kept tabs on  the entire com  
m unity  fro m  those front w in dow s. 
B ob co u ld n ’t rem em ber ever hav
in g  seen M iss S cu dder’s shades 
draw n before.

H e  w ent in to  the stationery store 
next to the post office and called 
M iss S cu dder’s num ber.
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M iss Scudder answ ered so q u ick 
ly  that obviously  she m ust have 
been standing right by the tele
ph one.

“ H e l lo ? ”  H e r  voice  was breath
less, w orried .

“ B ob M o llo y  speaking,”  he said.
“ O h !”  A ll the w arm th  w en t out 

o f  her voice.
“ Is everyth ing all r ig h t? ”  he 

asked.
“ Please, B ob, please! Just m in d  

your o w n  business!”
It was alm ost a cry o f  despair. 

T h e  con n ection  click ed  o f f  an d  the 
dial tone began to sound.

B ob  M o llo y  spent a day such as 
he cou ld  never rem em ber. H e  was 
exhausted w ith  the nothingness o f  
it, and the everyth ing o f  it. S o they 
d id n ’t w an t h im ; so let them  solve 
their o w n  problem s.

A n d  then he w o u ld  rem em ber: 
the h igh  sch ool dance and his first 
form al date w ith  Sally, lovely , 
grave an d  la u gh in g  at the same 
tim e ; the w eek -end  she cam e to  the 
soph om ore  p rom  at State C ollege  
and stayed in  the fraternity house 
w ith  the other girls and the chap
erones; the first kias, w ithout 
w ords, at the edge o f  the lake and 
the p in t-scented  w o o d s  around 
th em ; the day they talked practical
ly, m ak in g  a poin t o f  sitting apart 
so  that the electricity o f  tou ch  
w o u ld  n ot interfere w ith  their clear 
th in k in g , an d  the decision  to  m arry 
on ce  the m otel was g o in g , and that 
she w o u ld  keep  her jo b  w ith  the

L o c k w o o d  Insurance A gen cy  until 
there w ere ch ildren ; and the n ight 
she had lau gh in g ly  agreed to enter 
the beauty contest, on ly  because he 
had begged  her to  because he was 
president o f  the JC C  and had to 
m ake a g o o d  sh ow in g ; then the 
slow  d riftin g  apart, k n o w in g  that 
he h ad n ’t the right to  stand in her 
w a y ; and the sw a llow in g  u p  o f  the 
g irl he loved  by a w o r ld  h e  d id n ’t 
k n ow , d id n ’t understand. A n d  n o w  
the tortured  face on  the depot plat
form , and  M is* S cudder turned to 
stone and u rg in g  h im  to  m in d  his 
ow n  business. M in d  his o w n  busi
ness!

T h e n  he began  to  hear things. 
H e  w ent to  the depot fo r  an ex
press package and M r. T h o m p so n  
regaled h im  w ith  the story o f  the 
fat m an  w h o  h ad  asked fo r  M iss 
Scudder. W h e n  he w ent fo r  the 
a fternoon  m ail, the tow n  was 
lau gh in g  over  the story o f  Ferret 
F ace  and the G eneral. “ I believe 
that M iss S cu dder resides on  E lm  
Street!”  T h e y  d ou b led  u p  w ith  
laughter. M iss S cu dder lived  right 
across the w ay, but n o  on e  cou ld  
call the G en era l “ M a c !”  A n d  then 
the laughter stopped  and som eone 
said, “ W h a t ’s eating you, B o b ? ” —  
because B ob  w as ru n n in g  fo r  his 
car, slam m in g the d oor , and start
in g  u p  w ith  a screech o f  outraged 
rubber.

B ob  w as g o in g  to  ma\e it his 
business!

Jedediah Russell had ow n ed  and

r
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edited the Lakeview Courier fo r  the 
last thirty years. H e  was on ly  just 
beg in n in g  to be  considered  a per
m anent resident o f  L a k ev iew . P eo
ple had disliked and distrusted Jed 
Russell w h en  he bou ght the Cour
ier. H e  w as y ou n g  then, he was 
op in ion ated , and h e  was a D e m o 
crat in  a tow n  that had voted solid 
ly R epu blican  since L in co ln ’s sec
on d  term . Jed Russell has never 
hesitated to  say exactly w hat he 
th ou ght in his paper, and after 
thirty years people w ere beg in n in g  
to  believe that he w as honest, even 
if they disagreed w ith  h im .

Jed had been tall and L in co ln - 
esque w h en  he first cam e to L ak e- 
view . H e  was still tall and  h a w k 
faced, but n o w  he w as a little 
stooped w ith  tim e. H e  had a ton gu e  
as iron ic as his pen, and he was an  
espouser o f  underdogs and  their 
causes. H is  fou r  em ployees at the 
Courier w o u ld , w ith ou t question , 
have stretched out in fron t o f  the 
next passing railroad train i f  Jed 
had asked them . H e  had been a 
bachelor all his life , a ch a in -ciga 
rette sm oker, and h e  cou ld  d rin k  a 
quart o f  w h iskey  at a sitting w ith  
no m ore  noticable result than that 
his lan gu age becam e m ore  v ig or
ously co lorfu l. H e  was a fam ous 
after-dinner speaker, and h a lf the 
kids in L ak eview  had  com e  to  h im  
w ith their troubles in  the last thirty 
years because he treated them  like 
adults and gave a grave and  cou r
teous consideration  to  their sm all 
dilem m as.

Jed Russell w as sitting at his lit
tered desk in  the Courier office, 
cigarette ashes d ribb lin g  d o w n  his 
shirt front, stabbing viciously w ith  
a stubby red p en cil at an editorial 
h e ’d  just finished, w hen  B ob  M ol- 
loy  storm ed in .

“ Y o u  lo o k  as i f  the m otel Just 
bu rned  d o w n ,’ ’ Jed Russell said. Iris 
dark eyes tw in k lin g  in their deep 
sockets, “ on ly  I happen to k n o w  it 
hasn ’ t.”

B ob  g lan ced  arou nd  the cluttered 
office, th ick  w ith  the smells o f  ink 
an d  o f  h ot lead fr o m  d ie  linotype 
m achine.

“ I ’ve g o t  to  talk to yon , Jed,” 
B ob  said.

“ I d id n ’t figu re  y o u  cam e in for  
afternoon  tea,”  Jed said. H is  eyes 
n arrow ed . “ Y o u  d o  look  as though 
a  cou p le  o f  fingers o f  bou rbon  
m igh t not d o  you  any h arm .”  H e  
reached fo r  the bottom  draw er o f 
his desk.

“ N o . L is te n !”  A n d  the w h ole  
story spilled  ou t o f  B ob. “ She’s in 
trou b le !”  B ob  finished. “ It’s none 
o f  m y  business m aybe, but I w o u ld 
n ’t let a rickety  ca lf g o  w ithout help 
i f  I saw  it needed it.”

“ T h e  sim ile does n ot seem apt,”  
Jed said. H e  reached fo r  a cru m 
pled new spaper on  his desk. “ T a k e  
it you  haven ’t been reading tod ay ’s 
H o l ly w o o d  gossip  co lu m n s?”

“ N o . Is there som eth ing  about 
S a lly ? ”

Jed lit a fresh  cigarette and w res
tled w ith  the paper fo r  a m om ent. 
“ H ere ,”  he said, G um m a C ropper,
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or whatever her nam e is. I q u ote : 
‘Sandra Crayne, up and com in g  
you n g  starlet, has had a row  with 
her studio over a new  script. San
dra has refused to d o  it and the 
studio has suspended her. Sudden 
success seems to have m ade for self- 
im portance.’ T hat m igh t explain 
w h y she’s com e hom e, B ob .”

B ob felt suddenly deflated. It 
m ight explain it, and he was back 
to his original starting poin t: she 
sim ply d id n ’t w ant to see him .

“ But it doesn ’t explain Isobel 
Scudder,”  Jed said, puffing sm oke 
like a steam engine. “ Sensible, non- 
hysterical o ld  Isobel. D oesn ’t ex
plain her behavior at all. A n d  it 
doesn ’t explain w h y Sally w ou ld  
run o ff  in the rain. A n d  it doesn ’t 
explain the tw o characters w h o  
w ere ask ing for Isobel. I tell you  
w hat.”

“ W h a t? ”  Bob asked.
“ I g ot to  get this package on  the 

4:06. C on d u ctor ’s deliverin g  it for  
m e up the line. A fter that I’ll g o  
see Isobel Scudder. I d o n ’t prom ise 
to tell you what she tells me, b u t I 
prom ise to  tell you  whether its all 
right or  isn’ t all right. Satisfac
to r y ? ”

It was satisfactory. B ob knew  
that Jed cou ld  be trusted.

T h e  4:06 from  N e w  Y o rk  ar
rived prom ptly. Jed Russell had 
stationed h im self at exactly the spot 
on  the platform  w here he knew , 
fro m  thirty years o f  experience, the 
conductor w ou ld  clim b d ow n  from  
the train. Jed passed on his package 
w ith  thanks for  the service.

“ N o  brass band, I see,”  the co n 
ductor said.

“ Brass b a n d ? ”  Jed asked, light
in g  a fresh cigarette fro m  the stub 
o f  on e  that was burning his yellow - 
stained fingers.

“ W e lco m e  h om e for the g irl w h o  
m ade g o o d ,”  the con ductor said. 
H e  jerked his head tow ard  the 
front o f  the train. “ I figured  the 
w h ole  tow n  w o u ld  be here.”

Jed look ed  and his jaw  sagged. 
H e  dropped  both  cigarettes on  the 
platform . Standing a car’s length 
aw ay, surrounded by expensive lu g 
gage, was Sally Crane. She w ore  a 
smart sum m er suit w ith  a corsage 
o f  green orch ids p inned casually to 
the lapel.

(continued on page 88)
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T o m m y  beresford  w a s  n o t

pleased w ith  life. B lunt’s B ril
liant D etectives had m et w ith  a re
verse, distressing to their pride  i f  
not to their pockets. C alled  in p ro 
fessionally to  elucidate the m ystery 
o f  a stolen  pearl necklace at A d - 
lin gton  H a ll, A d lin g to n , B lunt’s 
Brilliant D etectives had  fa iled  to  
m ake g o o d . W h ile  T o m m y , hard 
on  the track o f  a ga m b lin g  C ou n t
ess, was track ing  her in the dis
gu ise o f  a R om a n  C atholic priest, 
and T u p p en ce  was “ getting o f f ”  
w ith a n ephew  o f  the house on  the 
g o lf  links, the loca l Inspector o f  P o 
lice had  unem otionally  arrested the 
second footm an  w h o  proved  to  be 
a th ief w ell k n ow n  at headquarters

and w h o  adm itted his gu ilt w ith 
ou t m ak in g  any bones about it.

T o m m y  and T u p p en ce , there
fore , had w ith d raw n  w ith  w hat 
d ign ity they co u ld  m uster, and 
w ere at the present m om en t solac
in g  them selves w ith  cocktails at the 
G ra n d  A d lin g to n  H o te l. T o m m y  
still w ore  his clerical disguise.

“ H ard ly  a F ather B row n  touch , 
that,”  he rem arked g loom ily . “ A n d  
yet I ’ve g o t  just the right um brella .”

“ It w asn ’t a Father B row n  prob 
lem ,”  said T u p p en ce . “ O n e  needs a 
certain atm osphere from  the start. 
O n e  m ust be  d o in g  som ething 
qu ite  ord in ary , an d  then bizarre 
th ings begin  to happen . T h a t ’s the 
idea.”

©  1979 by Dodd, Mead & Company; renewed 
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“ U nfortunately ,”  said T o m m y , 
“ w e  have to  return to tow n. Per
haps som ething bizarre w ill hap
pen on  the w ay to  the station.”

H e  raised the glass he was h o ld 
in g  to his lips, but the liqu id  in it 
was suddenly spilled as a heavy 
hand sm acked h im  on  the shoulder 
and  a voice  to  m atch the hand 
b oom ed  out w ords o f  greeting.

“ U p on  m y soul, it is! O ld  T o m 
m y ! A n d  M rs. T o m m y  too. W h ere  
d id  you b low  in fro m ?  H a v e n ’t 
seen or  heard anyth ing o f  you  for 
years.”

“ W h y , it’s B u lg er !”  said T o m m y , 
setting d ow n  w hat was left o f  the 
cocktail and turn ing to look  at the 
intruder, a b ig  square-shouldered 
m an o f  thirty years o f  age, w ith  
a round red beam ing  face, and 
dressed in g o lfin g  kit. “ G o o d  old  
B u lg er !”

“ But I say, o ld  chap ,”  said Bulger 
(w h o se  real nam e by the w ay, was 
M ervyn  E stcou rt), “ I never kn ew  
y o u ’d  taken orders. F ancy you  a 
b lin k in g  parson .”

T u p p en ce  burst out laugh ing 
and  T o m m y  look ed  embarrassed. 
A n d  then they suddenly becam e 
conscious o f  a fourth  person.

A  tall slender creature, w ith  very 
g o ld en  hair and  very round blue 
eyes, alm ost im possibly beautiful, 
w ith  an effect o f  really expensive 
black, topped by w on derfu l erm ines 
an d  very large pearl earrings. She 
was sm iling. A n d  her sm ile said 
m any things. It asserted, fo r  in 
stance, that she k n ew  perfectly  w ell

that she herself was the th ing best 
w orth  look in g  at certainly in E n g 
land, and possibly in the w h ole  
w orld . She was not vain about it in 
any w ay, but she just knew , w ith 
certainty and con fidence, that it was 
so.

B oth  T o m m y  and T u p p en ce  rec
o g n ize d  her im m ediately . T h ey  
had seen her three times in “ T h e  
Secret o f  the H eart,”  and an equal 
n um ber o f  times in that other great 
success, “ Pillars o f  F ire ,”  and in in 
num erable other plays. T h ere  was, 
perhaps, n o  other actress in E n g 
land w h o  had so firm  a h old  on  the 
British public as M iss G ilda  G len . 
She was reported to be the m ost 
beautiful w om a n  in  E ngland. It 
was also rum ored  that she was the 
stupidest.

“ O ld  friends o f  m ine, M iss G len ,”  
said Estcourt, w ith  a tinge o f  apol
o g y  in his voice  fo r  having pre
sum ed, even fo r  a m om en t, to fo r 
get such a radiant creature. “ T o m 
m y and M rs. T o m m y , let m e in tro
duce you  to M iss G ild a  G len .”

T h e  ring o f  pride in his voice was 
unm istakable. By m erely being 
seen in his com pan y, M iss G len  had 
con ferred  great g lory  on  him .

T h e  actress was staring with 
frank interest at T o m m y .

“ A re  you really a priest?”  she 
asked. “ A  rom an C atholic priest, I 
m ean ? Because I thought they d id 
n ’t have w ives.”

Estcourt w ent o f f  in  a b oom  o f 
laughter again.

“ T h a t ’s g o o d ,”  he exploded . “ Y ou
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sly clog, T o m m y . G lad  he hasn ’t 
renounced you, M rs. T o m m y , w ith 
all the rest o f  the pom ps and vani
ties.”

G ilda G len  took  not the faintest 
notice o f  h im . She continued  to 
stare at T o m m y  w ith  pu zzled  eyes.

“ A re you a priest?”
“ V ery few  o f  us are w hat w e 

seem to be,” said T o m m y  gently. 
“ M y  profession is not unlike that o f  
a priest. I d o n ’t g ive absolution—  
but I listen to confessions— 1— ”

“ D o n ’t you  listen to h im ,”  inter
rupted Estcourt. “ H e ’s pu llin g  your 
leg .”

“ If you ’re not a clergym an, I 
d o n ’t see w h y y o u ’re dressed up 
like one,”  she pu zzled . “ T hat is, u n 
less— ”

“ N ot a crim inal flying fro m  jus
tice,”  said T o m m y . “ T h e  other 
thing.”

“ O h !”  she frow n ed , and look ed  
at h im  w ith  beautiful bew ildered 
eyes.

“ I w on der i f  she’ll ever get that,”  
thought T o m m y  to him self. “ N o t 
unless 1 put it in w ords o f  one sylla
ble.”

A lo u d  he said, “ K n o w  anything 
about the trains back to tow n , Bul
ger? W e 'v e  g ot to be pushing for 
hom e. H o w  far is it to the station?”

“ T en  m inutes’ w alk. But n o  hur
ry. N ext train u p  is the 6:35 and 
it’s on ly  about tw enty to six n ow . 
Y o u ’ve just m issed one.”

“ W h ich  w ay is it to the station 
from  h ere?”

“ Sharp to the left w hen you turn

out o f  the hotel. T h en — let m e see 
— d ow n  M org a n ’s A ven u e  w ou ld  
be the best w ay, w o u ld n ’t i t ? ”

“ M orga n ’s A v e n u e ? ”  M iss G len  
started violently.

“ I k n ow  w hat you ’re th inking 
o f ,”  said Estcourt, laugh ing. “ T h e  
G host. M org a n ’s A ven u e  is bou nd 
ed by the cem etery on one side, and 
tradition has it that a policem an 
w h o  met his death by violence gets 
up and walks on  his o ld  beat up 
and d ow n  M org a n ’s A venue. A  
spook policem an! Gan you  beat it? 
But lots o f  people swear to having 
seen h im .”

“ A  p o licem a n ?”  said M iss G len . 
She sliivered a little. “ But there 
really aren’t any ghosts, are there? 1 
m ean there aren ’t such th in gs?”

She got up, fo ld in g  her w rap 
tighter rou nd  her.

“ G o o d b y e ,”  she said vaguely.
She had ignored  T u p p en ce  co m 

pletely throughout, and now ’ she 
d id  not even g lan ce in her direc
tion. But over her shoulder she 
threw  one p u zz led  glance at T o m 
m y.

Just as she got to the door, she en
countered a tall man w ith  gray hair 
and a pu ffy  red face w h o  uttered an 
exclam ation  o f  surprise. H is  hand 
on  her an n , he led her through the 
doorw ay, ta lking in an animated 
fashion.

“ Beautiful creature, isn ’t sh e ?”  
said Estcourt. “ Brains o f  a rabbit. 
R u m or has it that she’s g o in g  to 
marry L o rd  L econbu ry . T h a t was 
L ccon bu ry  in  the doorw ay .”
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“ H e  doesn 't look  like a very n ice 
sort o f  m an  to m arry ,”  rem arked  
T u p p e n ce .

E stcou rt sh ru gged . “ A  title has a 
k in d  o f  g la m o r  still, I su ppose,”  he 
said. “ A n d  L e con b u ry  is n ot an im 
p overish ed  peer by any m eans. She 
w ill be in clover. N o b o d y  k n ow s 
w h ere  she sprang fro m . P retty near 
the gu tter, I daresay. T h e re ’s som e- 
tilin g  deu ced  m ysterious about her 
ibeing d o w n  here anyw ay. S h e ’s not 
staying at the h ote l. A n d  w h en  I 
tried to fin d  ou t w h ere she was 
staying, she snubbed  m e— snubbed  
m e  q u ite  cru dely , in  the on ly  w a y  
she k n o w s .”

H e  g la n ced  at his w atch  an d  u t
tered an exclam ation .

“ I m ust be o il .  Jolly g la d  to have 
seen you  tw o  again . W e  m ust have 
a bust in tow n  together som e n igh t. 
S o lo n g .”

H e  h urried  aw ay, and as he d id  
so, a p a ge  approached  w ith  a note 
on  a salver. It w as unaddressed.

“ But it ’s fo r  y ou , sir,”  he said to 
T o m m y . “ F ro m  M iss G ild a  G le n .”

T o m m y  tore it o p e n  and read it 
w ith  som e curiosity . Inside w ere  a 
fe w  lines w ritten  in  a  straggling  
u ntidy  h and .

F m  not sure, bu t I  th in k  you  
m igh t be able to  h e lp  m e. Y o u ’ll 
be g o in g  that w ay  to  the station. 
C o u ld  you  b e  at the W h ite  H ou se , 
M o rg a n ’s A ven u e , at ten m inutes 
past s ix ?

Yours sincerely,
Gilda Glen.

T o m m y  h an ded  the note to T u p 
pence.

“ E xtraord in ary ,”  said T u p p e n ce . 
“ Is it because she still th inks y o u ’re 
a p r ie s t?”

" N o ,”  said T o m m y  th ou gh tfu lly . 
“ I sh ou ld  say it’ s because she’s at 
last taken in that I ’m  n ot on e . H u llo  
w h at’s th is ? ”

“ T h is ” w as a y o u n g  m an  w ith  
flam in g  red  hair, a pu gn aciou s ja w , 
and  appa llin g ly  shabby clothes. H e  
had w alk ed  in to  the ro o m  an d  was 
n o w  strid in g  u p  and  d o w n  m utter
in g  to  h im se lf as th ou g h  at od d s  
w ith  all E n g la n d .

“ H e l l ! ”  said the red-haired m an , 
lou d ly  and  forc ib ly . “ T h a t ’s w hat I 
say— h e ll !”

H e  d ro p p e d  in to a chair near the 
y o u n g  cou p le  and stared at them  
m o o d ily .

“ D a m n  all w o m e n , that’s w h at I 
say,”  said the y o u n g  m an , eyein g  
T u p p e n ce  ferociou s ly . “ O h , all 
right, k ick  u p  a row  if  you  like. 
H a v e  m e tu rn ed  out o f  the hotel. It 
w o n ’t be for  the first tim e. W h y  
sh ou ld n ’t w e say w hat w e  th in k ? 
W h y  sh ou ld  w e  g o  abou t bottlin g  
up ou r  fee lin gs and sm irk in g  and 
saying th ings exactly like everyon e 
else? I d o n ’t fee l pleasant and p o 
lite. I feel like g ettin g  h o ld  o f  som e
on e  ro u n d  the throat and gradually  
ch o k in g  th em  to death . T h a t w o u ld  
be d e lig h tfu l.”

“ A n y  particular p e rso n ?”  asked 
T u p p e n ce . “ O r  just a n y b o d y ? ”

“ O n e  particular person ,”  said the 
y ou n g  m an g r im ly .

19
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“ T h is  is very interesting,”  said 
T u p p en ce . “ W o n ’t you  tell us som e 
m o r e ? ”

“ M y  n am e’s R e illy ,”  said the red- 
haired m an. “ James R eilly . Y o u  
m ay have heard it. I w rote  a little 
vo lu m e o f  Pacifist poem s— g o o d  
stuff, a lthough  I say so.”

"Pacifist Poems?" said T u p p en ce .
“ Yes— w h y  n o t ? ”  dem an ded  M r. 

R eilly  belligerently.
“ O h , n oth in g ,”  said T u p p e n ce  

hastily.
“ I ’m  fo r  peace all the tim e,”  said 

M r. R eilly , his voice  b ecom in g  
h igh -p itched . “ T o  hell w ith  war. 
A n d  w o m e n ! D id  y o u  see that 
creature w h o  w as trailing around 
here just n o w ?  G ilda  G len , she 
calls herself. G o d , h ow  I ’ve w or
sh ipped  that w om a n ! A n d  I ’ll tell 
y o u  this— if  she’s g ot a heart at all, 
it ’s on  m y side. She cared o n ce  for 
m e  and I cou ld  m ake her care 
again. A n d  if  she sells herself to 
that m u ck  heap L econ b u ry— w ell, 
G o d  help  her. I ’d as soon  k ill her 
w ith  m y  o w n  hands.”

A n d  on  this, suddenly, he rose 
an d  rushed fro m  the room .

T o m m y  raised his eyebrow s.
“ A  som ew hat excitable gentle- 

m an ,”  he m u rm u red . “ W e ll , T u p 
pence, shall w e  start?”

A  fin e  m ist was co m in g  up  as 
they em erged  fr o m  the hotel into 
the co o l ou ter air. O b e y in g  Est- 
cou rt’s d irections, they turned 
sharp to  the left and  in a fe w  m in 
utes they cam e to  a tu rn in g  labeled 
M org a n ’s A ven u e.

T h e  m ist had increased. It was 
soft and  w hite, and hurried past 
them  in  little ed d y in g  drifts. T o  
their left w as the h igh  w all o f  the 
cem etery, o n  their right a row  o f  
sm all houses. Presently these ceased, 
and a h igh  h edge took  their place. 
“ T o m m y ,”  said T u p p en ce . “ I ’m  
beg in n in g  to  feel ju m p y . T h e  mist 
— and the silence. A s  th ou gh  w e 
w ere  m iles from  an yw h ere.”

“ O n e  docs feel like that,”  agreed 
T o m m y . “ A ll  a lone in the w orld . 
It’s the effect o f  the m ist, and  not 
be in g  able to see ahead o f  o n e .”  

T u p p e n ce  n od d ed . “ Just ou r fo o t
steps e ch o in g  on  the pavem ent. 
W h a t ’s th a t? ”

“ W h a t ’s w h a t? ”
“ I th ou gh t I heard other fo o t

steps beh in d  us.”
“ Y o u ’ll be seeing the ghost in  a 

m inute i f  you  w o rk  yourself up like 
this,”  said T o m m y  k in d ly . “ A re  
you  afraid  the spook  policem an  
w ill lay his h and  on  your sh ou l
d e r ? ”

T u p p e n ce  em itted  a shrill squeal. 
“ D o n ’t, T o m m y . N o w  y o u ’ve put 
it in to  m y  head.”

She craned her head back  over 
her shou lder, try ing  to peer in to  the 
w h ite  veil that was w rap p ed  all 
rou n d  them .

“ T h e re  they are again ,”  she w h is
pered. “ N o , th ey ’re in fron t n o w . 
O h , T o m m y , d o n ’t say y o u  ca n ’t 
hear th e m ? ”

“ I d o  hear som ething. Y es, it’ s 
footsteps beh in d  us. S om ebody  else 
w a lk in g  this w ay to catch the train.”
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H e  stopped  suddenly  an d  stood 
still, and T u p p en ce  gave  a gasp.

F o r  the curtain o f  m ist in  fron t 
o f  them  suddenly parted and there, 
not tw enty feet aw ay, a g igan tic 
policem an  suddenly appeared, as 
th ou gh  m aterialized  out o f  the fo g . 
O n e  m inu te he w as not there, the 
next m inu te  he was— so at least it 
seem ed to the im aginations o f  the 
tw o  watchers. T h e n  as the m ist 
rolled hack still m ore, a little scene 
appeared, as th ou gh  set o n  a stage.

T h e  b ig  b lue policem an , a scarlet 
pillar box , and on  the right o f  the 
road the outlines o f  a w hite house.

“ R ed , w h ite , and b lue,”  said 
T o m m y . “ It ’s d am n ed  pictorial. 
C o m e  on , T u p p en ce , there’s n oth 
in g  to  be afraid o f . ”

F or, as he had already seen, the 
policem an  was a real policem an . 
A n d  m oreover, he was not nearly 
as g igan tic  as he had  at first seem ed 
loom in g  up  ou t o f  the m ist.

But as they started forw a rd , fo o t 
steps cam e fro m  beh in d  them . A  
m an passed them , h urryin g  a long . 
H e  turned  in at the gate o f  the 
W h ite  H ou se , ascended the steps, 
an d  beat a dea fen in g  tattoo o n  the 
k n ocker. H e  w as adm itted just as 
they reached the spot w h ere the p o 
licem an w as standing, staring after 
h im .

“ T h e re ’s a gentlem an seems to  be 
in  a hurry,”  com m en ted  the police
m an.

H e  spoke in  a s low  reflective 
voice , as o f  o n e  w h ose  thoughts 
took som e tim e to m ature.

“ H e 's  the sort o f  gentlem an  al
ways w o u ld  be in a hurry,”  re
m arked  T o m m y .

T h e  policem an 's  stare cam e 
round to rest on  his face.

“ F rien d  o f  y o u rs? ”  he dem an d
ed, and there was distinct suspicion 
n ow  in  his voice.

“ N o ,”  said T o m m y . “ H e ’s n ot a 
friend o f  m ine, but I happen to 
k n o w  w h o  he is. N a m e  o f  R e illy .”

“ A h ! ” said the policem an . “ W ell, 
I ’d  better be gettin g  a lon g ."

“ Can you  tell m e w here the 
W h ite  H ou se  is ? ”  asked T o m m y .

T h e  constable jerked  his head 
sidew ays.

“ T h is  is it, M rs. H o n e y co tt ’s.”  H e  
paused, and added  evidently  w ith  
the idea o f  g iv in g  th em  valuable in 
form ation . “ N erv ou s  party. A lw ays 
suspecting burglars is around. A l
ways ask ing m e to have a look  
around the place. M idd le -aged  
w om en  get like that.”

“ M id d le -aged , e h ? ”  said T o m 
m y. “ D o  you  h appen  to k n o w  if 
there’s a you n g  lady staying th e re ?”

“ A  y o u n g  lady,”  said the police
m an , ru m inating. “ A  you n g  lady. 
N o , I ca n ’t say I k n o w  anything 
about that.”

“ She m a y n ’t be staying here, 
T o m m y ,”  said T u p p en ce . “ A n d  
anyw ay, she m a y n ’t be here yet. She 
cou ld  on ly  have started just before 
w e  d id .”

“ A h ! ”  said the policem an  sudden
ly. “ N o w  that I call it to m ind , a 
y ou n g  lady d id  g o  in at this gate. I 
saw her as I was com in g  up the
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road. A bout three or  fou r m inutes 
ago it m ight be.”

“ W ith  erm ine furs o n ? ”  asked 
T u ppen ce .

“ She had som e k in d  o f  w hite rab
bit rou nd  her throat,”  adm itted the 
policem an .

T u p p en ce  sm iled . T h e  police
man w ent on  in the direction  from  
w h ich  they had just com e, and they 
prepared to enter the gate o f  the 
W h ite  H ouse.

Sudden ly  a faint m uffled cry 
sounded from  inside the house, and 
alm ost im m ediately afterw ard the 
fron t d oor open ed  and James R eil
ly cam e rushing d o w n  the steps. 
H is face was w hite and tw isted, 
and he staggered like a drunken  

-m an.
H e  passed T o m m y  and T u p 

pence as th ou gh  he d id  n ot see 
them , m uttering to h im self w ith  a 
k ind o f  dread fu l repetition.

“ M y  G o d ! M y  G o d ! O h , m y 
G o d !”

H e  clutched at the gate post, as 
th ou gh  to steady h im self, and then, 
as th ou gh  anim ated by sudden 
panic, he raced o ff d o w n  the road 
as hard as he cou ld  g o  in the direc
tion  opposite that taken by the po
licem an.

T o m m y  and T u p p en ce  stared at 
each other in bew ilderm ent.

“ W e ll,”  said T o m m y , “ som e
th in g ’s happened  in that house to 
scare our fr ien d  R eilly  pretty bad-
1y-”

T u p p en ce  d rew  her finger ab
sently across the gate post.

“ H e  must have put his hand on  
som e w et red paint som ew here,”  
she said idly.

“ H 'm ,”  said T o m m y . “ I think 
w e ’d  better g o  inside. I d o n ’t u n 
derstand this business.”

In  the doorw ay  o f  the house a 
w hite-capped m aid  was standing, 
alm ost speechless w ith  indignation .

“ D id  you ever see the likes o f  
that n ow , Father,”  she burst out, as 
T o m m y  ascended the steps. “ T hat 
fe llow  com es here, asks for  the 
you n g  lady, rushes upstairs w ithout 
h ow  or by your leave. She lets out a 
screech like a w ildcat— and what 
w on der, p oor pretty dear— and 
straightway he com es rushing 
d ow n  again, w ith the w hite face on  
h im , like on e  w h o ’s seen a ghost. 
W h a t w ill be the m ean in g  o f  it 
a ll? ”

“ W h o  are you  ta lk ing  w ith  at the 
fron t d oor , E lle n ?”  dem anded  a 
sharp voice fr o m  the interior o f  the 
hall.

“ H e re ’s M issus,”  said E llen, 
som ew hat unnecessarily.

She d rew  back and  T o m m y  
fou n d  h im self con fron tin g  a gray
haired, m iddle-aged  w om an , w ith 
frosty b lu e eyes im perfectly  con 
cealed by pince nez, and  a spare fig 
ure clad in black  w ith  bugle  trim 
m in g .

“ M rs. H o n e y co tt? ”  said T o m m y . 
“ I cam e here to sec M iss G len .”

M rs. H on eycott gave h im  a sharp 
glance, then w en t on  to T u p p en ce  
and  took  in every detail o f  her ap
pearance.
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“ O h , you  d id , d id  y o u ? ”  she said. 
“ W e ll , y o u ’d  better co m e  in side .”  

She led  the w ay  in to  the hall an d  
a lon g  it in to  a ro o m  at the back  o f  
the h ouse fa c in g  o n  the ga rd en . It 
was a fa ir-sized  ro o m , bu t lo o k e d  
sm aller than it w as, o w in g  to  the 
large n u m b er o f  chairs an d  tables 
c ro w d e d  in to  it. A  b ig  fire bu rn ed  
in  the grate, a n d  a ch in tz -cov ered  
sofa stood  at on e  side o f  it. T h e  
w a llpaper w as a  sm all gray stripe 
w ith  a festoon  o f  roses ro u n d  the 
top . E n gra v in gs  an d  o il pa in tings 
covered  the w alls.

It w as a ro o m  a lm ost im possib le  
to  associate w ith  the expensive per
sonality o f  M iss G ild a  G le n .

T o m m y  w en t straight to  the 
point. “ I u nderstand, M rs. H o n e y - 
cott, that M iss  G len  is in  this h ou se .”  

“ She is. M in d  you , I d o n ’t ap 
prove. M arriage  is m arriage, an d  
you r h u sb a n d ’s you r husband. A s  
you  m a k e  y o u r  b ed , so you  m ust lie 
o n  it .”

“ I d o n ’t q u ite  understand— ”  be
gan  T o m m y , bew ild ered .

“ I th ou gh t as m u ch . T h a t ’s the 
reason I b ro u g h t you  in  here. Y o u  
can  g o  u p  to G ild a  after I ’ve spoken  
m y m in d . She cam e to m e— after all 
these years, th in k  o f  it !— an d  asked 
m e  to  h e lp  her. W a n te d  m e to  see 
this m a n  and persuade h im  to agree 
to a d ivorce . I to ld  her straight ou t 
I ’d  h ave n oth in g  w hatever to  d o  
w ith  it. D iv o rce  is sin fu l. But I 
c o u ld n ’t refuse m y  o w n  sister shel
ter in  m y  h ouse, c o u ld  I n o w ? ”  

“ Y o u r  sister?”

“ Y es, G ild a ’s m y  sister. D id n ’t 
she tell y o u ? ”

T o m m y  stared at her op en - 
m ou th ed . T h e  th in g  seem ed fa n 
tastically im possib le . T h e n  h e  re 
m em bered  that the an gelic  beauty 
o f  G ild a  G len  had  been  in ev iden ce  
fo r  m an y years. H e  h ad  been taken 
to  see her act as qu ite  a sm all b o y . 
Y es, it w as possible after all. B ut 
w hat a p iq u a n t contrast. S o  it was 
fr o m  this lo w e r  m iddle-class re
spectability that G ild a  G len  h ad  
spru ng. H o w  w ell she h ad  gu arded  
her secret!

“ I am  n ot yet qu ite  clear,”  he 
said. “ Y o u r  sister is m a rr ie d ?”

“ R a n  aw ay to  be  m arried  as a 
g ir l o f  seventeen ,”  said  M rs. H o n e y - 
cott su ccinctly . “ S om e  co m m o n  fe l
lo w  far b e lo w  her in  station. It w as 
a d isgrace. T h e n  she left her hus
band  an d  w en t on  the stage. P lay 
actin g ! I ’ve n ever been  inside a 
theater in  m y  life , I h o ld  n o  truck 
w ith  w ick edn ess. N o w , after all 
these years, she w ants to d ivorce  the 
m an . M eans to  m arry  som e b ig w ig , 
I suppose. B ut her h u sban d ’s stand
in g  firm — n ot to  be bu llied  and  not 
to  be bribed . I  adm ire h im  fo r  it.”

“ W h a t is his n a m e ? ”  asked T o m 
m y  sudden ly .

“ T h a t ’s an extraordinary th in g  
n o w , but 1 ca n ’t rem em ber! It ’s 
nearly tw enty  years ago  since I 
heard it. M y  father forbade it to be 
m en tion ed . A n d  I ’ve  refused to d is
cuss the m atter w ith  G ilda . She 
k n o w s  w hat I th ink , and that’s 
en ou gh  fo r  her.”

23
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"It  w asn 't R e illy , was i t ? ” 
"M ig h t have been. I really can ’t 

say. It’s gone clean out o f  m y head.”  
"T h e  m an I m ean was here just 

n ow .”
“ T h at m an ! I thought he was an 

escaped lunatic. I ’d been in the 
k itchen  g iv in g  orders to E llen. I ’d 
just got back in to  this room , and 
was w on d erin g  w hether G ilda  had 
com e in  yet— she has a key— w h en  
I heard her. She hesitated a m inute 
o r  tw o  in  the hall and then w en t 
straight upstairs. A b o u t three m in 
utes later, all this trem endous rat
tatting began. I w ent ou t into the 
hall and saw  a m an rushing up
stairs. T h e n  there was a sort o f  cry 
upstairs an d  presently d ow n  he 
cam e again and rushed out like a 
m ad m an .”

T o m m y  rose.
“ M rs. H on ey cott, let us g o  up

stairs at on ce . I a m  afraid— ”  
“ W h a t o f ? ”
“ A fra id  that you  have n o  red w et 

paint in  the house.”
M rs. H on ey co tt stared at h im . 

“ O f  course I  h aven ’t.”
“ Please let us g o  to you r sister’s 

room  at on ce ,”  said T o m m y  grave
ly-

M rs. H on ey co tt led  the w ay. 
T h e y  caught a g lim pse  o f  E llen  in 
the hall, back in g  hastily in to  on e  o f  
the room s.

M rs. H on ey cott open ed  the first 
d oor  at the top  o f  the stairs. T o m 
m y  and T u p p en ce  entered close 
beh in d  her.

A  m otion less figure in black  and

erm ine lay stretched o n  the sofa. 
T h e  face w as u ntouched , a beauti
fu l soulless face  like a m ature ch ild  
asleep. T h e  w ou n d  was on  the side 
o f  the head— a heavy b lo w  w ith  
som e blunt instrum ent had crushed 
in the skull. B lood  w as d ripp in g  
slow ly  on to  the floor, but the 
w o u n d  itself had lon g  since ceased 
to  bleed.

T o m m y  exam ined  the prostrate 
figure, his face very w hite.

“ S o ,”  he said at last, “ he d id n ’t 
strangle her after all.”

“ W h at d o  you  m ean ? W h o ? ”  
cried  M rs. H on eycott. “ Is she 
d e a d ? ”

“ O h , yes, M rs. H on eycott, she’s 
dead. M u rdered . T h e  question  is—  
by w h o m  ? N o t  that it is m u ch  o f  a 
question . F u n n y— fo r  all his rant
in g  w ords, I d id n ’t th ink the fe llow  
h ad  it in  h im .”

H e  paused a m inute, then turned 
to  T u p p e n ce  w ith  decision.

“ W il l  you g o  ou t and get a police
m an, or  r in g  up  the p olice  station 
from  som ew h ere?”

T u p p en ce  n od d ed . She, too, was 
very w hite. T o m m y  led  M rs. H o n 
eycott dow nstairs again.

“ I d o n ’t w ant there to be any m is
take about this,”  h e  said. “ D o  you  
k n o w  exactly w h at tim e it was 
w hen  your sister cam e in ? ”

“ Y es, I d o ,”  said M rs. H on eycott. 
“ Because I was just setting the 
clock  on  five  m inutes as I have to  d o  
every even ing. It gains just five 
m inutes a day. It w as exactly eight 
m inutes past six by  m y  w atch, and
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that never loses or gains a second.”
T o m m y  n od ded . T h a t agreed 

perfectly  w ith  the policem an 's story. 
H e  had seen the w o m a n  w ith  the 
w hite  furs g o  in  at the gate, and 
probably three m inutes had  elapsed 
before  he and T u p p e n ce  had 
reached the sam e spot. H e  had  
g lan ced  at his o w n  w atch  then and 
had n oted  that it was just on e  m in 
ute after the tim e o f  their appoin t
m ent.

T h ere  w as just the fa int chance 
that som eon e m ig h t have been  
w aitin g  fo r  G ild a  G len  in  the room  
upstairs. But i f  so, he m ust still be 
h id in g  in the house. N o  on e  but 
James R eilly  had  left it.

H e  ran upstairs and  m ade a 
qu ick  but efficient search o f  the 
prem ises. T h ere  w as n o  on e  con 
cealed anyw here.

T h e n  he spoke to E llen . A fter  
break in g  the news to  her, and w ait
in g  fo r  her first lam entations and 
invocations to the Saints to have ex
hausted them selves, he asked a few  
questions.

H a d  anyone com e to  the house 
that a fternoon  ask in g  for  M iss 
G le n ?  N o  on e . H a d  she herself 
been upstairs at all that even in g? 
Yes, she’d  g o n e  u p  at six o ’co ck  as 
usual to  draw  the curtains— or it 
m igh t have been a fe w  m inutes 
after six. A n y w a y  it was just before  
that w ild  m an cam e break in g  the 
k n ocker d o w n . She’d  run d o w n 
stairs to  answ er the door. A n d  h im  
a black-hearted m urderer all the 
tim e.

T o m m y  let it g o  at that. But he 
still felt a curious pity fo r  R eilly , an 
u nw illin gn ess to believe the w orst 
o f  h im . A n d  yet there was n o  on e  
else w h o  cou ld  have m u rdered  G il
da G len . M rs. H on ey co tt and E llen 
h ad  been the on ly  tw o  other people 
in  the house.

H e  heard voices in the hall and  
w en t ou t to fin d  T u p p en ce  and  the 
p olicem an  fr o m  the beat outside. 
T h e  latter had prod u ced  a note
b o o k , and a rather b lu n t pencil 
w h ich  h e  licked  surreptitiously. H e  
w en t upstairs and surveyed the v ic 
tim  stolidly, m erely rem ark in g  that 
i f  he was to  touch anyth ing the In 
spector w o u ld  g ive  h im  beans. H e  
listened to  all M rs. H on e y co tt ’ s hys
terical outbursts and con fu sed  ex
planations and  occasionally  h e  
w rote  som eth in g  d o w n . H is  pres
ence w as ca lm in g  and soothing.

T o m m y  finally g o t  h im  alone on  
the steps outside, before he depart
ed  to telephone headquarters.

“ L o o k  here,”  said T o m m y . “ Y ou  
saw the deceased tu rn in g  in at the 
gate. A re  you  sure she was a lo n e ? ”

“ O h , she was alone all right. N o 
b o d y  w ith  her.”

“ A n d  betw een  that tim e and 
w h en  you  m et us, n obody  cam e out 
o f  the g a te ? ”

“ N o t a soul.”
“ Y o u ’d  have seen them  if  they 

h a d ? ”
“ O f  course I should. N o b o d y  

cam e ou t till that w ild  chap d id .”
T h e  m ajesty o f  the law  m ov ed  

portentously  dow n  the steps and
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paused by the w h ite  gate post 
w h ich  bore the im prin t o f  a hand 
in  red.

"K in d  o f  am ateur he m ust have 
been ,”  he said pityingly . “ T o  leave 
a th ing like that.”

T h e n  he sw un g out in to the road.

It w as the day after the crim e. 
T o m m y  and T u p p en ce  w ere still at 
the hotel, but T o m m y  had thought 
it prudent to discard his clerical 
disguise.

James R eilly  had been appre
hended  and  was in custody. H is 
solicitor, M r. M arvell, had just fin 
ished a len gth y  conversation  w ith  
T o m m y .

" I  never w o u ld  have believed it o f  
James R e illy ,”  he said sim ply. “ H e ’s 
alw ays been a m an o f  v iolent 
speech, bu t that’s all.”

T o m m y  n odded .
“ I f  you  disperse energy in speech, 

it doesn ’t leave you too  m u ch  over 
fo r  action . W h a t I realize is that I 
shall be on e o f  the principal w it
nesses against h im . T h a t conversa
tion  he had w ith  m e just before  the 
cr im e  w as particularly dam ning. 
A n d  in spite o f  everything, I like 
the m an , and i f  there was anyone 
else to  suspect I should  believe h im  
to be in n ocen t. W h a t ’s his o w n  
s tory ?”

T h e  solicitor pursed up  his lips.
“ H e  declares that he fou n d  her 

ly in g  there dead. But that’s im pos
sible, o f  course. H e ’s u sing the first 
lie that com es in to  his head .”

“ Because, if  he happened  to be

speaking the truth, it w ou ld  m ean 
that ou r garrulous M rs. H on ey co tt 
com m itted  the cr im e— and that is 
fantastic. Yes, he m ust have don e 
it.”

“ T h e  m aid heard her cry out, re
m em b er.”

“ T h e  m aid— yes— ”
T o m m y  was silent a m om ent. 

T h en  he said th ou ghtfu lly .
“ W h a t credulous creatures w e  

are, really. W e  believe evidence as 
th ou gh  it w ere gospel truth. A n d  
w hat is it really? O n ly  the im pres
sions con veyed  to  the m in d  by the 
senses. A n d  suppose they’re the 
w ro n g  im p ression s?”

T h e  law yer shrugged . “ O h , w e  
all k n o w  that there are unreliable 
witnesses— witnesses w h o  rem em 
ber m ore and m ore  as tim e goes on , 
w ith  n o  real in tention  to dece ive .”  

“ I d o n ’t m ean on ly  that,”  said 
T o m m y , “ I m ean  all o f  us— w e say 
things that aren ’t really so, and  
never k n o w  that w e ’ve d on e  so. F or 
instance, both  you  and I, w ithout 
doubt, have said som e tim e or other 
‘T h e re ’s the post,’ w h en  w hat w e  
really m eant was that w e ’d heard a 
d ou b le  k n ock  and the rattle o f  the 
letter box . N in e  tim es out o f  ten 
w e ’d  be right, and it w ou ld  be the 
post, but just possibly the tenth 
tim e it m igh t be on ly  a little urchin  
p lay ing  a jo k e  on  us. See w hat I 
m e a n ? ”

“ Y e-es,”  said M r. M arvell slow ly . 
“ But I d on 't  see w hat you ’re d riv 
in g  at.”

“ D o n ’t y o u ?  I ’m  not sure that I



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

d o m yself. But I ’m  beg in n in g  to  see. 
It’s like the stick, T u p p en ce . Y o u  
rem em ber? O n e  end  o f  it poin ted  
on e  w ay— but the other end  alw ays 
points the opposite  w ay. It depends 
w hether you  get h old  o f  it by the 
right end. D oors  open — but they 
also shut. P eople g o  upstairs, but 
they also g o  dow nstairs. Boxes 
shut, but they also op e n .”

“ W h a t do you  m e a n ? ”  d em an ded  
T u p p en ce .

“ It's so rid icu lously  easy, really,”  
said T o m m y . “ A n d  yet it’s on ly  
just cofn e to  m e. H o w  d o  you  k n e w  
w hen a person ’s com e in to  the 
house? Y o u  hear the d oor  open  and 
bang to, and i f  y o u ’re expectin g  
anyone to com e in, you  w ill be 
quite sure it is them . But it m igh t 
just as easily be som eone g o in g  
out.”

“ But M iss G le n  d id n ’ t g o  o u t ? ” 
asked T u p p en ce .

“ N o ,  I k n o w  she d id n ’t. But 
som one else d id — the m urderer.”

“ But h o w  d id  she get in, th e n ? ”  
persisted T u p p en ce .

“ She cam e in w hile M rs. H o n e y - 
cott was in the k itchen  talking to  
E llen . T h e y  d id n ’t hear her. M rs. 
H on ev co tt w ent back to the d ra w 
in g -room , w on dered  if  her sister 
had com e in , and began  to  put the 
clock  right, and then, as she 
thought, she heard her co m e  in  and  
g o  upstairs.”

“ W ell, w hat about that? T h e  
footsteps g o in g  upstairs?”

“ T h a t was E llen , g o in g  u p  to 
draw  the curtains. Y o u  rem em ber, 
M rs. H on ey cott said her sister 
paused before  g o in g  up. T h a t pause 
was just the tim e needed fo r  Ellen 
to cam e ou t fr o m  the k itchen into 
the hall. She just m issed seeing the 
m urderer.”

“ But T o m m y ,”  cried  T u p p en ce . 
“ T h e  cry  she g a v e ? ”

“ T h a t w as James R eilly . D id n ’t 
you  n otice  w hat a h igh-pitched 
voice  he has? In m om ents o f  great 
em otion , m en  o ften  squeal just like 
a w o m a n .”

“ But d ie  m u rderer? W e ’d  have 
seen h im ? ”

“ W e  did see h im . W e  even stood 
talking to h im . D o  you  rem em ber 
the sudden w ay that policem an  ap
peared? T h a t was because he 
stepped ou t o f  the gate, just after the 
m ist cleared fro m  the road. It m ade 
us ju m p , d o n ’t you  rem em ber? 
A fter  all, th ou gh  w e never th ink o f 
them  as that, policem en  are m en 
just like any other m en. T h e y  love 
and  they hate. T h e y  m arry . . .

“ I th ink G ild a  G le n  m et her hus
ban d  suddenly just outside that 
gate and took  h im  in w ith  her to 
thrash the m atter out. H e  h adn ’t 
R eilly ’s relief o f  v iolent w ords, re
m em ber. H e  just saw red— and he 
had  his tru n ch eon  handy . .
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COMMENTS: Duke, wanted for murder, wouldn't have 
minded killing again. But he had only 
three bullets left—and those had ]af{0 
Birch’s numbei• on them . . .

Most of W ednesday afternoon 
D u k e  lay in the thickets at 

the edge o f  the w o o d s  and w atched  
the farm er h e  h oped  he w ou ld  not 
have to  k ill. T h e  farm er look ed  
you ng— say, th irty ; but m ore  im 
portant, he was just about D u k e ’s 
size— five eight, a hundred and 
forty. T h e  others in  this valley o f  
truck farm s had been too  b ig  or  too  
fat; or there had been too m any 
possible witnesses. H ere  there was 
no on e  but the you n g  farm er, busy 
overhauling his tractor engine, get
ting ready fo r  spring p low in g . 
D u k e  h op ed  he w o u ld n ’t have to  
kill h im  because he had n o  bullets 
to spare.

E very tim e the farm er w en t into 
the house fo r  som ething, D u k e

edged  a little closer through the 
w o o d s  tow ard  the barn. A  little 
after five, w h en  the farm er started 
the engine, left it runn ing  and 
w a lk ed  tow ard  the house, D u k e  got 
ready. A s  soon as the back d oor  
closed, D u k e  b rok e  from  the w ood s 
and in less than a m inute was in 
side the barn. H e  fo u n d  a pick h an 
dle and was ready, w aiting, behind 
a cou p le  o f  cider barrels.

H e  sure h oped  he w ou ld  not 
have to  shoot the farm er— there 
w ere on ly  three bullets left in  his 
gu n . A b ou t five m iles south— he 
had been able to see som e signs at a 
b ack w ood s crossroad that m orn in g  
— was the tow n  o f  Studfield. A n d  
in S tudfield  w as his prison pal, 
Jake Birch. H e  w anted all three
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b u lk is , every last one, for  Jake. 
D u k e  had com e  tw o  thousand 
m iles and he w anted to m ake sure 
— dead-sure.

H e  crou ch ed  d ow n , low er, w hen  
he heard the tractor’s gears m esh. 
T h en  the tractor loom ed  in the 
w ide  d oorw ay , w ith  the farm er on  
the scat, back in g  it in . D u k e  w aited 
until the farm er shut o i l  the engine 
and clim bed  d o w n . T h en  he rose, 
a im in g  the gu n , h op in g  grim ly  he 
w ou ld  not have to  fire it.

“ K eep  fa c in g  the door, farm er,”  
he said. “ O n e  m ove  and I ’ll b low  
your back  apart.”  H e  stepped 
sw iftly forw ard , h efting  the pick 
handle. “ A n y b o d y  in the house, 
fa rm e r?”

“ N o . I live  a lone here. Y o u  w ant 
m y car, it ’s in the lean-to. K eys are 
in m y pock et.”

D u k e  sw u n g  the p ick  handle. 
H e  took  his tim e b in d in g  the u n 
conscious m an ’ s hands an d  feet. 
H e  fou n d  a roll o f  friction  tape in 
the tool b o x  on  the tractor and 
pasted it d o w n  tight across the 
m an ’s m ou th  and eyes. H e  fo u n d  a 
ring  o f  keys in the farm er’s pocket 
and then hauled him  far back, b e 
h in d  the cider barrels.

H e  stood  fo r  a m inute in  the 
barn d oorw a y  peering at the house, 
his left hand, from  habit, rising to 
conceal the large Y -shaped scar on  
his cheek. O n  M on day afternoon , 
on ly  tw enty  m iles north, a m an 
had look ed  at that scar and d ied  
fo r  it. A n d  yesterday, on ly  ten m iles 
away, another had d ied  fo r  the

same reason. H e  cou ldn 't risk Jake 
Birch read in g  in the papers or hear
in g  on  the radio that a m an w ith  a 
Y -shaped scar on  his left cheek 
was w anted for  m urder and car 
theft.

T h e  trou ble  was, Jake had got 
relig ion . H e  had  been released from  
prison a year earlier than D u k e , for 
g o o d  behavior. H e  had, dam n  his 
soul, turned in  the eighty grand 
they’d  h idden  away before  they’d 
been sent to  prison  fo r  the bank 
stick-up. T h e  dirty, re form ed  d ou - 
ble-crosser!

D u k e  m oved , h ead in g  across the 
tw o h un dred  feet o f  open  yard, 
w ith the last rays o f  sunlight g lin t
in g  on  his face. F or alm ost three 
fu ll days h e ’d  been in the w oods, 
kept there, o f f  the roads, by the 
rov in g  sirens o f  police  cars. H is 
clothes w ere torn  and spattered 
w ith  m u d  and m u d  was caked  in 
the stubble on  his face. H e  was h un
gry  and his stom ach grow led  w ith  
em ptiness.

T h e  back d oor  w as solid  w o o d . 
H e  flu n g  it open  w ith  his left hand 
and stood there, his gu n  ready. But 
he saw  no one, heard n o  m ove
m ent anyw here. H e  stepped in and 
d o se d  the d oor . A n d  then, staring 
at the k itchen  table, he felt the back 
o f  his neck  craw l.

T h e  table was set fo r  tw o.
“ C o m e  out, co m e  o u t !”  he bel

low ed  in rage. “ W h erever you  are, 
co m e  ou t— ou t in the k itch en !”

“ W h o ’s th ere?”  a w om a n ’s voice 
said.
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D u k e  roared, “ O u t— ou t here in  
the k itchen ! Q u ick — and w ith  you r 
hands u p !”

It was alm ost a m inute before 
she appeared— her hand first, feel
in g  its w ay  rou n d  the edge o f  the 
doorw ay. She was a sm all w om an , 
you n g , w ith  a pale, draw n  face.

‘ ‘W h o  are y o u ? ”  she said. “ W h ere  
is m y  h u sb a n d ?”

D u k e  had the g u n  leveled on  her 
but she d id  n ot seem  to  notice it. 
She seem ed to  be  peering  at the 
w all up beh ind  h im . H e  m ov ed  a 
step closer, w a v in g  the g u n  at her. 

“ See this, m issus? Y o u  see th is?”  
“ W h a t? ”  she said. “ See w h a t? ”  

T h en  she cried  out, “ W h a t ’s g o in g  
on  here? W h e re ’s T o m ?  W h e re ’s 
m y h usband? W h o  are y o u ? ”

She grip p ed  the edge o f  the sink 
and m oved  a lon g  it. She k n ock ed  a 
glass o ff the drainboard. H er  eyes 
peered w ild ly  around the room .

“ T e ll m e ,”  she sobbed. “ T e ll m e 
w hat’s g o in g  on . C an ’t you  see I ’m  
b lin d ? ”

In  his great relief, in  his upsurge 
o f  exultation, D u k e  fo u n d  h im self 
speechless. H e  w atched, in his w o n 
der and g o o d  fortune, as the w o m 
an felt her w ay from  on e fam iliar 
ob ject to  another— until she 
reached a rocker and let herself 
d o w n  in to it.

“ T h a t’s right, m issus,”  he said, 
softly n ow , “ Y o u  just sit right 
there. Y ou r husband ’s trussed up  
in the barn, is all.”

“ G od  help us,”  she m urm u red , 
“ Please. G od , help us.”

H e  fo u n d  som e heavy tw ine in  a 
k itchen draw er and b ou n d  her 
arms to the chair. H e  d id n ’t w ant 
her stum bling outside and scream 
in g  and attracting the attention o f 
som e chance m otorist. T h en  he ate 
— qu ick ly— stew m eat and m ashed 
potatoes and coffee , w atch in g  her 
as she rock ed  in  short rig id  m o v e 
m ents, her eyes h un tin g  frantically 
a lon g  the walls.

In the bed room  closet he fou n d  
a b row n  suit, a tie, a pair o f  shoes 
that w ere on ly  a little too  large. 
F ro m  a chest o f  draw ers he took  a 
shirt, socks, clean underw ear. 
T h ere  was a sm all radio on  the bed 
table and although  h e  was desper 
ate fo r  new s o f  the police  activity 
in  the area, he d id  not w ant to 
waste tim e sitting and w aiting. H e  
took  the radio a lon g  to the bath
ro o m . B y then the dusk was deep
en in g  fast and he had  to turn on  
the light in order to shave.

By ten to  six he w as finished 
shaving, all spic and span. But 
there was still n o  new s on  the ra
d io , on ly  m usic. So he brou gh t all 
the clean clothes to the bathroom  
and dressed there. A n d  at six, just 
as he was tu ck in g  a handkerch ief 
in to  his breast pock et, the news 
cam e on . E xcept fo r  the scar, a m e
m en to  o f  a prison braw l, he n ow  
look ed  like the o ld  D u k e ; and if it 
w eren ’t for  Jake B irch , h e ’d have 
the m on ey  he needed fo r  the plastic 
jo b  a crook ed  surgeon cou ld  d o  on 
his face. T h e  w ay it was, w ith  the 
scar, h e ’d  always be a m arked man.

i
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“ T h e  u n k n ow n  killer is still at 
large,'’ the newscaster was saying. 
“ But it is k n ow n  that bullets from  
the sam e gun  killed  W alter M urray 
on  M on day  and G eorge  C utler yes
terday. In both cases, evidence in 
dicates that an attem pt was m ade 
to steal a car. T h e  attem pt on  M u r
ray’s car failed because it was out 
o f  gas. M urray had parked o ff the 
h ighw ay near B lue Falls and asked 
a passing m otorist to have a garage 
send som e gas. T h e  probability is 
that M urray strolled aw ay a h un
dred feet or  so to w atch the falls, 
saw som eone in his car, and, c o m 
in g  back, was m urdered. Cutler 
apparently was killed  in  the State 
Park picn ic grou nds at Bent R iver. 
H is glasses, cam era, and hat w ere 
fou n d  on  a p icn ic table fifty feet 
from  his car. T h e  theft apparently 
failed there because, a lthough the 
key was in the ign ition , the car, o f  
a foreign  m ake, had a starter but
ton  not easily d iscoverable by the 
average A m erican . Since in neither 
case was there any evidence ©f 
struggle, the police  believe that 
the killer bears som e physical m ark 
or  characteristic that w ou ld  m ake 
h im  easy to  describe and identify. 
A s  w e  have repeated m any times, 
both  yesterday and today, residents 
o f  this area should  bew are o f stran
gers w h o  com e to their d oor  f®r 
any reason w hatsoever. T o  sim ply 
lay eyes on  the u n k n ow n  killer, 
even to g ive h im  fo o d  or  drin k , 
m igh t cost you  you r life ,”

D u k e  held  his breath. H e  
snapped o ff the radio, som e vague 
arid dread suspicion  starting under 
his heart and fluttering up fast, 
then faster, to his throat. H e  
w heeled  and sped d o w n  the short 
hallw ay to the kitchen, dim  and 
obscure n o w  from  the dusk out
side.

“ R igh t there— h old  it,” a man's 
vo ice  barked. “ State Police. Raise 
both  hands and turn and press 
your hands against the w all— and 
raise ’em  h igh .”

T h e  lights in the kitchen cam e 
on . In less than a m inute D u k e  was 
disarm ed, turned around, hand
cu ffed . H e  stared stupidly at the 
w om an , w h o  still sat in the rocker, 
her arms bou nd , as he had left her. 
She stared back at h im  w ith  a 
tw isted, sad, bitter sm ile.

“ B lin d !”  D u k e  croaked  on  a ris
in g  accent o f  hysteria.

She shook her head. “ N o . But all 
day the radio was saying that just 
to lay eyes o n  the k iller m ight cost 
you  your life. I w ent to  the w in d ow  
because supper was ready and my 
h usband h adn ’t com e in. I ’ve been 
ill, and  I guess I ’m  fidgety. I saw 
you  com e  out o f  the barn. I just 
had tim e to  ph one the police  and 
h an g  up. I was sure m y  husband 
was dead.”

“ H e ’s all right,”  the trooper said. 
“ M y partner’s out there w ith him . 
But on e thing, lady— playing blind  
that w ay, you  sure d id  save your 
life .”
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Je f f  k i n k a i d  delayed h angin g  
up  the bedside ph on e after he 
g ot the fou r  a .m . call. H e  need

ed tim e to  th ink before stabbing 
into his clothes. A  fine w ay to  g o  
out to  a jo b  w here on e  slip o f  a 
finger or tool, on e  w ro n g  m ove, 
cou ld  be you r last.

But at this hour Bea w o u ld  k n o w  
it cou ld  on ly  be the police  depart
m ent crim e lab. needing their ex
plosives expert, the m an w h o  cou ld  
deactivate w ar souvenirs, safecrack
ing set-ups, bom bs, though  he 
cou ld n ’t prevent his m arriage from  
b low in g  up. N o , h e ’d better co m e  
right out w ith  it and hope that this 
scene w o u ld n ’t be their final one.

“ S om eth in g  up in the Seventy- 
seventh Precinct, n o  details,”  h e
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said truthfully, w on d erin g  if it con 
cerned the m an they called “ T h e  
D ou b le  B om ber.”  But it was best 
not to m en tion  that terror to Bea. 
T u rn in g  on  the lam p, h e  peeled o ff 
his pajam a top . “ It’s probably som e
th ing harm less the boys are afraid 
to touch. P eop le ,”  he added  lightly, 
“ collect the darndest things.”

Bea, dark-haired as the night, 
propped  o n  an e lbow . “ O f  course, 
just a paperw eight, a live hand 
grenade. O r a h om em ade rocket. 
Perhaps a shell for a lam pbase,” 
K in ka id  felt the sweat start as her 
voice rose. “ N o th in g  to w orry  you . 
N ever m in d  h o w  anyone else 
dreads it.”

H e  forced  a laugh, despite the 
shaking she caused. “ If I had a safe
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desk job , w e ’d  w orry  about an u l
cer o r  a heart attack. Bea, anything 
can be turned in to  a nightm are. 
F or  ou r ow n  g ood , let’s try to take 
it in stride.”

She look ed  hurt, frightened, and 
her voice was accusing. “ H a ven ’t 
you  asked Captain D avis about a 
tran sfer?”

H e  guiltily snarled a shoelace, 
but let it go .

“ I w ill,”  he said, reaching for  his 
shirt. “ A s  soon  as w e ’re not so 
short-handed. V a il needs m ore  ex
perience, and since Lane isn’t co m 
in g  back from  sick leave— ”

“ H e ’s got sense,”  Bea declared. 
“ O r his w ife  had it fo r  h im .”

She hit close there. A  w ife  cou ld  
m ake or break a gu y  in  any job . 
K in ka id  fu m bled  w ith  the shirt 
buttons.

“ Jeff,,”  Bea pleaded. “ L o o k  at 
you .”

H e  d id n ’t have to be told  about 
his shaking lately. W a s  it because 
o f  her? W as it bein g  team ed w ith  
V a il, an eager but very raw begin 
ner? O r  was he really losing his 
nerve? Such thoughts started a fuse 
sputtering on  his tem per.

“ C ut it out, Bea. I ’ll never live to 
con fin e m yself to ballistics, ch em i
cal analysis and such if  you  d o n ’t 
stop n agg in g— ”

“ Jeff, d o n ’t !”  she cried . H e  sat 
beside her and took  her in his arms. 
She sobbed against his chest. “ Y o u  
d o n ’t k n o w  w hat it’s like. A fra id  
every tim e the phone rings. A fra id  
I’ll never see you  again .”

H e  kissed her, still tjuivering. 
“ A ll right,”  he said. "B u t I can’t 
qu it just n ow . I ’ll speak to the skip
per if I see h im  up in  the Seventy- 
seventh. A n d  . . .  I should be back 
soon. It’s m y day o ff. W h at w ou ld  
you  like to d o ? ”

She look ed  a little relieved, but 
spoke in m ock , w ifely  m iff.

“ H a ve  you  forgotten  already? 
K ay and H o w a rd ’s plane arrives 
this m orn in g . W e ’re sh ow ing  them 
the tow n .”

“ O h , yes. S w ell.”  H e  w anted to 
say it through  his teeth. H ow ard  
G risw ald , husband o f  Bea’s g irl
h ood  chum , was a gu y  he d idn ’t 
w ant to m eet, but was still itching 
to, belligerently. Bea had visited 
them  last year on  m oney  he had 
borrow ed , h op in g  a trip  w ou ld  ease 
her tension. But H o w a rd  G risw ald, 
chem ist for  a b ig  western outfit, 
had bolstered his o w n  ego by tell
in g  Bea all the things that cou ld  go 
w ro n g  w ork in g  w ith  explosives. 
H o w a rd ’s w ork  dealt w ith  cosm et
ics.

S o Bea had com e  h om e m ore ter
rorized  than ever— just in  tim e to 
attend the funeral o f  D elaney, w h o 
had  encountered a w ar souvenir 
w h ich  deactivated h im  first.

T h en  “ T h e  D o u b le  Bom ber”  
started his crusade o f  horror.

Jeff K in k a id  put on  his coat and 
kissed Bea again.

“ I f  I ’m  delayed, I ’ll meet you up 
at the airport.”

“ Jeff,”  Bea pleaded. “ Call m e 
here, or have m e paged there— ”
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"A s  soon  as I finish the jo b . It’ s 
a prom ise.”

"A n d , Jeff, d o n ’t forget about 
Captain D av is .”

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

But as soon  as he closed the d oor 
behind  h im  and punched  the but
ton o f  the self-service elevator he 
sw ore under his breath, A  fine state 
o f  m in d  and body. N erves and 
shakes. W e ll, m aybe h e ’d  better 
quit. B ut h o w  cou ld  he, w h en  the 
entire D epartm en t was tem porarily  
d epen d in g  on  h im  alone fo r  jobs 
like th is?

H e  still d id n ’t k n o w  the answer, 
pacing the dark chilly  sidew alk , 
w hen a panel truck— painted police  
black and  w hite— w ailed  around 
the corner w ith  flashing red light. 
V ail, lean ing fro m  the w heel, 
sw ung op en  the d oor . D ashlights 
caught freck les v iv id  w ith  boyish  
excitem ent. V a il was tw enty-four, 
already g o o d  on  ballistics and crim e 
chem istry, w illin g  to stand correct
ed, not a smarty-pants. But w here 
explosives w ere concerned, he was 
too energetic fo r  com fort.

“ H o p e  y o u ’re w ide-aw ake,”  h e  
grinned .

“ I w ill be in  about tw o  b locks, 
k id ,”  K in k a id  rem arked, gettin g  in , 
“ T a k e  it easy. T h e y  w ant us to  get 
there.”

V a il laughed . “ T h ey  never say 
anyth ing about co m in g  back .”  K in 
kaid  bent d o w n  tow ard  the shoe
lace he had  snarled. T h e n  V a il ’s 
voice  sobered. “ T h ey  to ld  m e  to  tell

you . T h e y  g o t  the D o u b le  B om b 
er.”

K in k a id  fo rg o t  the shoelace. T h e  
D o u b le  B om ber had been raising 
hell fo r  fou r  m onths. T h e  police  
and the F .B .I. k n ew  plenty about 
h im  but had never been able to 
track h im  d o w n . F oreign -born , a 
topn otch  too l and diem aker, dur
in g  the W a r  he had seen his fa m 
ily tortured to death and suffered 
horrors h im self before  he u n w ill
ingly  cooperated  w ith the A x is  
pow ers. A fterw ard , he had com e  to 
this country and  rem arried. A  year 
ago he and his w ife , and a seven- 
year-old son, had  been in a train 
w reck . T h e  b oy  had been k illed  in
stantly, and his w ife  had d ied  in 
his arm s tw o  hours later at the 
w reck  scene because am bulances 
and doctors c o u ld n ’t get through  
the jam  o f  sightseers in tim e to save 
her. T h e  p o o r  gu y  had cracked and 
had been com m itted  for psychiatric 
treatm ent. B ut then h e  had  es
caped . . .

H e  had  earned his n icknam e, the 
D o u b le  B om ber, because that was 
h o w  he g o t  back at sightseers—  
m a k in g  th em  pay for his loss. H e  
always used tw o  bom bs. A  little one 
first. It m ade a lot o f  noise, d id  lit
tle dam age, but it attracted a crow d , 
T h en , three m inutes later, the big 
on e  w en t o ff. In  the first carnage, at 
a railw ay depot, he had k illed eight 
people and  in jured  thirty-one. T h e  
next tim e, aboard an ocean liner at 
sailing tim e, he had  m ade it tw elve 
dead and  forty  in jured. T h en  a bus
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depot. T h e n  a subw ay station. A n d  
by  n o w , w h en ever p eop le  heard a 
car backfire, they ran the opposite  
w ay .

D etective  bureaus w o rk e d  fever
ishly on  clues, k n o w in g  their m an  
and h o w  he operated, but they 
cou ld  never catch  u p  to  h im . N o w  
they h ad  h im , and K in k a id  w o n 
dered if  it m igh t ease som e o f  Bea’s 
tension . H e  d ou b ted  it. She’d 
been w in d in g  up  her nerves lon g  
before  the D o u b le  B om ber w en t 
berserk.

“ H o w  d id  they get h im ? ”  K in 
kaid  asked, as V a il took  the truck 
u p to w n  at w h at he evidently  
th ou gh t w as a m o re  sedate speed.

“ T h e  lan d lady  tipped  o f f  the 
Seventy-seventh P recinct. W h y , I 
d o n ’ t k n ow . T h e y  saw en ou g h  to 
be suspicious, staked out, and 
nabbed  h im  w h en  he cam e h om e 
about h a lf an h ou r  ago. S o  n ow  
they w an t us to  clean u p  his room . 
It’s loa d ed .”

U p to w n , fr ig h ten ed -look in g  p eo 
ple in various stages o f  dress 
ja m m ed  the street outside the area 
rop ed  o f f  by  police . A  traffic officer 
w aved  the tru ck  th rou gh , tow ard  
the clutter o f  p o lice  cars an d  the 
g rou p  o f  u n ifo rm ed  and p la in 
clothes brass b e fore  a shabby three- 
story house. .

K in k a id  spotted C aptain  D avis, 
head o f  the crim e lab., m o v in g  out 
to  m eet the truck. A  gray, short, 
paunchy m an  w h o  had obtained  his 
post b e fore  the days o f  stiff C ivil 
Service exam s, the sk ipper h adn ’t

personally kept up  w ith  scientific 
developm en ts in cr im e  detection . 
O n  the other h and , he k n e w  h o w  
to get w hat his technicians w anted , 
h o w  to  g iv e  them  a free  h and , h o w  
to keep th em  o n  jobs that sh ou ld  
have pa id  m ore .

“ Jeff,”  he in qu ired , “ d id  V a il tell 
y o u ? ”  K in k a id  n od ded . T h e  cap
tain low ered  his voice . “ I th ou gh t it 
best fo r  you r  w ife  not to  k n o w  u n 
til it ’s cleaned  u p .”

“ T h a n k s .”  K in k a id  fro w n e d . 
“ H as she been  ta lk in g  to  y o u ? ”  

“ N o , Jeff. I just k n o w .”
K in k a id  hesitated, turned to  V a il. 

“ G et the kits.”  T h e n  he faced  the 
captain again. H e  had his op en in g , 
but was this the tim e or  p lace? 
“ W h e re ’s the B om ber n o w ? ”  

“ H eadqu arters. H is  ro o m  is 
th ird -floor rear. H e  said it w asn ’t 
booby-trapped , but h e  had  a  sm u g 
air I d o n ’t like. T h e re  are a lo t  o f  
th ings I d o n ’t like. W a n t m e to 
stand by, J e ff? "

K in k a id ’s thoughts, rem em ber
in g  his p rom ise  to  Bea, u rged  on e 
th in g , his ton gu e  said another. “ I ’ll 
m anage. R eady , k id ? ”

V a il fo l lo w e d  h im  in, lu g g in g  a 
heavy case, and grunted  o n  the sec
on d -floor  lan d in g . “ W h y  d o  you  al
w ays let h im  o f f ? ”

“ F or the sam e reason,”  K in k a id  
snapped, “ I tell you  not to  touch  
anyth ing until I ok ay  it. A n d  that 
goes dou b le  n o w .”

“ I f  that’s a p u n ,”  V a il q u ip p ed , 
“ it ’ s bad  h u m or.”

In  m ore  w ays than on e , th ou gh t
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K in k a id , c lim b in g  tow ard  the third 
floor. Bea had been at h im  also 
abou t his tou ch y  d isposition . W h y  
d id n ’t she iron  ou t her o w n  ?

H e  n o d d e d  to  a u n ifo rm e d  lieu 
tenant, w h o  poin ted  to  a doorw a y . 
K in k a id  lo o k e d  in , w ith  V a il 
breath in g  ov e r  his shou lder. B ed, 
chair, tissue-thin ru g . A  bureau be
side a so lid -lo o k in g  w o rk b e n ch  un
d er  a p o w e rfu l exten sion -cord  
la m p . B oth  w ere Uttered w ith  tools, 
jars, bottles, w ir in g , p ipe, a half- 
eaten san dw ich , an d  a M ason  jar 
w ith  som e w h ite  flu id  that m igh t 
h ave been  m ilk . T h e re  was also a 
d isturb ing  acrid  o d o r .

N itro g ly ce r in !
T h e  lieutenant sp ok e  tersely back  

in the hall. “ T h e  landlady  says h e ’s 
lived  here o n ly  tw o  w eeks. She d id 
n ’t like the special lo ck  he p u t on  
the d oor , o r  the sm ell. T h e y  h ad  a 
r o w  about it again ton ig h t b e fore  
h e  w en t out. H e  g o t  so  w ild  it 
fr igh ten ed  her. A n y w a y , she stayed 
aw ake, listen ing  fo r  h im  to  co m e  
in . T h e n , w o n d e r in g  i f  she ’d  d o ze d  
o ff , she g o t  up  to  listen at his d o o r , 
a n d  d iscovered  h e ’d  p robab ly  been 
so  m a d  h e ’d  forgotten  to  lo ck  it.”

V a il lau gh ed . “ She co u ld n ’t tell 
that just b y  lo o k in g .”

“ L u ck y  fo r  her,”  K in k a id  re
m ark ed , “ h e  d id n ’t have the d oor 
r ig g e d .”

T h e  lieutenant w en t o n . “ W h e n  
she saw  a lo t o f  n ew spaper c lip 
p in gs  abou t the blasts, she called
us. W e  nabbed h im  w h en  he d rov e* „ » in.

K in k a id  studied the ro o m  m i
n utely . “ K id ,”  h e  asked, “ i f  you  
w e re  o n  you r o w n , w h at w ou ld  
y o u  d o  firs t? ”

“ Y o u  m ean  after I d ecid ed  not to 
b e co m e  a file in the M iss in g  P er
sons B u rea u ?”  V a il lau gh ed . K in 
k a id  w h ip p e d  a rou n d  irritably. V a il 
po in ted  q u ick ly  tow a rd  a partly 
op e n e d  closet d oor . “ W h e n  it was 
safe to  g et in  there, I ’d  rem ove  and 
deactivate the fu se  o f  that 105 m il
lim eter h o w itze r  shell.”

K in k a id  w en t rig id , n ot daring 
to  co m m e n t . H e  h a d n ’t spotted the 
shell in  the d im  closet. M a y b e  he 
n eeded  glasses. O r  m aybe that's 
w h at h appen ed  w h en  a m an  g o t  too  
tense. “ T a k e  care o f  it,”  he to ld  V a il, 
a n d  m o v e d  shakily tow a rd  the 
w ork b en ch . T h e n  he rem em bered  
C apta in  D a v is ’s uneasiness about 
the B o m b e r ’s sm u g  secretivencss. 
“ W a it ,”  h e  barked , an d  ch eck ed  the 
closet h im se lf fo r  a b o o b y  trap.

T h e  liq u id  in  the M a son  jar 
tu rn ed  o u t  to  be m ilk . K in k a id  also 
fo u n d  a  b o x  o f  electric blasting 
caps, bu t there w ere  to o  m a n y  m iss
in g  fo r  com fort. H e  w as p u zz led  
b y  a co u p le  o f  blanks fo r  m ak in g  
th in  keys. H e  w o rk e d  g in gerly , 
h u n tin g  fo r  traps an d  h idden  ex
plosives, b e co m in g  m ore  an d  m ore  
on  ed ge . H e  still sm elled  n itrog lyc
erin , w h ich  the B om ber alw ays 
used in his diabolical devices, but 
K in k a id  c o u ld n ’t find  it— n ot even 
w h e n  h e  an d  V a il carefu lly  to o k  up 
th e  floorin g , the baseboards, and 
sou n ded  the walls.
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T h e y  searched the rest o f  the 
prem ises, inch  by  inch . N o  nitro. 
But in a trash barrel they fou n d  
the casings o f  tw o  clock s, m inus the 
w orks. T h e  landlady, called in by 
a police  sergeant, k n e w  n oth in g  
abou t them . T h e  B om ber m ust 
have put them  there.

“ H e  w as co m in g  fr o m  o u t there,”  
she said, nervously indignant, 
“ w h en  I spoke to  h im  about eleven 
o ’c lo ck  last n ight. H e  g o t  furious, 
saying I ’d  been  spyin g  on  h im . 
H o w  cou ld  I, w h en  h e ’d  been 
lo ck ed  in his ro o m  all a fternoon  
and  e v e n in g ? ”

“ A n d  the k eyh ole  p lu gged ,”  V a il 
suggested.

K in k a id  gave h im  a look  “ F ig 
ure o u t w hat he w as d o in g  and 
you  w o n ’t th ink it so fu n n y .”  H e  
tu rn ed  to  the landlady. “ W h e re ’s 
you r  p h o n e ? ”

H e  called  H eadquarters. W a it in g  
fo r  th em  to locate C aptain  D avis, 
h e  rea lized  it was n ow  daylight, 
after e igh t o ’c lock . H e  shou ld  call 
Bea, too . B ut she was probably  on  
her w ay to  the airport, and in a bad 
state i f  she’d heard about the B om b
er’s arrest o n  early m o rn in g  new s
casts.

“ Yes, J e ff? ”  C aptain  D avis  cam e 
on .

“ Is the B om ber still s m u g ? ”  K in 
kaid  in qu ired , afraid o f  the answ er 
because he was certain n ow  w hat ijt 
w o u ld  be.

“ Y es, he is,”  said the sk ipper. 
“ W h y ? ”

“ M aybe  I ’m  gettin g  o u t o f  line,”

K in k a id  said slow ly . “ B ut y o u ’d 
better tip o f f  the boys in the inter
rogation  room . I th ink  he planted 
another pair o f  b om b s  som ew h ere  
last n igh t before they nabbed  h im .”  

C aptain  D avis gasped , but he 
trusted his technicians.

“ C an  you  g ive  m e any details, 
Jeff, to  help  th e m ? ”

“ T h e  sm ell o f  n itro, but n o  n itro  
here. T w o  em pty c lo ck  cases. W ir e  
that look s  fresh ly  sn ipped .”  K in 
k a id  interrupted h im se lf irritably. 
“ I ’ll tell you  m ore  dow n .tow n . Start 
them  h am m erin g  that an gle .”

H e  and V a il gathered their gear 
fast w h ile  the rest o f  the lab detail 
g o t  to  w ork  in  tire ro o m  fo r  add i
tional evidence.

“ H eadqu arters,”  he told  V a il, get
tin g  in  the truck. “ M a k e  it o n  the 
d o u b le .”

V a il grim aced . “ L et's  stop using 
that w o rd .”

S iren in g  d o w n to w n , K in k a id  
th ou gh t a lou d  tensely. “ I w on d er  
w h ere that cracked  so-and-so plant
ed them  this tim e.”

V a il took  the truck arou nd  a cor
ner, then inquired, “ I ’ve been th in k 
ing, but am  I a llow ed  to  m ake a 
su g g e stio n ?”

“ i f  it doesn ’t take too  m uch  o f 
y ou r  m in d  o ff  d riv in g .”

V a il becam e serious. “ L o o k , this 
gu y  seems to  have a phobia for 
transportation. In  a  w ay , you  can ’t 
b lam e h im . T h a t ’s h ow  it all start
ed. H e ’s h it a railroad, sh ipp in g , a 
but depot, the subw ay. But he has 
yet to  blast— ”
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“ T h e  a irport!”  K in k a id  ex
cla im ed, then felt a deep, tw isting 
stab o f  panic. Bea was m eetin g  K ay  
and H o w a rd  G risw a ld  there. K in 
kaid  tersely rad ioed  H eadquarters, 
then added, “ W e ’re just a m ile  from  
there n o w . W e ’ll head over, just in 
case . .

Bea, he th ou gh t m iserably, please 
be still at home, waiting to hear 
from me . . .

Su dden ly  the radio, d ispatching 
units to the airport, w en t silent. 
A n d  then . . .

“ T h is  is it I T h e  B om ber just ad
m itted  it’s the airport. H e  w o n ’t tell 
h ow  m u ch  tim e w e ’ve g o t. G et ev
erybody  o u t !”

K in k a id  sw ore. Bad en ou gh  if 
they k n ew  the exact location  o f  the 
bom bs. But not k n o w in g , it was 
g o in g  to be suicide. T h e y ’d  have to 
risk lo o k in g  fo r  those bom bs before  
the b ig  a irport was com pletely  evac
uated.

“ Stop d ra gg in g  your feet,”  he 
barked at V ail.

T h e y  got to  the airport just be
h in d  the first w a ilin g  police  car. 
K in k a id ’s g a ze  swept the line o f  
bu ild ings. W a it in g  room s. G ift 
shops. Restaurants. P ark in g  lots 
and  gas stations. T h e  B om ber 
w o u ld  have chosen som e central 
po in t to draw  a large crow d  with 
his first blast, then to be cut d ow n  
by the second , the b ig  one.

“ L et m e out m id w a y ,”  K in ka id  
ordered . V a il killed the siren and 
stopped. M ore  police  and fire sirens 
sounded in the distance, a scream 

in g  con v erg in g  parade o f  them  
that w o u ld  draw  m obs o f  sightseers 
to  jo in  the cro w d  already norm ally  
at the airport. Just w hat the B om b 
er w anted.

A h ea d  o f  the truck, a sergeant 
and  his partner piled  o u t o f  their 
car.

“ G et out o f  here,”  th e  sergeant 
shouted . “ A ll o f  you . It’s the D o u 
ble B om ber.”  K in k a id  reached back 
in the truck fo r  his kit as the ser
geant be llow ed . “ N o t  that w ay, 
lady. C o m e  back. G et ou t. I^ady!"

K in k a id  kept his m in d  on  his 
o w n  job . “ T a k e  the w aitin g  room  
b eyon d  the service station,”  he told  
V a il. “ K eep  away from  m e. O n e  o f  
us has to stay alive. Y o u ’re o n  your 
ow n , k id , w atch  yourself.”

T u rn in g  tow ard the nearest w ait
in g  room , he saw  Bea co m in g  w ith 
the police  sergeant in  pursuit. T h at 
pain h it h im  again as h e  w aved  the 
sergeant back to the g ro w in g  
cro w d . N o  m argin  o f  terror in 
Bea's eyes n ow — they w ere staring 
horror.

“ Jeff!”  she cried! “'D o n 't— ”
“ B ea !”  Strangely, his voice  d id n ’t 

shake. Just calm , w ith  an under
tone o f  sadness. “ It can ’t be  any 
other w ay .”

“ Please, Jeff.”  H e r  arms linked 
arou nd  his neck w ith a strength he 
had never k n ow n  she possessed. H e  
w an ted  to linger in it. But K inkaid  
freed h im self.

“ G o  hom e, Bea. Y o u ’ll get the 
usual call , . . w hen  it's finished.”

H e  w ent around her, ready to
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h old  her o ff  i f  necessary, as C ap 
tain D avis sw u n g  ou t o f  a police  
car. A n d  then a trash barrel to his 
left, by the service station, tore  apart 
w ith  a m etallic blast. T h e  lid  sailed 
up, tu rn in g  over lazily  in a flutter
in g  c lo u d  o f  bu rn in g  papers. W o m 
en scream ed. M en  shouted. K in k a id  
w h ipp ed  a glance back at Bea. She 
was standing petrified, staring at 
h im . Captain D avis, m otion in g  peo
p le  back, grasped her arm . K in k a id  
shoved his w ay th rou gh  others 
cro w d in g  hesitantly tow ard  the bar
rel w ith  the sergeant b e llow in g  at 
them . “ Stay back , you  foo ls . T h ere ’s 
another blast com in g . G et ou t be
fore  y o u ’re b lo w n  o u t !”

V a il cam e ram m in g  through  the 
m ob . “ W e  g o t  to  w o rk  it together,”  
V a il yelled. “ T h e  other o n e ’s 
around here. C lose.”

K in k a id  n od ded , his eyes dart
ing. “ Less than three m inutes to 
fin d  it, k id .”  T h e y  had to fin d  it be
fore  it r ipped  loose in the flood  o f 
curious hum anity  sw am pin g  Bea, 
Captain D avis, the fe w  police  w h o  
had gathered.

A  harried lieutenant in un iform  
shouted to K in k a id . “ C an ’t you  
drop  exp losion  mats over it until 
w e get this m o b  m o v in g  o u t ? ”

K in ca id  d id n ’t bother to  answer 
in the bed lam  o f  voices and the 
scream  o f  police  and fire sirens 
closing  in . Sure, there w ere steel 
m esh m ats in the truck. A  cou p le  
o f  m en  cou ld  handle them  w ithout 
the aid o f  a crane. B ut they w ere 
light, to o  light fo r  n itroglycerin .

A n d  w hat g o o d  w ere they until the 
b om b  w as fo u n d ?

H e  jostled  th rou gh  m illin g  p eo 
p le  to search the service station ’s 
racks o f  o il and  accessories. T h e n  
the flow er boxes on  either side o f  
the doorw ay . G eranium s, pungent 
as he parted them . Bea loved  flo w 
ers, hoped  fo r  a place o f  her o w n  
som e day w h ere she cou ld  raise 
them  a lon g  w ith  the fam ily  she re
fu sed  to  have n ow .

N o th in g  am on g  the flowers. 
N o th in g  on  the shelves o f  batteries 
and polishes and other accessories 
inside the station. F irem en , arm ed 
w ith  crow bars and axes, ran to
w ard  parked  cars w id i a battalion 
ch ie f ord erin g  them  to  fo rce  open  
doors an d  trunks.

“ Easy,”  K in k a id  shouted. “ D o n ’t 
bang around. T h is  gu y  uses n itro .”  

V a il cam e ou t o f  the lubrication 
alcove, slipp ing on  grease, his face 
and clothes sm u dged .

“ It’s got to be around here,”  he 
insisted. “ It ’s g o t  to  be. A n d  if  it 
touches o f f  the gasoline, too— ” 

K in ca id  w in ced . N itro  plus gaso
line! It w o u ld  be hell w ith  that 
m ob  still not back far enough . W h at 
the devil ailed the harness bulls? 
W h y  d id n ’t they get them  ou t? 
T h en , th in k in g  o f  gasoline, dash
in g  to the island o f  pum ps, he 
g lim psed  a lieutenant bark ing into 
a car m ike. A n d  the sergeant, 
c lim b in g  to the p row l car’s h ood , 
gesticulating to squads farther back 
to  break u p  the crow d in g  sight
seers.

3 9
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O u t at the island, K in k a id  thrust 
his h a n d  in to  a receptacle fo r  rags 
an d  paper tow els. H o w  m u ch  o f  
those three m inutes rem a in ed ?  A n  
airp lane roared overh ead . Don't let 
any land, h e  th ou ght. H e  fro z e , his 
h an d  a m o n g  the papers and  rags. 
H e  w ith d re w  it s low ly , staring at a 
sm all cy lin d er  lo ck , rem em berin g  
the th in  key blanks he h ad  seen on  
the B o m b e r ’s w ork b en ch .

“ K id ,”  h e  yelled  to  V a il, w h o  
stood  bew ild ered . “ T h e  p u m p s !” 

H e  d id n ’t h un t fo r  keys inside to 
op e n  the panel on  the side o f  each 
gaso lin e  p u m p . T im e , tim e  was 
s lip p in g  aw ay too  fast. H e  grabbed  
a lo n g  screw driver fro m  his kit to  
jim m y  the panel.

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

T h e  panel w ren ch ed  op en . H e  
slicked his breath. N o  exp losion . 
Inside, the m otor, the pu m p , gaso
line p ip in g , and p lenty  o f  space to 
plant a b om b . But it w asn ’t there. 

H e  darted  to  the m id d le  p u m p , 
co llid in g  w ith  V a il w o rk in g  fro m  
the opposite  end  o f  th e  island. 
A g a in  he p ried  w ith  the screw 
driver. V a il h o o k e d  fingers in to  the 
o p e n in g  and r ipped  the panel back. 

A n d  there it w as!
A  shoe box . O n  end on  top  o f  

p ip in g  that w o u ld  shatter under 
the n itro  blast. T h ou sa n d s o f  ga l
lons o f  gasolin e in the storage tank 
w o u ld  g o  up. O th er tanks w ou ld  
let g o , too . T h e  su rrou n d in g  area, 
a sham bles o f  destruction  and fire. 
Sightseers, po lice , firem en burned .

m aim ed , k illed . A  ja ck p ot fo r  the 
B om ber.

“ H o w  the d e v il,”  V a il panted, 
“ d id  he plant it w ith ou t be in g  
seen ? ”

“ W e e  hours. P robab ly  sent the at
tendant ou t back fo r  a special grade 
o il and then w ith  a key h e ’d  m ade 
fr o m  a w ax  im pression—  K in k a id  
sw ore. “ N ev er  m in d . G et the m ats,”

B ut he c o u ld n ’t let the b o m b  rip 
loose that close  to  gasoline. S w eat
in g , he studied  the b o x  w h ile  sec
on d s raced aw ay and  van ished  fo r 
ever. N o , there p robab ly  h a d n ’t 
been tim e  fo r  the B om ber to  booby - 
trap it,

K in k a id  reached in , sweat stream 
in g  fr o m  his arm pits. D elica te ly  he 
rem ov ed  the b ox , carried  it m ore  
gen tly  than a baby ou t to  the street, 
set it d o w n . G ettin g  h is breath 
back , b lin k in g , he look ed  arou nd .

V a il an d  a cou p le  o f  p o lice  Were 
just scra m b lin g  in to  the tru ck  for  
the m ats. A n d  beyon d  th em , m u ch , 
m u ch  too  close, oth er bluecoats still 
tried to  push  the m o b  farther back .

K in k a id  sh ook  h k  head. H e ’d 
better n ot w ait. T h ere  m ight uot he 
tim e to  get the m ats in  place.

H e  lo ck e d  his teeth, w o rk in g  
fast, m a in ly  by feel, w ith  less than 
his usual cau tion . G in g erly  he lifted  
the Ixtx lid  at last. A  clock  m ech a
n ism , the alarm  release poised o n  
the edge o f  the lo n g  n otch , th ou gh  
h e  c o u ld n ’t hear the tick in g  w ith  
all the co m m o tio n  in  the b a ck 
g ro u n d .

But w h en  it d rop p ed  in to the
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n otch , any split-second n ow , it 
w o u ld  trip  a hair-triggered sw itch  
lin k in g  batteries and a detonator 
taped to a m ilk  bottle  fu ll o f  vis
cous, yellow ish  fluid. N itrog lycerin . 
T h a t explained the M ason  jar o f  
m ilk , and  w h y  the B om ber d id n ’t 
need lead p ipe or  any other m etal 
container. N o t  w ith  this m u ch  
n itro planted inside a m etal pu m p , 
close to  gasoline , . .

A l l  this flashed through K in - 
k a id ’s m in d  as he q u ick ly , softly, 
jabbed his finger to stop the c lo ck ’s 
escapem ent. H e  d id n ’ t dare let go , 
not w ith  that alarm  poised to  b low  
up  the n e igh b orh ood  and everyone 
in  it.

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

A  policem an  shouted to V a il, 
w h o  cam e on  the run, then slow ed 
abruptly, turned to  his kit, ex
tended  a thin rod .

“ D a m m it,”  K in k a id  w hispered 
w ith  his hand on  that tricky bom b. 
“ Use you r head. D eactivate the cu r
rent.”

W ith  his free hand. K in ka id  care
fully thrust the rod  in to the bom b , 
jam m in g  the clock  m echanism . But 
there was still the touchy switch, 
the w ired detonator, the nitro . . .

V a il reached w ith  w avering side 
cutters, steadied as he snicked a 
w ire, then the other. H e  bent the 
severed ends w ell back  so they 
co u ld n ’t m ake contact. T h en  he 
pulled in  his breath. K inkaid  
stared at the nitro, still a threat, still 
touch and b lo w . T o o  dangerous to

m ov e  throu gh  this cro w d  area.
“ Saw dust,”  he m uttered, sw eat

in g .
V a il dashed to the truck.
K in kaid  steadied the bottle, re 

m ov ed  the detonator, then w ork ed  
on  the b ig  cork . N o  force. Just feel 
and a prayer. It loosened w ith  a 
protesting squeak. O r was that his 
nerves? H e  w aited as V a il spread 
sawdust in a w id e  pile. T h en , s lo w 
er than the sands o f  tim e, trying nor 
to w h eeze  in the acrid  fum es, he 
pou red  the n itro on  the sawdust.

H e  straightened, a m uscle throb
b in g  in his leg. “ A ll  right, k id , take 
it from  here.”

U p w in d , V a il struck a m atch, 
touched it to the sawdust. W ith  
furiously hissing, yellow ish flames 
the nitro burned  itself away.

V a il grinned . K in k a id  w anted a 
cigarette. S om eon e cheered. Others 
jo in ed  in. It sw elled back into the 
crow d . P eople brok e  through  the 
police lines. Captain D avis barked. 
A  cordon  o f  police  form ed  qu ick ly  
around K in k a id  and V ail. But Bea 
g o t  through , tears stream ing d ow n  
her face. K in k a id  caught her, held 
her close.

Bea trem bled in his arms. “ Jeff, 
y o u ’re needed by  people. I 'm  so 
p rou d  o f  you  . . . Jeff, I was like 
this, learn ing to  handle a gu n , 
learning to  sw im — afraid o f  the 
w ater. C o u ld n ’t you  try to sh ow  
m e  about this, t o o ? ”

H e  co u ld n ’t believe it. “ D o n ’ t 
you  w ant m e to  speak to  the sk ip 
p e r ? ”
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“ D o n ’t you  dare,”  she w hispered. 
“ H e  m ade m e feel so asham ed. H e  
said I was as brave as you . I ’m  not.”  

“ C arefu l,”  said K in k a id . “ Y o u ’re 
ta lk in g  about m y  w ife .”

T h e n  he saw  C aptain  D avis  
standing by, eavesdropp in g , and 
lo o k in g  very pleased w ith  h im self. 

“ W e ll  don e , Jeff.”
“ T h a n k  you , S k ipper.”  H e  look ed  

at V a il. “ T h a t goes dou b le , V a il.”

“ T h e re ’s that w ord  again ,”  said 
V a il, g r in n in g .

K in k a id  heard a  p lan e com in g  
in . T h e  on e  b rin g in g  K a y  and 
H o w a r d  G risw a ld . H e ’d  take them  
d o w n  to  the lab. w ith  Bea. H e  was 
itch in g  to  sh ow  H o w a rd  a few  
th ings.

M ean w h ile , he kissed his w ife  
w ith  everybody  lo o k in g  o n  and  
g rin n in g .
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LOCALES E n glan d

time: T h e  Present

comments: The house next door had become an evil 
place, sinister and frightening. We \ept 
asking ourselves: “ When will it happen? 
Will it be tonight?"

I WAS TRIMMING THE HEDGE. IT WAS
late A p ril and the h edge was 

look in g  like the cu lls o f  last sum 
m er’s coat. It w as a h igh  hedge and 
I had to stand on  a chair. T h e  
shears scattered the clipp in gs lik e  
green snow flakes, and w h en  the 
m an unexpectedly  spoke from  
som ew here b e lo w  m e and I look ed  
d ow n  to  see w h y , the green  clip 
pings w ere all over his hat and 
even on e  or  tw o on  his face. L ike 
m yself, he held shears in his hands.

“ D o n 't  suppose you  w ant any 
help, s ir ? ”  he said, w ith  just a hint 
o f  h ope in his voice. It was a bak
ing afternoon  and  I have w hat m y 
friends describe as miles o f  hedge.

H e  w as a shabbyish fe llo w  w ith 
n o  collar, and it m ust have been 
tw o  days since he had last shaved, I

d id n ’t qu ite like the look  o f  h im ; 
but then I have m et those w h o  d id 
n ’t quite like the look  o f  m e. It 
takes all sorts to  m ak e a w orld , and 
the sorts have to  live. In a way I 
was sorry fo r  h im .

“ Y o u  m ay not believe m e ,”  I said, 
“ but this is all I have to do . I f  I d id  
n ot m yself lo o k  after m y  garden I ’d 
g o  to seed. S orry .”

“ N o b o d y  wants n oth ing ,”  he 
m u rm u red , half to  h im self.

“ W h y  not try next d o o r ? ”  I sug
gested. “ Y o u  m igh t have a chance 
there. M y  n eigh bor has n o  help 
and  you can see he needs som e.”  

N ext d o o r  was the N abob . W e  
d id n ’t k n o w  his nam e at that tim e. 
W e  called h im  the N a b ob . H e  
lo o k e d  like a N a b o b . A  solitary 
sort o f  m an, speak ing to n obody  if

43
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he cou ld  help  it, but pretty w ell o f f  
i f  you  cou ld  g o  by  appearances. T h e  
sort o f  m an w h o  ought to pay to 
have his hedges clipped.

“ T h a n k  you  very m u ch , sir,”  said 
the shabby m an. A n d  next d oor  h e  
w ent.

I heard the N a b ob 's  gate creak as 
it closed beh ind  h im . A n d  then 
n oth in g  happened. I w en t on  c lip 
p ing  the hedge.

B ut after a fe w  m inutes I fou n d  I 
was asking m yself w hat should 
have happened. Yes, o f  course— the 
gate shou ld  have creaked again 
w h en  the shabby m an cam e out.

I c lipped  on , w on derin g . N o , that 
w asn 't right. N o t  exactly. H e  
w ou ld n 't com e  out if  h e ’d g o t  the 
job . T h at was it. H e  had g o t  the 
job.

A ga in  I clipped . A n d  presently 
stopped. T h a t w asn ’t right, either. 
I f h e ’d  g o t the jo b  o f  c lipp in g  N a 
b ob ’s hedges I ou ght to  be hearing 
the sound o f  it, as everybody w ith in  
a h un dred  yards m ust have heard 
m e c lip p in g  for the last hour.

I stood qu ite still on  the chair, 
listening. N o t a sound. Q u eer, I 
thought. H e  hasn’t g ot the job , but 
he hasn ’t com e  out. W h at is he d o 
in g ?  Can he have d rop p ed  dead 
on  the N a b o b ’s front path? A n d  
doesn ’t the N a b ob  k n o w ?

I m en tioned  it to m y w ife  at 
tcatim e.

“ I f  som ebody has d ropped  dead 
in the N a b o b ’s garden  w e  shall 
soon k n o w ,”  she said.

“ Y es,”  I agreed. “ I suppose so.”

“ A n d  I d on ’ t im agin e  fo r  on e  m o 
m ent that an ybody has d on e any
th ing so stupid .”

“ N o ,”  I agreed again. “ N o . I su p 
pose y o u ’re right.”

A n d  since really there was n oth 
in g  to be d on e  about it, the matter 
d ropped . In  fact, by  the next day 
I had forgotten  all about the shabby 
m an  w h o  w en t in through  the N a 
b ob ’s gate an d  d id n ’t com e out 
again.

But on  the day after that I g o t  a 
shock .

I was standing at m y gate, w h is
tling  the d og , w h en  the N a b o b ’s 
gate open ed  and the shabby m an 
did com e  out.

O n ly  n ow  h e  w asn ’t a shabby 
m an any m ore!

H e  was w earin g  a gray lounge 
suit o f  excellent cut, though  ob v i
ously it had never been cut for  h im , 
a gray soft hat and gray gloves. A  
d iam on d  stickpin shone in his tie, 
and he was sm ok in g  a cigar o f  a 
brand w h ich  I cou ld  not afford  to 
buy.

It was not the m ost dram atic 
m om en t o f  m y  career, by any 
means, but I d o  not think that in 
all m y life I have been m ore  aston
ished.

H e  n od ded  to m e as he passed 
and said, “ G o o d  m orn in g .”  N o t 
“ G o o d  m orn in g , sir”— just “ G o o d  
m orn in g .”  A n d  I said “ G o o d  m orn 
in g ”  back. I d id n ’t k n o w  w hat else 
to do.

W h e n  he w as out o f  sight I w ent 
indoors and told  m y  w ife .
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“ H o w  extraord inary !”  she ex
cla im ed. “ C an  he be staying next 
d o o r?  W h a t does it m e a n ?”

“ I suppose he hasn ’t m urdered 
the N a b ob  and w alked  o ff  in  his 
best su it?”  I said. A  ridiculous ex
planation, as I k n ew . If the once- 
shabby m an  had  m u rdered  the N a 
bob  he w o u ld n ’t let m e see him  
w a lk in g  aw ay fro m  the scene o f 
his crim e in broad  day light; and he 
w ou ld  have taken m ore  than a suit 
and a cigar.

But then, w hat explanation was 
there w h ich  was n ot rid icu lou s? A  
vulgar hedge clipper, liv in g  in  the 
N a b o b ’s house, w earin g  his suit 
and sm ok in g  his cigar!

“ A fter  all,”  I said, “ our N a b o b  is 
a nabob. Y o u ’ve  on ly  got to  look  at 
h im . T h is  fe llo w  can ’t be a long- 
lost brother suddenly turned up 
fro m  Australia o r  fr o m  tw enty years 
in prison. N o r  even  a distant cous
in by m arriage.”

“ But there m ust be some reason 
lor  it,”  said m y  w ife .

“ T h ere  m ust be,”  I agreed.
A n d  o f  course there was . . .
B eing the N a b o b ’s on ly  im m ed i

ate neighbors, w e w ere naturally 
m ore  interested in the affair than 
the other residents in the suburb. 
Indeed, it was not until consider
ably later that the others w ere inter
ested at all. B ut w e  speculated on 
the th in g  all day and every day ; 
an d  in so far as w e  cou ld  over a 
h igh  privet hedge, w e  d id  a bit o f  
spying all day and  every day, too.

For, you  see. the once-shabby

m an  cam e back to  the house next 
d o o r  that day, as h e  cam e back 
fro m  all his other w alks every other 
d ay ; and  w hatever m igh t be the 
reason for  the unusual state o f  a f
fairs, there was n o  dou bt at all that 
this vagrant gardener was liv in g  in 
the N a b o b ’s house perm anently, 
w ith  the N a b ob .

I clip p ed  the hedge again, taking 
at least tw o  feet o ff the top  this tim e 
so  that w e  cou ld  see m ore. A n d  
fro m  the bathroom  w in d o w  w e  
cou ld  n o w  see qu ite  a lot. But not 
o f  the N a b ob .

Just o n ce  o r  tw ice  w e  saw him . 
N o t so frequently  as in  the old  days 
b e fore  the once-shabby m an cam e 
tr im m in g  hedges d o w n  ou r  street, 
but just on ce  o r  tw ice. A n d  it was 
alm ost w ith  a shudder that w e  re
a lized  there was a ch ange in  the 
N a b o b , an aw fu l change, since those 
o ld  days.

“ H e  looks— he look s— ” said m y 
w ife .

“ H a u n ted ,”  I said.
She nodded .
“ S om eth in g  like that.”
I sat on  the edge o f  the bath and 

th ou ght hard. T h e  N a b o b  certainly 
did look  haunted: it was n o  exag
geration . 1 have never seen such an 
a w fu l expression on  a m a n ’s face. 
H e  m op ed  about his garden as 
th ou gh  he had n o  longer any inter
est in  life. H e  had never been what 
is called a m ixer, but n ow  he was 
som eth ing  w orse than a herm it.

O n  the other hand, the once- 
shabby m an was g ro w in g  quite
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plu m p and spent m ost o f  his tim e 
in  a deck chair on  the law n. T h e  
w orld  appeared to  be a g o o d  w orld  
to the once-shabby m an.

‘ I t ’s b la ck m a il!”  I said suddenly.
“ B lack m ail! ”  m y w ife  echoed. 

“ H o w ? ”
“ T h at day w h en  he cam e clip 

p in g  hedges,”  I said, “ he cam e back 
into the N a b o b ’s life. F ro m  h ow  
lon g  ago and fro m  what w e d o n ’t 
k n o w ; but he d id . By accident, n o  
doubt, but that’s what happened. 
T h ey  recogn ized  each other, and 
the clipper sim ply invited h im self in  
and has ‘lived  on  the lan d ’ ever 
since. ‘K eep  m e, feed m e, clothe 
m e, and I ’ll say noth ing. But if  you 
d o n ’t— ’ Y ou  can alm ost hear h im  
saying the w ords. A n d  the N a b ob  
just daren ’t turn h im  out. I ’ve n o  
doubt he m akes the fe llo w ’s bed  
and prepares all his meals for  h im . 
H as t o ! ”

“ It sounds rather m ad ,”  said m y 
wife.

“ I quite agree,” I said. “ It does.”
But it w asn ’t. A s it happened. I 

had hit the right nail on  the head. 
It was b lackm ail, and the hedge 
clipper was “ liv in g  on  the land.”  
But w e  d id n ’t find  that out until 
later. A n d  it w asn ’t the m ost im 
portant thing, after all.

W eek s w ent by writh a sort o f  
brood in g  m on oton y . W e  caught 
on ly  an occasional g lim pse o f  the 
N abob , a n d  not particularly pleas
ant glim pses, either. H e  was 
shrunken, and his once-p ink  face 
was gray.

H e  was like a m an  w h o  had 
w akened out o f  a n ightm are to find 
the nightm are still g o in g  on . A n d  
after all, it was a nightm are. T o  
live day after day, w eek  after w eek, 
w ith  an O ld  M an  o f  the Sea forever 
on  your shoulders, a detestable 
m an like the N a b o b ’s O ld  M an  o f  
the Sea, and to k n o w  that, barring 
luck or accidents, that state o f  a f
fairs m ust persist until on e or  the 
other passed aw ay— w ell, n ight
m are is putting it m ild ly , I think,

“ W h y  doesn ’t he run away w hen  
the m an ’s out on e  a fte rn o o n ?”  said 
m y  w ife .

I explained that ru nn ing  aw ay 
isn ’t so easy.

“ T h e  N a b ob  has a g o o d  bit o f  
m on ey  invested in  that house and 
grounds and the furniture, as well 
as in other property in  the sub
urb,”  I pointed out. “ Y o u  can ’t pull 
up all your roots in  an hour, espe
cially w hen  they are financial roots 
and fairly thick. T h ere  are all kinds 
o f  things to  d o  and people to see. 
Solicitors and  valuers and others 
have to  call and you  have to call on  
solicitors and valuers and others. H e  
co u ld n ’t get things m o v in g  very far 
w ithout that fe llo w  find ing  out. It 
sounds easy, but in  practice it’s one 
o f  the m ost difficult things. H e  
might w alk  out and leave every
thing, but I scarcely think the N a 
bob is the k in d  o f  m an to spend 
the rest o f  his days tram ping the 
lanes and the rest o f  his nights 
sleeping in w orkhouses. N o — about 
the on ly  w ay he can  get rid o f his
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O ld  M a n  o f  the Sea— if  w e ’re right 
about w h a t’s g o in g  on  next d o o r  
— is to— ”

A n d  then I  brok e  o ff  and  look ed  
at m y  w ife , and she look ed  at m e.

"Is to  what?" she asked.
“ W e ll . . . ”  I said.
“ I k n o w  w hat y o u  m ean. K ill  

h im !”
I  n od ded . I cou ld  n ot say even  on e  

w o rd .
B ut fro m  that very m om ent, 

w henever m y  w ife  or I lo o k e d  at 
the house next d oor , it was fur
tively— and it was expectantly. T h e  
house next door, w h ich  had been 
m erely m ysterious since the co m in g  
o f  the shabby stranger, w as n o w  be
com e  sinister; and  by n ight it was 
positively evil.

A lth o u g h  neither o f  us again re
ferred to  m y  solu tion  o f  the N a b o b ’s 
troubles, I k n o w  that it wras never 
out o f  ou r  th ou gh ts; and w henever 
w e peeped  over the h edge that sepa
rated us fro m  the N a b o b ’s garden 
w e w ere th in k in g  som ething  lik e : 
“ W h e n  w ill it happen? W il l  it be 
tonight?’’

T h e  n igh tm are w as spreading 
from  next d oor  an d  beg in n in g  to 
take a h o ld  o n  us.

O u r state o f  m in d  and the steady 
deterioration in the N a b o b ’s m orale 
apart, ou tw a rd  events w ere pretty 
m uch  as they alw ays had been. 
T radesm en ’s vans cam e a lon g  tire 
street; postm en  ca lled ; policem en  
passed; dogs slept in  the sun. W e  
w ere at that tim e, I th ink, the on ly  
people w h o  suspected the abnorm al.

S o  far as appearances w en t, every 
day was like every o th er day. It 
seem ed that n o th in g  w o u ld  h ap 
pen  because n oth in g  did happen.

In  the early days m y  w ife  w anted  
m e  to  g o  to  the police , but w h en  I 
w an ted  to  k n o w  w h at about she 
had  to  adm it that I sh ou ld  lo o k  
silly, and that n o b o d y  cou ld  m o v e  if 
the N a b o b  w o u ld n ’t.

S om e tim e in  A u gu st I  had  the 
lu ck  to m eet the O ld  M an  o f  the 
Sea and speak to h im . It was in  the 
bar o f  the R a ilw ay  H o te l w here, I 
was g iven  to understand, he spent 
a g o o d  bit o f  his tim e, d o in g  h im 
self w ell, fo r  he never seem ed to  be 
short o f  m on ey  in his pock et n ow .

It was the first tim e I had actu
ally spoken  to h im  since that m orn 
in g  he cam e out o f  the N a b o b ’s 
gate dressed in  the N a b o b ’s gray 
suit. W e  fou n d  ourselves alongside 
each  other and I suppose h e  fe lt he 
h ad  to speak.

H e  was pleasant about the w eath
er, as on e  n eigh bor to  another. H e  
even  g o t  to  k n o w  m y  nam e, ‘som e
h ow , and told m e his. It was Bunt- 
ley, w h ich  seem ed to  fit h im . H e  
referred to  the N a b o b  as his 
“ fr ien d ,”  and  said he had not been 
too w ell lately. But he d id  not go  
in to  details. In  fact, h e  d id  not stay 
very lo n g  after I g o t  there. H e  
w asn ’t g iv in g  any gam e away.

B y this tim e w e had noticed  he 
h ad  a k in d  o f  daily  program . Every 
m orn in g  at eleven h e  w en t ou t (n o  
d ou bt to  the R a ilw ay  H o te l)  and 
every m orn in g  at tw elve thirty he
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cam e back again. E very even in g  at 
six he w ent out and every even ing  
at eight he cam e back again.

W e  began  to  look  fo r  h im  c o m 
in g  out through  the gate next d oor. 
W h a t w e  always thought (a lth ou gh  
w e  never said it to each o th er) was, 
“ W e ll, h e ’s still alive . . N o t  a 
nice thought to put into w ords, but 
an even  w orse one to  keep out o f  
w ords. U nspoken  thoughts are n o  
help  in counteracting a n ightm are.

Septem ber cam e along, a dam p
ish, co ld  Septem ber. A n d  on e  m orn 
in g  that w h ich  w e had been antici
pating for  w'eeks happened.

Buntley d id  not appear at eleven 
o ’clock , nor in  the even in g  at six.

M y  w ife  was very quiet that day 
and I was restless. In turns w e  kept 
g o in g  to  the w in d o w  and w atch in g  
the house next door. WTe w ere th ink 
ing, "Did it happen last n ig h t? ”

I p row led  about the garden , and 
fo u n d  I was actually m issing Bunt- 
ley ’s com placent w histling and  the 
sm ell o f  his expensive cigar. It was 
an aw fu l day and it was fo llo w e d  by 
an aw ful n ight. I very nearly did 
g o  fo r  the police.

T h e  next day I was g lad  I had 
not d on e so . . .  in a w ay. W e  saw 
Buntley.

But a terribly altered Buntley 
. . . T h e  m an was ill, as ill as a 
m an cou ld  be if appearances w ent 
fo r  anything. H e  was sitting in  a 
deck chair in  the garden, to o  weak 
(it  seem ed to m e ) to w alk.

“ By Jove, that fe llo w ’s in  a bad 
w ay,”  I said. “ H e  needs a d o c to r !”

“ W h a t ’s the matter w ith  h im ? ” 
m y w ife  w on d ered  aloud.

“ H eaven  k n ow s,”  I said. “ Unless 
it’s— ”

I was th in k in g  o f  poison . I co u ld 
n ’t say so. B ut there was n o  need 
to say so. O n e  g lance at m y w ife  
told m e that she k n ew  w hat it was 
I h adn ’t said.

“ W h y  doesn ’t he have a d o c to r ? ” 
she w hispered.

“ I f  the N a b ob  w o n ’t let h im — ” 
I said.

“ T h e y ’re on  the telephone,”  she 
rem inded  m e. “ Is he so ill he can ’t 
reach the te lep h on e?”

B ut apparently he d id  telephone 
— fo r  the next day w e saw ou r ow n  
m an, D r . C obb , get out o f  his little 
b lue car at the gate o f  the house 
next d o o r  and g o  inside. H e  stayed 
m ore  than tw enty m inutes, and he 
cam e, in  all, three times that day.

“ L ook s  serious,”  I said. “ A n d  if 
there is any hanky-panky I ’m  sorry 
for  the N a b ob . C o b b ’s a darned 
clever chap at spotting th ings.” 
A n d  after a m om ent, “ I ’m  not sure 
I ’m  not sorry for  the N a b ob  in any 
case. W h atever I m igh t have done. 
I’d feel like poison in g  the fe l lo w !”

F o r  several days D r . C obb  cam e 
tw ice daily  to  the house next door, 
and after that on ce  daily. Buntley 
was seen n o  m ore  sitting in the 
garden , n or was there so m u ch  as a 
g lim pse  o f  the N abob . W h at shop
p in g  they d id  m ust have been done 
by telephone.

A fte r  a w eek  o r  so o f  this k ind 
o f  th in g  a late bee decided to sting
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m e and I had  to g o  to C o b b  m yself 
tor  treatment. I w as rather grateful 
ro that bee. I wanted to know— al
though  I w asn ’t at all sure as to 
h ow  I was g o in g  to  put it to  the 
doctor.

1 plotted various w ays and means 
as I sat in his w a itin g  room , but I 
need not have troubled. A fter  m y 
treatm ent he sat back and lit his 
pipe, his duties over fo r  the day.

“ Q ueer m an, C avern ,”  he said, 
look in g  at m e through  the sm oke. 

“ C a v e rn ?”
“ Y o u r  n eighbor.”
“ O h !”  I said. “ C avern ? So that’s 

his nam e? W e  always call h im  the 
N abob . Q u eer? W e ll, I can ’t say 
I’ve ever spoken  to  h im . Cavern 
. . . Q ueer nam e.”

“ Suits h im , som eh ow ,”  said 
C obb . A n d  then he look ed  at m e 
again. “ H e ’s g ot a fe llo w  there— ”  
A n d  w h en  he brok e  o f f  I thought, 
“ N o w  it’s c o m in g !”

“ M a n  nam ed B untley,”  C o b b  
added.

“ I k n o w  h im ,”  I said. “ A t least, I 
d o n ’t exactly \now h im .”  

“ R ou gh n eck ,”  C o b b  grunted. 
“ W e ll dressed and all, but about the 
roughest n eck  you  cou ld  m eet. 
W h a t’s he d o in g  there? D o  you  
k n o w ? ”

“ N o ,”  I answ ered. “ D o  you, D o c 
to r ? ”

O n ce  m ore  I thought, “ N o w  it’s 
c o m in g !”  But it w asn ’t. A t  least, 
not w hat I expected.

“ I haven ’t the fogg iest,”  replied 
D r. C obb . “ But although C avern  is

the real th ing— o ld  sch ool tie and 
everyth ing— and Buntley is a rou gh 
neck  o f  the roughest, I d o  believe it 
w ou ld  break o ld  C avern ’s heart if 
the fe llo w  d ied . A n d  die he nearly 
d id , this w eek ."

I just sat there and gaped I 
Break his heart i f  the fe llow  

d ie d ?  Break the Nabob's heart? 
But it was in credib le ! I w as as cer
tain as certain cou ld  be, and  m y 
w ife  w ith  m e, that if p o ison  or any
th in g  else cou ld  have put Buntley 
ou t o f  the N a b o b ’s w ay w ithout 
leaving traces, B untley w o u ld  have 
been a dead m an  w eeks before. 
A n d  yet here was D r . C ob b  saying 
it w o u ld  break the m an ’s heart . . .

“ W h a t ’s w r o n g ? ”  C o b b  asked 
quietly .

“ N o th in g ,”  I said. “ E r— w h at’s 
been  the matter w ith  B u n tley?”  

“ C hest,”  C ob b  answ ered. “ H e ’s 
m issed d ou b le  pneum onia  by the 
closest I ’ve seen for  years. H e ’s 
chesty anyw ay. H e  ou gh t to  look  
after h im self. W h y ?  W h a t d id  you  
think was the m atter?”

“ I d o n ’t k n o w  that— ”  I left it at 
that, fee lin g  I w asn ’t m a k in g  a good  
jo b  o f  it. F ive  m inutes earlier I 
w ou ld  have told  everyth ing w e sus
pected ; but n ow , after the doctor ’s 
firm  assertion that the N a b o b  was 
n oth in g  m ore  terrible than a lov in g  
nurse, I felt I should have to  be 
careful h o w  I trod.

“ W h a t pu zzles m e is h o w  a man 
like Buntley com es to  be there,” 
said C obb . “ C avern doesn ’t try to 
explain  h im . But he co u ld n ’t be in
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better hauds, and  that’s a fact. T h e  
o ld  m an ’s look in g  after h im  like 
a  m other. Worried about h im .”

I felt uncom fortable , and C obb  
w ou ld  keep look in g  at m e. I turned 
the talk to w eather and got back 
h om e as qu ick ly  as I cou ld  to  tell 
m y w ife  C ob b ’s extraordinary news.

“ T h e n  it ca n ’t be blackm ail after 
all,”  she said. “ It can ’t be anything 
w ron g .”

“ I f  it’s n oth in g  w ro n g  w h y does 
he keep the chap  in the house an
other m in u te ? ”  I asked. “ H e  does
n ’t want h im  there. Y o u ’ve on ly  
g ot to  look  at his eyes. H e ’s been 
haunted ever since Buntley cam e. 
But he not on ly  keeps h im  there, 
he nurses h im ! I g iv e  the w h ole  
business u p !”

T h e  next day there w as a k n ock  
on  m y door. I open ed  the d oor m y
self. O n  the step was D r. C obb .

“ H e l lo !” I  said. “ C om e  in .”
“ C an ’t stop a m inu te,”  said C obb . 

“ I ’ve just been next d oor . I thought 
I ’d  look  in and let you  k n o w . 
Y ou ’re w ron g .”

“ W r o n g ? ” I said.
H e  fixed his eyes firm ly  on  m ine.
“ It’s a perfectly  natural illness.”
I ’m  afraid I flushed up at that.
“ O h , I k n o w  you  d id n ’t say any

th ing last n ight,”  C ob b  hastened 
on . “ But I cou ld  tell from  you r 
m anner— ”

W e ll, w e  co u ld n ’t leave things 
there. I had to  tell h im  everything, 
and d id . H e  was interested; m ore  
than that; and he adm itted it look ed  
strange, to say the least. But h e  as

sured m e again that B untley ’s ill
ness was a perfectly  natural illness 
and  that he cou ld  not be better 
look ed  after by anybody than he 
was by the N abob .

“ W e ’ll have a talk on e n igh t,”  he 
said as he w ent away, thirty m in 
utes overdu e for  his next appoin t
m ent.

A n d  so matters stood fo r  perhaps 
fou r  days. T h en , on e  night, quite 
late— after m idn igh t— I was feeling 
restless and cou ld  not sleep. I got up 
and  w ent to  the w in d o w . I cou ld  
see n oth in g— there w asn ’t even a 
star in the sky— but I k n o w  there 
are tim es w hen  you can sense 
things, and  I cou ld  tell there was 
som eth ing  w ro n g  next d oor . I d id 
n ’t k n o w  what it w as: som ething.

I put on  m y dressing g o w n , w ent 
dow nstairs, let m yself ou t o f  the 
house w ith ou t a sound, and tip
toed d o w n  the garden. F or  a few  
m om ents I stood there, n o  wiser 
than w h en  I was at the w in d o w  
above ; then, w ith  a shock w hich  
m ad e m y scalp tingle, I heard it.

S om ebod y  was d ig g in g  in  the 
N a b o b ’s garden .

D ig g in g !

I d o n ’t k n o w  h o w  lo n g  I  stood 
there. H a lf  an hour, perhaps. I 
k n o w  L rem ained a lon g  tim e after 
the sounds stopped, and w hen  they 
w ere not resum ed I w ent indoors 
again. But not to sleep.

I said n oth in g  to m y w ife  the next 
m orn in g , but w hen , from  the bath
ro o m  w in d o w , I had seen w here
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the d ig g in g  had been don e, and the 
size  and shape o f  it, I went rou n d  to 
see C ob b  and told  h im  w h at had 
happened the n ight before.

“ I d o n ’t like it at all,”  I said. 
“ S om ebody  ou gh t to d o  something

“ I ’ll call and see h ow  B untley ’s 
gettin g  on ,”  C obb  prom ised. “ A n d  
if  I see the tw o  o f  them — w ell . . . 
Possibly som ebody was b u ry in g  a 
dead d o g .”

“ By n ig h t? ”  I said. “ A n d  taking 
all that tim e over i t ? ”

“ W ell, I ’ll call,”  said the doctor.
A n d  he d id . But he d id n ’t see 

Buntley.
Buntley, the N a b o b  in form ed  

h im , was n ow  better and had g on e  
aw ay for  a lo n g  holiday. H e  w asn ’t 
expected back fo r  at least a m on th .

“ A  l ie !”  I exclaim ed w h en  C obb  
to ld  m e.

“ I ’m  w on d erin g ,”  he confessed.
“ T h en  what d o  w e d o ? ”  I asked.
“ L eave it to m e,”  said the doctor.
T h a t n ight there was d ig g in g  

again in  the garden o f  the N a b o b ’s 
house— d ig g in g  beh ind  canvas 
screens; and before the daw n  broke 
the body  o f  B untley was disclosed 
and  the N a b o b  was in a local cell, 
charged w ith  “ concealm ent o f  the 
death o f  T h om a s  Buntley, aged 
forty-seven, o f  the same address.”

A n  unexpected charge, but it ap
peared you  had to find out first if  
the m an  had been m urdered. A t 
first it was on ly  certain he was dead 
and buried .

T h e  case created a stir, o f  course 
— especially w h en  it becam e k n o w n

that the N a b ob  had been m a k in g  
feverish attempts to sell all his pos
sessions in the suburb. H e  had told  
the story that he was g o in g  abroad, 
but it cam e out that he had pu r
chased a small property on  the 
south coast, in  readiness for  his 
flight.

“ W h y ,”  everybody was asking, 
“ d id  he kill Buntley ? W h a t was the 
story behind  it ? ”

C row d s o f  people w h o gathered 
to  see “ w here it had happened”  
m ade life  on  the street unen du r
able fo r  som e days, but it was in 
these crow d s that I first saw the 
m an w h o  was to lead m e to the end 
o f  this fantastic affair— if  end you 
cou ld  call it. 1

I n oticed  h im  first, I think, be
cause he was taking such obvious 
pains not to be noticed . H e  never 
cam e out from  the very back o f  the 
crow ds. H e  was a w ide  m an, quite 
bald, as I saw w h en  he took  o ff  his 
hat to  stroke his head, and he w ore 
glasses o f  extraordinary thickness. 
L ik e  the dead Buntley, he was what 
D r. C ob b  had described as a rou gh 
neck. T h ere  was absolutely n o  ex
pression on  his face.

I m igh t have thought no m ore 
about h im , but he turned up at the 
police-court hearing w hen  the N a 
bob was first charged, sitting in  the 
back row  o f  the public gallery, very 
anxiously trying to  keep h im self 
out o f  sight. I pointed h im  out to 
D r . C obb  and C obb  m entioned 
h im  to L angley , the police superin
tendent in  charge o f  the case, and
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w ith in  a m inu te or tw o  the strang
er, w ithout k n o w in g  it, was “ under
observation ,”

T h e  court proceedings w ere over 
in the briefest tim e. T h e  N a b o b  
pleaded n ot gu ilty  as a m atter o f  
course, said n oth in g  else, an d  was 
rem anded  fo r  a fortn ight.

M ean w h ile , the expressionless 
stranger (w h o  was a stranger) d id  
n ot leave the district. I fo u n d  out 
through  C ob b , w h o  had fo u n d  ou t 
th rou gh  th e  police , that his nam e 
was C on n or , and that he was stay
in g  in a cheap hotel across the rail
w ay, d r in k in g  w hiskey m ost o f  the 
tim e and apparently w a itin g  fo r  
som ething. F o r  what, w asn ’t clear.

A n d  then cam e on e  o f  those 
strokes o f  lu ck  w h ich  so o ften  hap
pen in  cases o f  this k in d . C o n n o r  
drank too  m u ch  w hiskey on e  n ight 
and  the police  had to  take h im  in. 
A n d  w h en  they g ot h im  in  they 
searched h im  and fou n d  a letter.

It w as o n ly  a short letter:
D ear  Ji m ,

“ I shall w rite to  you  o n  the 10th 
o f  every m on th , regular. I f  I d o n ’t it 
means I have been  d on e in by the 
m an I am  staying w ith . Y o u  can 
get m y  address fr o m  C harley, but 
d o n ’t try as lo n g  as I keep o n  w rit
ing, o r  all this stops. I ’ll send you  a 
p ou n d  a w eek  as lo n g  as you  agree 
to this, bu t keep aw ay unless I stop 
w riting . T h e n  get m y  address and 
g o  to  the police. I shall have been 
m urdered .

Y ours,
T h o s . B u n t l e y

T h e  resum ed hearing was, n eed 
less to say, sensational. C o n n o r  was 
a witness and the letter was an ex
hibit.

A n d  the letter m ade it clear to 
everybody  that the N a b o b  had been 
b lackm ailed  by Buntley.

But th ou gh  C o n n o r  was a w it 
ness, he was alm ost next to useless. 
H e  sw ore he k n ew  n oth in g  about 
anyth ing. H e  h ad  received  B unt- 
ley ’s letters m on th ly  and had abided 
by  the term s, and  so  lon g  as he re
ce ived  a pou n d  a w eek  fo r  d o in g  
n oth in g  h e  svas satisfied to  ask n o  
questions.

W h e n  he read in  the papers about 
the fin d in g  o f  B untley ’ s b o d y  he 
had com e  d o w n  to  see w hat was 
w h at; but since the police  had got 
their m an  he saw n o  sense in bu t
ting  in  on  w hat d id  not concern  
h im . A n d  that w as, in effect, all 
they ever g o t  out o f  h im . H e  got 
a fortn igh t fo r  b e in g  d ru n k , an d  
after that he w as a free m an.

But useless th ou gh  C on n or  
proved  to  be, he w as a m od el by 
com parison  w ith  the N a b ob . T h e  
N a b o b  flatly refused to  say a w ord . 
E very  possible attem pt was m ade 
to  fin d  ou t why he had been black
m ailed  by  B untley, but the N a b ob  
kept as close as an oyster. H e  sat in 
the d ock  and stared at the floor and 
let the m agistrate’s court get o n  
w ith  it. A n d  again h e  was rem and
ed.

W a lk in g  h o m e  w ith  C obb , I 
asked, “ W h e n  is the charge g o in g  
to be altered to  on e o f  m u rd e r? ”
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“ N ever,”  he said.
I stopped and stared at h im . 
“ N e v e r?  W h a t d o  you  m ean ? ”  
“ It ’s unofficial, but it w ill soon be 

co m m o n  k n ow led ge ,”  said C obb , 
“ T h e y ’re p laying  fo r  tim e, in  order 
to find  out w h o  the N a b o b  is and 
w hat he d id  in the dear days gon e 
b y ; but the P .M . has cleared on e 
th in g  up beyon d  d ou bt. Buntley 
d ied  a natural death.”

“ T h e n — ?”
“ O h , there’s 00 d ou bt the N a b ob  

k n ew  about B untley ’s m onth ly  let
ters to his pal. H e  k n ew  that if  
Buntley got h im self m urdered, or 
d ied  a natural death, and the 
m on th ly  letters ceased the fat w ou ld  
be in  the fire fo r  him. H e  w asn ’t 
risk ing even an obscure new spaper 
announcem ent o f  B urnley’s death. 
H e  bu ried  h im , and so gained 
breathing space o f  perhaps n o  m ore 
than a day or  tw o, but breathing 
space. T h e  probability  is that he 
d id n ’t k n o w  on  w h ich  day o f  the 
m on th  B untley ’s letter was sent. It 
m igh t have m eant as m uch as three 
w eek s ’ breath ing space, but he 
co u ld n ’t tell. H e  g ot busy. B ut if  he 
had not concealed the death he 
cou ld  not have got busy w ithout 
excitin g  a lot o f  suspicions.”

“ I d o n ’t see,”  I said, “ w h y , since 
he hadn’t m urdered  B untley— ”  

“ T h e  N a b o b ,”  C o b b  interrupted, 
“ has been a very naughty boy  in the 
past. H e  w asn ’t risking things co m 
in g  out.”

“ But n oth in g  has co m e  out,”  I 
said.

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

R ecords w ere searched, fin ger
prints com pared , photographs scru
tin ized  by the thousands, but the 
N a b o b ’s past was not unearthed. 
M u rd er it m ight have b een ; p rob 
ably w as; but it never cam e to light.

C ob b  and I w ere talking about it 
on  the n ight before  the trial.

“ S om ebod y  k n ow s,”  said C obb . 
“ C on n or, possibly. P robably , indeed 
— w h ich  is w h y  Buntley w ou ld  not 
let h im  have his address. Buntley 
w asn ’t sharing the g o ld  m ine. Y es , I 
should  say C on n or  k n ew  the N a 
bob  w ell once, and k n ow s every
th in g  about h im  n o w . But h ow  can 
you  m ak e h im  tell?”

“ H o w  lo n g  d o  you  reckon  the 
N a b o b  w ill g e t ? ”  I asked.

“ C oncealm en t,”  replied C obb , “ is 
m ore  o f  an offense than a crim e. I 
should  say tw elve m on th s.”

A n d  tw elve m onths it was.
A fter  w h ich  everybody settled 

d o w n  to  forget. A s  everybody  al
w ays does.

D o  you rem em ber the particular 
m u rder case (o r  any other k in d  o f 
case) that you  w ere discussing w ith 
everybody  a year a go?  Exactly. 
W ith in  six m onths n obod y  cou ld  
rem em ber the N a b o b ’s nam e. M u ch  
less w hat all the bother had been 
about.

T h e  house next d oor  was sold, 
and  the rest o f  the N a b o b ’s p rop 
erty in the suburb. A n d  the suburb 
never saw h im  again.
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B ut a cou p le  o f  years later I was 
m o to r in g  on  the south coast and 
cam e to a little tow n . I had m yself 
forgotten  all about the N a b o b  by 
this tim e, but the n am e o f  the tow n  
brou gh t h im  back to  m y  m in d . It 
was to  this place, I rem em bered, he 
h ad  intended to  retire just before 
the fin d in g  o f  B untley ’s b od y . I w o n 
d ered  i f  he had  d o n e  so.

I searched the loca l directory in 
the post office, but there w as n o 
b od y  d ow n  u n der the nam e o f  
C avern . I f  here, he m ust have 
ch anged  his nam e. But in the after
n o o n , by the m erest chance, I saw  
h im .

H e  was w a lk in g  d o w n  a quiet 
street, tree-shaded and very respect
able. H e  passed m y  car w ith ou t see
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in g  m e and I pu lled  u p  and look ed  
back .

H e  look ed  ten  years o ld er and 
m ore  haunted even  than w h en  he 
lived in the house next d oor . H e  
w as th inner and frailer an d  quite 
hopeless-look ing. H e  carried a 
sh opp in g  b a g  and as I sat there 
w atch in g  h im  he turned in  through  
the sw in g in g  gate o f  a b u n ga low .

C uriosity, I suppose, took  m e 
ou t o f  m y  car and d o w n  the cjuiet 
street. I had never spok en  to h im , 
yet I w o u ld  have spoken  to  h im  
n ow . H e  seem ed to need som ebody 
to  speak to.

B ut w h en  I reached the gate and 
look ed  over it, the N a b o b  was not 
to be seen; he was already inside 
the house and the d oor  w as closed.

N o t that the garden  was em pty. 
In  a bright red h am m ock  slung 
betw een  tw o  apple trees, tastefully 
dressed, happy and sm ok in g  an ex
pensive cigar, was a bald  m an, w ear
in g  glasses o f  extraordinary th ick 
ness. T h ere  was absolutely n o  ex
pression on  his face.

Connor!
I cam e away.
A fter  all, w hat w as to  be  d on e 

about it? N oth in g .
W h a t can be d on e about it ? N o th 

in g .
W e  can on ly  sit round the fire on 

a w in ter ’s even in g  and w h en  w e  re
m em b er the affair at all, w on der.

T h a t ’s all— w onder.
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reco m m en d ed  b y  ANTHONY BOUCHER
F ew  better book s have ever been written on  the intelligent understanding 
and en joym en t o f  m urder than E . Spencer S h ew ’s a companion to murder 
(K n o p f , $4.50). H ere, superbly indexed  and cross-referenced, are 108 
E nglish  and Scottish m urder cases, both  fam ous and obscure, from  1900 
to  1950, a long w ith  illum inating notes on  British law  and biographies o f  
58 celebrities o f  bar and bench. A t  on ce  concise and precise, S h ew ’s brief 
accounts excel in w isd om  m ost versions ten times their length .

COURT OF CROWS, by Robert A. Knowlfon (Harper, $4)
T ransferrin g  the Rattenbury-Stoner case (E n g lan d , 1935) to  the 

C arolina coast today m akes a deeply understanding novel o f  m urder w hich  
is also a notable “ straight”  novel o f  em otions and m anners.

+ * ★ ★  OLD HOUSE OF FEAR, by Russell Kirk (Fleet, $3.95)
G ra n d  vigorous story, w h ich  the author calls “ unblushing G oth ick ,”

o f  adventure and  m enace in  the H ebrides-------as rousing as Stevenson or
Buchan.

■kirk THE SLEUTH AND THE LIAR, by John Sherwood (Crime Club. $2.95)
E nglish  boy learns the terrible tw o-facedness o f  events and people 

in a subtle, deftly  plotted story o f  love and m urder.

* k k  ONE FOR MV DAME, by Jack Webb (Holt, Rinehart & Winston, $2.95)
B right, fresh, som ew hat m ad suspense thriller, as lively as it is u n 

predictable and individual.

CLOSE HIS EYES, by Olivia Dwight (H a rp er, $ 3 .5 0 )

W itty  literate w riting  and shrew d insight in to  academ ic m en and 
m ores com pensate nicely for  lack o f  action.

T h e  16th annual best detective stories of t h e  year  (D u tto n , $3.95), now  
edited by Brett H alliday, deliberately excludes stories from  E Q M M —  
understandably, because o f  E Q 's  o w n  tw o annuals. I fear that this unsalted 
stew o f  trivia m ay indeed represent precisely the best-of-1960-outside-of- 
E Q M M — in  w h ich  case the A m erican  detective short story is in a sad 
decline.
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DEPARTMENT OF "FIRST STORIES’*
This is the 222nd "first story"  published by EQMM . . .  a tale of the 
Philippines, of the rebellion there after World War II, of the conflict 
between the Hups and the law—and especially of a Hit\ chieftain and 
his suspicion of an informer . . .

The author was born in Ermita, Manila, and was only 19 years 
old when he wrote "The Traitor." He has an A.B. degree from the 
University of St. Thomas and is "a product of the Ateneo de Manila, 
a private university for boys run by American Jesuits." Mr. Guerrero 
writes short stories "partly to pass the time away and partly because 
I’m seriously interested in the craft.’’

The author's grandfather, Fernando Ma. Guerrero, was a famous 
poet (in Spanish) and patriot. "The Guerreros,’’ the author tells us, 
"are one of the oldest clans in Manila, and we have always been 
addicted to the world of letters."

Mr. Guerrero dosed his biographical note as follows: “I thin- 
what made me screw up enough nerve to send my ‘first story’ to 
EQMM was Ellery Queen’s constant assertion that, their editorial 
doors are never locked to a newcomer." Readers everywhere, our 
assertion remains, and will remain, constant.

T H E  T R A I T O R

by AMADIS MA. GUERRERO

T hirteen men  made camp high 
in  the K aikulan  M ountains. 

T h e y  w ere fu gitives fr o m  justice, 
m e n  hunted d o w n  relentlessly for 
their repeated acts o f  v io lence and 
m urder, m en  bated for their threat 
to  peace and dem ocracy.

L u is  G on za g a , a b ig  sun-dark
en ed  m an in his late forties, look ed  
a rou n d  to  survey the dark  faces o f  
his m en, and the uneasiness that had 
been in h im  for  w eeks increased.

T h e y  w ere all tried and true light
ers, his men'— drey am bushed and 
killed  w ith ou t batting an eyelash. 
A n d  yet he cou ld  not rid  h im self 
o f  the fee lin g  that on e  o f  them  was 
an in form er, a traitor . . .

T a k e  their last raid at B arrio Ilin- 
g a : they had been surprised there by 
an arm ed and w aitin g  Philippine 
C onstabulary.

T h a t had caused h im  the loss o f  
seven g o o d  m en .
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H o w  cou ld  the P C  have k n ow n  

they w ou ld  strike next at Ilin ga? 
T hat barrio was rem ote and iso
lated, a fu ll three days’ jou rn ey  from  
the nearest P C  outpost and a fu ll 
day ’s journey from  w h ere  they were 
reported to  be in  the M anila  n ew s
papers. A n d  n o  on e but his tw elve 
m en  had k n ow n  o f  his plans to  sack 
Ilinga. H e  had not even told  the 
head H u k  up  in L u m p a  o f  this.

T h ere fore  on e  o f  his m en  had in 
fo rm ed  the P C . O n e  o f  his tried and 
true fightin g  m en  had been respon- 
sibe fo r  the death o f  seven o f  his 
com rades.

A n d  that was n ot all.
E ven  before the fiasco at Ilinga 

there had been signs, little signs, 
that he had first passsed over but 
n ow  v iew ed  w ith  g ro w in g  suspi
cion  and alarm — little th ings like 
the frequent unexplained absences 
o f  a fe w  o f  his m en, the constant 
pursuit o f  P C  m en  w h o  seem ed to 
guess his little h ideouts . . .

L u is G on zaga  got u p  slow ly to 
replenish the fire, the fu ry  w ith in  
h im  m asked. T h e  d y in g  light o f  
their cam pfire flam ed anew  and 
threw  in to bolder relief the dirty, 
unshaven persons o f  his m en.

H e  asked h im se lf: W h o  am on g  
them  is the in form er?

C o u ld  it be  the w ild -eyed  youth 
k n o w n  on ly  as G im e n e z?  T h e  m ad 
boy  o f  the L u z o n  forests w h ose  idea 
o f  fu n  was to capture P C  officers 
alive and hang them  head d ow n  on  
a fire?

C o u ld  it be Jose L op ez , w h o  w as

n o w  reclin ing on  the grass staring 
m ood ily  at the fire?  H e  cla im ed 
he had studied at the best schools in 
M an ila , but G on za g a  d id  not believe 
h im .

O r  m aybe it was M ig u e l V a lerio  
. . .  o r  P ab lo  V e ro  . . .

S udden ly  G on za g a  cou ld  stand it 
n o  longer. H e  spoke ou t harshly, 
suddenly, startling them  a ll: “ O n e 
o f  us is a tra itor!”  A n d  he to ld  them  
o f  his suspicions that had grow n  
in to  certainty w ith  the disaster at 
Ilinga.

W h e n  h e  had finished, M ig u e l 
V a ler io  asked quietly, “ W h y  d o  you  
lo o k  at m e like that, C h ie f?  Surely 
you  d o n ’t th ink it’s m e .”

A n d  Jose L o p e z  grin n ed  sickly, 
“ Surely you  d o n ’t th ink it ’s m e, 
C h ie f? ”

A n d  G im en ez  was sm iling  as he 
asked, “ A n d  C hief, surely you  d o n ’t 
th ink  it’s m e ? ”

A fte r  a half h ou r o f  w aiting, 
G im e n e z  g lim psed  the sm all cloth- 
ro o fe d  jeep and was relieved. A  few  
m inutes later its brow n -u n iform ed  
driver cou ld  be discerned faintly in 
the slow ly m ov in g  vehicle. G im 
enez cam e out o f  his h id in g  place 
beh in d  the trunk o f  a tree and  sat 
d o w n  leisurely on  the grou n d  as the 
jeep  halted som e thirty paces away. 
T h e  m an got out slow ly  an d  ad
vanced tow ard  h im .

“ Y o u  m ade m e w ait fo r  thirty 
m inutes,”  G im en ez  lisped careful
ly  to  C om m an der D io n is io  E lvirio . 
“ I d o n ’t like that.”
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T h e  C om m an der flu n g  h im  a 
co ld  look . “ I g ot your signal,”  he 
said tonelessly, and gestured to
w ard  the sm ok in g  ashes to  their 
right. “ W h a t is it n o w ? ”

“ P oor  C om m an der E lv irio . H e  is 
angry w ith  m e because he fa iled  to 
catch  G on za g a  at Ilinga. P oor  stu
p id , b lu n derin g  C om m an d er E lv i
rio .”

“ W h at d o  you  w ant n ow , G im - 
e n e z ? ”  T here  was n o  visible expres
sion on  the C om m a n d er ’s face.

T h e  youth continued  to address 
n o  one in particular. “ I o ffered  h im  
a chance to  have a nam e all over 
the Islands. I offered  h im  a chance 
to  be a national hero. I to ld  h im  
w here the great H u k  C h ie f G o n 
zaga  w ou ld  strike next. A ll  I asked 
in  return was the three thousand 
pesos’ rew ard on  G o n za g a ’ s head 
and a chance to  start a new  life . But 
like the witless, hopeless b u lld o g  he 
is, P C  C om m an der E lvirio  let G o n 
zaga  slip through  his fingers.”

The C om m an d er smiled, “ I can 
mill hang dozens o f  murder charges 
on you, Gimenez. I suggest you shut 
your mouth and tell me what you 
want.”

“ Y o u  suggest I shut m y m outh . 
W ell, I suggest that you open  up 
that ob ject you  call a brain and ex
am ine w hat’s inside it. A n d  w hile 
y o u ’re at it, d o n ’t bother to m end 
it back .”

“ K n o w  w hat it feels like to see the 
w orld  fro m  beh ind  bars, b o y ? ” the 
C om m an d er asked.

G im en ez  laughed scornfully.

“ Sure, you  cou ld  arrest m e  and shut 
m e u p  forever in  M u tin glu pa— but 
you  w o n ’t. Y o u ’re greedy, E lv irio , 
and y o u ’re am bitious. Y o u  d o n ’t 
both er w ith  sm all fry like m e. Y o u  
w ant G on za g a  and I ’m  the on ly  on e 
w h o  can lead you to h im . So d o n ’t 
ever m ake the m istake o f  threaten
in g  m e w ith  arrest. It doesn ’t scare 
m e  at all.”

“ A ll  right,”  the C om m an der 
grunted , the pulses in his forehead 
the on ly  indication  o f  the trem end
ous effort it took  h im  to  h old  his 
tem per. “ Y o u  have g ot that o f f  your 
chest, G im en ez . N o w  get d ow n  to 
business.”

G im en ez  took  a deep  breath. T h e  
fu n  was over— even E lv irio  cou ld  
be pushed on ly  so far. H e  said 
qu ietly , “ O kay, listen. H e re ’s m y  
plan . .

G o n za g a  was daydream ing.
A n d  as it always was in his 

dream s, im ages o f  his ch ildh ood  and 
you th  w ou ld  com e flashing back to 
h im . H e  saw on ce again the small 
gray-w alled  church  w here he had 
been baptized. H e  rem em bered the 
sim ple one-story structure that was 
the school, the barrio fiestas— annu
al religious events in  w hich  barrios 
all over the P hilippines celebrated 
the feast days o f  their respective pa
tron saints. H is  adolescence had not 
been different from  that o f  any 
other provincial youth. H e  had gon e 
to the small barrio parties, had o c 
casionally serenaded the lasses in the 
com p a n y  o f  friends.
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A n d  then the Secon d  G lob a l C on 
flict cam e and w ith  it the em ergence 
into p ow er o f  a fiery faction  that 
leaned tow ard  a Classless Society. 
A t  first they had had the sym pathy 
o f  the rural fo lk . T h ey  were g ood  
guerrilla fighters, and G on zaga , 
fired  w ith  patriotism , had jo ined  
them  to halt the advance o f  the Jap
anese. H e  soon learned that these 
Classless Society m en  w ere m urder
in g  their o w n  enem ies under the 
gu ise o f  N ationalism .

A n d  then the W a r  ended  and it 
becam e open  rebellion  against the 
G overn m en t. T h e y  becam e k n ow n  
sim ply as the H u k s, and the strug
g le  o f  the you n g  P hilippine R epu b 
lic against C om m u n ism  began. V io 
lence, m u rder and  death w ere the 
order o f  the day. P ublic sym pathy 
changed to public fear and hate.

A fter  lo n g  and  b lood y  years o f  
fighting , the H u k s  w ere defeated 
in 1953. F or seven years they lay 
lick in g  their w ou n ds. N o w  they 
w ere ren ew ing  their nefarious ac
tivities, and L u is G on zaga , H u k  
S u prem o o f  Central L u zon , was in 
the ,midst o f  th em  all . . .

A n d  suddenly his thoughts 
turned to the betrayer in his cam p. 
H o w  had he in form ed  the P C  o f  
their raid at U inga? By a secret 
m eeting w ith  them ? It was possi
ble. T h e  K aikulan  M ountains were 
strew n w ith  h idden  canyons, by
w ays, and  isolated spots. A  clandes
tine m eeting w ith  the law  (possibly 
b y  a sm oke sign al) cou ld  be ar
ranged w ithout too  m u ch  difficulty.

But w h o  ? W h o  am on g  the tw elve 
w ou ld  sell ou t their leader? Jose 
L o p e z ?  M ig u e l V a ler io ?  G im e n iz ?

G on za ga  began  to  sweat.

G im en ez  had another m eeting 
w ith  C om m an d er E lv irio  the next 
day and they put the fin ish ing 
touches to  their plan.

“ It’s too  dangerous, G im en ez ,”  
the C om an der balked. “ I d o n ’t like 
it.”

“ C ow a rd .”
E lv irio  flushed. “ I have had 

enough  o f  your insults, G im en ez ! 
W h a t m akes you  so sure I w o n ’t g o  
straight to  your h ideout w ith  an 
arm y o f  P C  m en  and hand you, 
a lon g  w ith  G on za g a , to the la w ? ”

“ O h , m any reasons.”  G im en ez 
said carelessly. “ R eason N u m ber 
O n e : you cou ld n ’t possibly find  our 
h ideout. G on za g a  was born  and 
raised here and he k n ow s every 
gu lly , every treacherous ravine and 
cliff— w h ich  you  and  your m en 
d o n ’t— and he can easily lead you 
into a trap. Reason N u m b er T w o : 
even if you have the luck to flush 
out G on za g a  it w ill be too costly. 
H e ’s a m adm an w h en  aroused and 
y o u ’ll never catch h im  alive— you 
k n ow  that. Reason N u m ber T h ree : 
you  love  your skin too  m u ch  to risk 
it . . .”

T h e  C om m a n d er ’s heavy hand 
lashed out and struck the you th ’s 
cheek. G im en ez  grunted, fell back  a 
step, and his hand flew  w ith  snake- 
like speed to the inside o f  his dirty 
shirt. T h e  C om m an d er ’s service pis
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tol appeared w ith  startling speed.
“ G o  ahead,”  E lv irio  said. “ B ring 

ou t your gu n  an d  see w here it w ill
get you .”

G im e n cz  stared at the tow erin g  
arm ed figure in fron t o f  h im , then 
shrugged and holstered his w eapon . 
“ A ll  right, E lv irio . N o th in g  w ou ld  
be ga ined  by a fight w ith  you .”  
But the devil-light rem ained in his 
eyes.

“ G o o d  boy ,”  the C om m an der 
said caustically, but he was satisfied. 
H e  returned his gu n . “ N o w  let’s g o  
over your plan again.”

G im e n cz  was silent for  several 
seconds, then began to talk u n em o
tionally : “ T o m o rro w  at noon  w ill 
be the best tim e. H e  assigns every 
on e o f  us to different look ou t posts 
and then lie ’s alone in cam p. I ’ll 
arouse his curiosity— never m ind  
h ow — and lead h im  to that secluded 
spot o v erlook in g  the tw o  giant 
m an go trees, w here the o ld  C ipri- 
ano w ell is. K n o w  the sp o t?”

T h e  C om m an der n odded .
“ Can you  get there by je e p ? ”
“ I k n o w  the trails.”
G im en cz  continued  in the same 

unem otional v o ice : “ Be there by 
one. H id e  your jeep and yourself 
am on g  the trees. W h e n  w e  arrive 
there, I ’ll g ive  the call o f  the M aya. 
C an you  im itate th at?”

F or answer C om m an der b lew  on  
his lips and the sound was not un
like that o f  the call o f  the Philippine 
bird.

G im e n cz  n odded . “ I ’ll g ive  the 
call tw ice. Y o u  answer m e at least
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on ce  so that I ’ll k n o w  you 're there. 
A n d  then,”  his voice  d ropped  to  a 
whisper, “ I ’ll shoot m y  unsuspecting 
ch ie f w ith  m y silencer on  m y gun 
and you ’ll com e out o f  your h id in g  
place and g iv e  m e three thousand 
pesos. T h en  y o u ’ll get out o f  here as 
fast as you  can, w ith  G o n za g a ’s 
b od y  in your jeep, cla im  the three 
thousand pesos’ rew ard m oney, and 
m ake a b ig  splash all over the na
tional papers fo r  having  captured 
— ”  his voice took  on  a jeering note,”  
— at the risk o f  your ow n  life  one 
o f  the B ig  T h ree  H u k s o f  L u z o n .”

“ A n d  w hat happens to  y o u ? ”  the 
C om m an der asked.

“ W ith  your three thousand pesos 
safe in m y pocket, I ’ll be m ak in g  for 
the province bou ndary  as fast as I 
can .”

“ A lo n e ? ”
“ I ’ve always been alone— ever 

since m y  m other ran out on  m e ten
years ago.”

“ I still d o n ’t like it,”  E lvirio  reit
erated. “ It’s too  risky to kill your 
ch ie f right under the noses o f  your 
com pan ion s.”

“ I ’ll be taking all the risks,”  G im - 
enez said cold ly . “ A n d  with as little 
noise as possible, there w ill be no 
danger from  m y  com rades. Besides, 
they’re all beg in n in g  to th ink G o n 
zaga ’s too  w eak and soft to remain 
a H u k  ch ief. Just be at the C ipriano 
w ell as early as you  can. so as not 
to be spotted by on e  o f  our lo o k 
outs.”

“ W h at i f  they spot m e on  the way 
back— w ith  G o n za g a ’s body  in the
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jeep ?  T h a t w ill surely be  a fine fix.”
“ S o  w hat the hell. T h e y ’re afoot 

and you ’ll be d riv in g  away as fast 
as you  can .”

In decision  still stam ped the C o m 
m ander’s heavy features. T h e  youth 
leaned forw ard , “ T h e  plan is sim ple 
— that’s w hy I k n ow  it w ill succeed. 
W ill you  g o  through  w ith  i t ? ”

A  pause. T h en , “ I ’ll g o  through  
w ith  it.”

“ G o o d . T o m o rro w  then. Be 
ready.”

G o n za g a  .was annoyed.
T h e  hours after lunch  w ere the 

on ly  ones he had in w h ich  to be 
alone. Shortly after the m eal he 
w ou ld  assign his m en  to d ifferent 
posts to scan the terrain for  possible 
signs o f  P C . Each m an was 
equ ipped  w ith  sm all but pow erfu l 
binoculars. E ach had a deadly au
tom atic not unlike the service pistol 
o f  the law m en , and an M -I rifle as 
well.

N o w , less than an hour after send
ing his m en  o ff, he spied G im en ez  
hurrying d o w n  die slope tow ard  
him , w a v in g  his hands frantically.

G on za g a  cursed and rose, his an
noyance n ot yet g iv in g  w ay to  alarm. 
W hat did the you n g  d evil w ant?

W h e n  G im e n e z  reached h im , he 
was ou t o f  breath. Sweat stains 
show ed a ll over his ragged  shirt. 
“ C h ie f®  he m anaged to  gasp out, “ I 
th ink I saw som e P C  m e n !”

E xcitem ent suddenly coursed 
i It rough  G o n za g a ’s veins.

“ f tell you  I saw th e m !”  G im en ez

continued . “ Flashes o f  b row n  in all 
that green w ilderness! W h a t else 
cou ld  they have b e e n ?”

G o n za g a  look ed  hard at his 
you n g  henchm an . G im en ez  
breathed u rgency, even terror. H is  
face was pallid  and his hands shook. 
G on za g a  had never seen h im  like 
this. H e  rasped out, “ W h ere d id  you 
see th e m ?”

“ F ro m  the site o f  the o ld  C ip ro  
ano w ell. It’s the m ost elevated place 
around here and  1 cou ld  see for 
m iles.”

G o n za g a ’s eyes narrow ed slightly'. 
“ T h a t w asn ’t w here I assigned you .” 

“ I passed it o n  the w ay! A n d  with 
the glasses I cou ld  see them  clearly 
— specks o f  brow n  that cou ld  on ly  
be the C onstabulary.”

“ H o w  far o f f ? ”
“ T h ere ’s no im m ediate d a n g e r /' 

G im en ez  said. “ T h a t ’s the roughest 
terrain in  Central L u zon  and they 
w ere several m iles away,*”

“ A ll right, lead m e to the w ell and 
let m e see for m yself. T h en  w e ll cal! 
the m en and decide  what to  d o .”

T h e ir  cam p in the m ountains was 
h idden  by a can yon  that few  men 
had trod before. It was w ell cam 
ou flaged  by trees, shrubbery and 
underbrush. A n d  it was through 
these that the tw o passed on their 
w ay to the w 'd i. T h e y  had  been 
born  and raised in this hard en 
v ironm ent, and they knew  every 
inch  o f  the w ay— the treacherous 
falls, the deep in clin in g  cliffs and 
ravines.
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W h e n  they reached the C ipriano 
well, G im en ez  suddenly gave an im 
itation o f  the M aya call. S om ew here 
to their right the call was echoed. 
G on za ga  asked curtly, “ W h at was 
that for, G im e n e z ? ”

T h e  eyes that the youth  turned 
tow ard his ch ie f w ere w ide  w ith 
innocence. “ W h y , n oth ing. I just 
saw som e M aya birds.”

H e  handed over his b inoculars t»  
G on zaga , bade h im  fo llo w , and 
clim bed  the sm all protruding  ridge 
a fe w  paces aw ay fro m  the w ell. A  
vast panoram a spread before  them . 
Trees, small rivers, and  low lands 
w ere in  evidence fro m  their elevated 
position . A n d  rising before  them , 
like huge an d  tall sentinels, w ere 
the blue and clou d -covered  tops o f  
the Im us M ountains.

G im en ez  pointed to  the right as 
his ch ie f began to  scan the scene. 
“ T h ere— just there w as w here I 
saw them .”

“ I d o n ’t see anything.”
G im en ez  m oved  back a step and 

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

the streams are.”
“ 1 still d o n ’t see anyth ing.”
“ I w ou ld  be very m u ch  surprised 

if  you  d id .”
G on zaga  sw u n g  around just as 

the first shot cam e. H e  staggered, 
caught hold  o f  his chest w here the 
bullet had p ierced it. H e  was like 
that w h en  the second shot fou n d  its 
m ark. A n d  the third bullet shat
tered his hand, d ig g in g  d o w n  in to 
his side for his ow n  w eapon .

H e  cru m pled  to the g rou n d .

C om m an der E lv irio  look ed  dow n  
o n  the prone b od y  o f  the H u k  
C hieftain. A  faint roaring sounded 
in  his ears as he visualized the head
lines in the M anila papers: PC Com
mander /(ills Dissident Chief in gun 
duel! Luis Gonzaga felled by the 
hand of Commander Elvirio! Com
mander Elvirio slays Hu/( head in 
gun battle!

A dm iration , fam e, and national 
publicity . A ll  for  h im , for  h im , for 
h im !

H is  exultant g a ze  traveled from  
the dead H u k  ch ie f to the im passive 
y ou n g  killer before  h im . “ T h a t was 
w ell don e , G im e n e z ,”  he said.

“ W h ere ’s m y  three thousand pes
o s ? ”

“ I co u ld n ’t have don e it any bet
ter m yself.”

“ W h e re ’s m y  three thousand pes
o s ? ”

“ R igh t here, G im en ez .” H is  right 
hand w en t tow ard his breast pocket 
and then w ith  b lu rring  speed flew 
to  his h ip  and cam e up  w ith  his 
service pistol. G im en ez  saw the 
fanatical expression on  his face, saw 
the small round h ole  o f  the service 
p istol po in tin g  at h im .

H e  saw death before  h im  and 
k n ew  that he w ou ld  not be fast 
en ou gh  to  draw  his ow n  w eapon. 
H e  scream ed and sw erved aside—  
just as the bullet split the air an inch 
aw ay from  his hair. H e  d ove  to the 
g rou n d  as the gun  roared a second 
tune. A n d  before the C om m an der ’s
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third shot sounded, G im en ez  drew  
and shot h im  in the neck and saw 
the b lood  spurt from  the corded  
arteries.

G im en ez  searched the C onstabu
lary Officer's b od y  m ethodically for 
his b lood  m on ey . First the breast 
pockets— n oth in g  there. T h en  the 
trouser pockets— noth ing there, ei
ther. T h e  wallet contained noth in g  
o f  value— it was em pty except for 
an ID  card and some pictures. A  
few  seconds m ore  o f  fruitless search
in g  and he kn ew  the truth. T h ere

was not one centavo on  the C om 
m ander's person. In his fury and 
frustration G im en ez  began  to kick 
at the dead P C  officer’s face.

G im en ez  flung h im self to the 
grass and began to cry. W h at to tell 
his com panions n o w ?

A n d  the im age o f  L u is  G on zaga  
rose up in h im . It was to be the first 
o f  m any such visitations. H e  re
m em bered  his C h ie f’s kindness to 
h im . H e  rem em bered  his courage, 
his integrity, his absolute fairness 
w ith  his m en.

A n d  G im en ez  sobbed . . .
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T H E  A D V E N T U R E  O F  

T H E  E M P T Y  C U P B O A R D

A Sherlockian Sonnet 

by VINCENT STARRETT,

T h e  burglary occu rred , it can  be sh ow n ,
S om etim e betw een  the hours o f  fo u r  an d  six.

T h e  H u bbard  w om a n , w h ile  a bit prolix ,

Is certain o f  the tim es. T h e  stolen bone,

W h ich  at the stroke o f  fou r, was p la in ly  seen,

A t six o ’clock  had vanished fro m  its p lace ;

T h u s, it is clear, a prim a facie case

Rests against som eone in the hours betw een.

T h is  is ou r p rob lem . L et us n o w  assum e 

S om e o f  the data to have been suppressed.

T h is  was an inside job , as you  have guessed—  

T h ere  w as n o  strange intruder in the room .

In the bare cu pboard  certain prints w ere fo u n d : 

They were the footprints of a gigantic hound!

©1949 By Vincent Stairctt
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Do you enjoy solving puzzles? Are you a riddle fancier? How long 
is it since you tried your wits at an old-fashioned rebus? Well, here 
is one of the most delightful rebuses we have ever encountered. You 
will find it fascinating, we guarantee—and wonderfully good fun!

T H E  I T A L I A N  T I L E  M Y S T E R Y

by JAMES HOLDING

IX WAS RAINING IN POSITANO. THE 
rain b ou n ced  o f !  the red-tile 

roofs, spattered in  the gutters o f  the 
g o ld en  cathedral dom e, turned the 
steep narrow  streets in to  sluiceways. 
A n d  w ith  the onslaught o f  the rain 
all the quaint sunshiny charm  that 
endeared this cliffside village to  tour
ists im m ediately  deserted it, leaving 
behind  an atm osphere o f  w intry  
cheerlessness. T h e  pervasive dam p
ness penetrated n ot on ly  the pu b lic 
room s o f  the Savoia H o te l but the 
very bones o f  the h ote l’s guests.

M artin  and H elen  L eroy  sat w ith  
K in g  and C arol D a n forth  in  w in g  
chairs before  a tiny fire in  the 
lounge. B un dled  in bu lk y  sweaters 
and sports jackets, they stared 
bleakly th rou gh  the rain-stippled 
w in d o w  to  the sullenly breath ing 
M editerranean below .

“ W e  sh ou ld  have stayed o n  the 
Valhalla," H e len  said, “ w here it 
was w arm .”

“ O r  the bar o f  the E xcelsior H o 
tel in  N aples,”  her h usband said 
w istfu lly . “ T h ere ’s the place to  
spend a rainy afternoon ,”

Y et it was this very rain  that led  
D a n fo r th  and L eroy  in to  on e  o f  the 
m ost ch a llen g in g  m ysteries they en
countered  d u rin g  their cruise 
a rou n d  the w o r ld  o n  the ship Val
halla, n o w  tied  up in  N aples just a 
fe w  m iles aw ay. T h e  tw o  m ystery- 
story writers (k n o w n  to  their le
g io n  o f  fans b y  their collaboration  
team -nam e o f  “ L eroy  K in g ” ) espe
cially  relished the P ositano affair 
because it m ade m ore  stringent d e 
m ands o n  their ingenuity than had 
even  the notable adventure o f  the 
A fr ica n  F ish  M ystery.

T h e  o ld -fash ion ed  c lo ck  on  the 
w all w h irred , preparatory to strik
in g  fou r . M rs. C ardon i, w h o  ow n ed  
an d  m anaged  the small hotel, bus
tled in to the room . She held  a large 
tray before  her lik e  an offering. 
“ T e a ,”  she an nou n ced  cheerfully . 
“ H o t  tea. G o o d  fo r  rainy afternoons 
an d  depressed people.”

T h e y  w elcom ed  her. T h ey  w ou ld  
have w elcom ed  anyth ing at that 
poin t except m ore  rain. “ W h ere  w ill 
y o u  have i t ? ”  M rs. C ardon i asked.

“ R ig h t here in fron t o f  the fire,”
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H elen  suggested. “ Is there a tab le? ”  
H er  hands bein g  occu p ied , M rs. 

C ardon i poin ted  w ith  her chin. 
“ T h ere ,”  she said, “ by the w in d o w .” 

L eroy  rose and w en t to  the w in 
d o w . H e  lifted  a low , tile-topped 
coffee  table and brou ght it over 
before  the fire. “ Just the ticket,”  he 
said. “ G ather round, people. Put 
d o w n  the free lunch , M rs. C ardon i, 
and w e ’ ll p itch  in. Join u s ? ”

M rs. C ardon i was pleased. “ I 
h oped  y ou 'd  ask m e,”  she said. “ I 
brou gh t an extra cu p .”

C arol D a n forth  said w arm ly , 
“ P ou r fo r  us, M rs. C ardon i, please.”  
T h e y  liked  their landlady very 
m u ch . She w as a p lu m p , am iable 
w id o w  w ith a heart as b ig  as her 
im pressive bosom . She treated 
them , m ere guests in  her hotel, like 
m em bers o f  her o w n  fam ily .

A fter  tea M rs. C ardon i rem oved  
the tray and C arol D a n forth  sighed. 
“ Still ra in ing ,”  she said lu gu briou s
ly. H er  eyes passed lightly across 
the table before  her. “ M y  w o r d !”  
she said. “ L o o k  at the table you  
brought us, M artin .”

“ W h a t  about i t ? ”  L eroy  asked. 
“ T a k e  your feet o f f  it fo r  a m in 

ute, K in g ,”  H elen  directed, “ so we 
can see all o f  it.”

D an forth , com plied .
“ fust a tile table, darling,”  H elen  

said after g iv in g  it a brief glance. 
“ R ather interesting tiles, I ’ll adm it, 
and qu ite  attractive.”

D a n forth  lit a cigarette. “ C h arm 
in g ,”  he said lazily .

C arol raised a hand to  her short
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dark hair. “ I ’ve never seen a m ore  
peculiar collection  o f  tiles in m y 
life ,”  she said w ith  m ore  anim ation  
than she had exhibited  all day.

F o r  the first tim e, all fou r  really 
focused  their attention on  the lo w  
coffee  table before  them . Its top  
consisted o f  fou r row s o f  tiles, fou r 
tiles to a row — sixteen tiles in all—  
surrounded  by a m o ld in g  o f paint
ed w o o d . E ach tile was about six 
inches w id e  by nine inches deep, 
so that the fu ll table top  was ap
proxim ately  tw enty-fou r inches by 
thirty-six inches— tw o  by three feet.

T h e  b ack grou n d  co lor  o f  all the 
tiles was w hite  and each tile co n 
tained a scene or an ob ject ob v i
ously hand-painted on  the clay be
fore  the tile had  been g iven  its final 
ceram ic g laze  in  the kiln.

T h ere  was noth in g  unusual 
about the construction  o f  the table 
or its overall decorative effect. In 
deed, the w hite backgrounds o f  the 
tiles gave the table top  a sim ple har
m on iou s unity. But w hen one ex
am ined  the scenes depicted on  the 
in d iv idual tiles, on e saw what C ar
ol D an forth  m eant w hen she called 
them  a “ peculiar collection .”

F or  the pictures seemed to bear 
n o  relationship to each other w h at
soever. O n e  was o f  a m ountain  
top ; another o f  a large figure 7 w ith 
olive  leaves floating across it; a 
th ird show ed  a staff o f  m u sic ; a 
fourth , a wall w ith  a hole in it. 
V ie w e d  separately, the sixteen tiles 
fo rm ed  a m elange o f  subjects and 
colors that m ight w ell have been
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the produ ct o f  a dem ented m ind .
D an forth  stretched his lanky fig 

ure in his chair. “ T h is table top 
cou ld  set the tile industry back a 
thousand years,”  he rem arked.

“ It isn ’t that bad ,”  L eroy  pro
tested. T h e  dark eyes in his Indian- 
lik e  face flashed. “ It’s an unholy  
mess in an artistic sense, but it looks 
pretty attractive at that, just as 
H elen  says.”

“ L ik e  a w ife  after you ’ve been 
m arried for  a w h ile ,”  said H elen  
w ith  a side g lan ce at her husband. 
“ U sually a mess, but occasionally 
quite attractive.”  H elen  was 
blonde, statuesque, and lovely . She 
grin n ed  im pish ly.

“ Y o u ’re fishing fo r  com plim ents 
again,”  L eroy  said. “ I w on der w h o  
m ade this table top ?  It m ust be 
unique. T h ere  can ’t be tw o  like it 
in the w h ole  w o r ld .”

M rs. C ardon i passed through  the 
lou n ge on  her w ay to check  on  the 
dinner. D a n forth  hailed her. “ M rs. 
C ardoni, w e ’re adm irin g  your 
beautiful tile table. W h ere  d id  it 
com e from , if  I ’m  not being im 
pertinent? Is it Ita lian ?”

“ In a w ay,”  M rs. C ardon i said, 
sm iling. “ It was m ade right here in 
Positano especially fo r  m e— but by 
an A m erican  gentlem an.”

H elen  said, “ W e  thought som e o f  
the pictures -on the tiles seemed a 
little . . . w ell, o d d .”

T h e  landlady flapped her apron 
w ith  the air o f  a w om an  w h o  is 
about to  en joy  a g o o d  gossip. “ I ’ll 
tell you  about that table,”  she said,

resting on e h ip  on  a chair arm. 
“ O n e  o f  m y  guests in the hotel 
m ade it. H e  h ad  a perm anent room  
here for several years until he be
cam e ill and  died . H e  was an 
A m erican  like you , but he lived  in 
Italy alm ost all his life .”

“ W h a t was his n a m e ?”  Carol 
asked. She had a passion for  names.

“ L em u el V . B ishop,”  M rs. Car
don i replied. She paused a m om ent, 
her eyes blank w ith  m em ory. "H is  
on ly  relative was a brother— a fa
m ous law yer in A m erica , he told 
m e, w h o  d id  not approve o f  him  
because he was an im practical, ab
sent-m inded professor w h o  loved 
Italy m ore than the U nited  States. 
H e  was a lonely  m an  w hile he 
lived here at the hotel. H e  d id n ’t 
m ake friends w ith  anybody else, 
not even the other guests. H e ’d 
been a teacher in  R avenna, he said, 
and n ow  he was o ld  and tired and 
w ished to spend the rest o f  his life 
in Positano, w here he cou ld  see 
the sea and the go ld en  d om e o f  the 
cathedral and the fishing boats 
overturned on  the black beach.”

T h e y  listened sym pathetically. 
“ But w hat about the table?”  L eroy 
prodded  gently.

“ O h , yes, the table. A fter  M r. 
B ishop becam e seriously ill, he be
gun to m ake the table. H e  got clay 
and paints and all the materials to 
m ake the table itself in the village. 
A n d  he am used h im self for  several 
m onths up in his room , cu tting the 
tiles and pain ting  them , and put
ting the table together. H e  got G io 
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vanni P olito, our local tile m aker, 
to fire his tiles after h e ’d  painted 
the designs on  them .”

“ But you  said he m ade them  for 
you ,”  Carol said, scenting a faded 
rom ance.

“ H e  d id . But just as a personal 
g ift fo r  m e, because h e  th ou ght I'd  
been k ind  to  h im  w h ile  he was 
sick .”

“ N o  w on d er he w anted to  show  
his appreciation ,”  L eroy  m u r
m ured. “ It is a h an dsom e table.”

“ I think so, to o ,”  she said, “ al
th ou gh  M r. B ishop  alw ays m ade a 
jok e  about it.”

“ A  jo k e ? ” asked D an  forth curi
ously.

“ Som etim es I ’d  g o  in to  his room  
w hen he was w o rk in g  on  his tiles 
and he’d  laugh an d  say this w ou ld  
be on e  w ill his stuffy brother m ight 
have trouble reading.”

D an forth  and  L eroy  exchanged 
glances. “ Y o u  say lie called the 
table a tv ill?" K in g  asked.

“ Y es. In a jo k in g  w ay. H e  told  
me it was his last w ill and testa
m ent, and he w as g o in g  to  leave it 
w ith m e. A n d  w h en  lie d ied , his 
brother in A m erica  w ou ld  com e 
and get it.”  M rs. C ardon i paused. 
“ H e  was, o f  course, jok in g . N o  
brother ever cam e.”

“ H o w  w ou ld  the brother k n ow  
he was d e a d ? ”

“ M r. B ishop said h e  w rote  his 
brother a letter several w eeks before  
the end ,”  she expla ined , “ and  told 
him  he was d y in g  and that I had 
his w ill. And. he asked his brother

to  com e here and handle th ings fo r  
h im . H e  also said he told  his broth 
er in  the letter that he w anted to 
he bu ried  in Italy— in R aven n a .”

“ B ut no brother cam e.”
“ N o .”
“ A re  you  sure he m ailed  the let

te r ? ”
“ I m ailed  it fo r  h im  m yself— air

m ail. T h a i ’s w hen he told  m e w hat 
w as in  it.”

“ W hat: d id  you  d o  w h en  no 
brother sh ow ed  u p ? ”

“ I used w hat m on ey  he had left 
to bury h im  in R avenna as he 
asked.”

T h e y  regarded her in silence fo r  
a m om ent. This-w as a service above 
and  b eyon d  the call o f  duty fr o m  a 
hotelkeeper to a guest. M rs. C ar
don i sm iled  and  said, “ M r. B ishop 
was a fine m an . So k in d  and schol
arly and gentle. A n d  a very g o o d  
guest. H e  stayed here m any m on th s 
and never com plained  on ce  about 
an yth ing . A n d  he always paid his 
bills prom ptly .”

“ T h an k s, M rs. C ardon i,”  H e le n  
said. “ W e  d id n ’t intend to rem ind 
you  o f  w hat m ust have been a pain
fu l incident. W e ’re sorry.”

T h e  albergatorc w aved  a hand 
and rose. “ T h ere  arc all kinds o f  
problem s in ou r trade,”  she said. 
“ O n e  docs on e ’s best.”  She disap
peared in to the kitchen.

C arol frow n ed  at her husband 
and said, “ A ll right, n ow , darling, 
I can see the wheels g o in g  around 
in that inquisitive head o f  yours.”

“ W h y  n o t? ”  L erov  said. “ T h is
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cou ld  com e right out o f  one o f  our 
book s, K in g . A  d y in g  m an, a will, 
a stuffy attorney, a k indly  innkeep
er. A m  I r ig h t? ”

“ C om pletely ,”  his partner said 
w ith  enthusiasm. “ I ’ll bet M r. L em 
uel V . B ishop w asn ’t k idding . 
T hese screwy pictures on  the tiles 
m ust m ean som ething.”

C arol burst out, “ llut that’s ri
d icu lou s! It co u ld n ’t be. O r  the 
brother w ou ld  have arrived to  take 
charge after M r. B ishop d ied .” 

“ A h , m y  sw eet,”  said D anforth , 
sm iling, “ that is exactly w here one 
o f  m y  m eager talents con firm s m y 
guess that there’s som ething to this 
o d d  business.”

“ Y o u  mean y o u ’ve got ta len t?” 
his w ife  asked w ith  a laugh. “ I pre
fer  m oney, darling.”

“ I just happen ,”  returned D an 
forth  w ith  dign ity , “ to have total 
recall w hen it com es to news stor
ies, as you very w ell k n ow . A n d  I 
distinctly rem em ber that a N e w  
Y o rk  attorney nam ed C lyde R . 
B ishop was k illed  tw o years ago 
w h en  that b ig  Italian airliner 
crashed on  take-off from  Id lew ild .”  

C arol said, “ I f  you rem em ber it, 
it happened.”  She turned to H elen . 
“ Y o u  see? It’s like being m arried to 
a com p u tin g  m ach ine.”

L eroy  said, “ A re  you serious, 
K in g ? ”

“ Certainly I ’m  serious. A  N e w  
Y o rk  law yer nam ed B ishop was 
listed am on g  the fatalities in that 
crash. See w hat I ’m  getting a t? ”  

“ T h a t law yer-B ishop m ay have

been flying here, in response to his 
d y in g  brother’s letter w h en  his 
plane cracked u p  and he was 
k illed  ? "

“ D oesn ’t it f it ? ”
“ L ik e  a suede g lov e  by B arra !” 

said L eroy  enthusiastically.
“ A n d  that’s w h y n obod y  cam e to 

read this w i l l? ”  H e len  said, tou ch 
in g  the tile table w ith  the point o f  
on e  dainty shoe.

“ E xactly ,”  her husband said. 
“ A n d  that m eans it probably is a 
w ill. A n d  all these m onths it’ s just 
been sitting here in this lou n ge w ait
in g  fo r  som eone as brilliant as 'L e 
roy K in g ’ to com e a lon g  and figure 
it out, and see that M r. B ishop ’s 
heirs com e  into their rightfu l in 
heritance. D oesn ’t that sound c o m 
pletely reasonable?”

“ It sounds suspiciously like boast
in g  to m e,”  Carol rem arked. “ But 
w hat are w e w aitin g  fo r ?  L et ’s get 
started. I was always a w h iz  at 
crossw ord  puzzles.”

“ M e  too ,”  H elen  ch im ed in, 
“ especially on  the really tough 
w ords like gnu  and poi and pyx.”  
She flashed her w on derfu l smile. 
“ T h is  little o ld  table top shou ldn ’t 
take us m ore than a fe w  m inutes.”  

“ W h a t we need,”  said D an forth , 
“ is a system. If the tiles really m ean 
som ething, w e ou ght to g o  at the 
prob lem  scientifically. D o n ’t you 
think so, M a rt?”

“ I d o . It seems obvious that the 
tiles m ust represent w ords or 
g rou ps o f  w ords. So let’s try the 
sim plest system first. L et’s write
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d o w n  the w ord s  w e  can  th ink o f 
that best describe each tile .”

H e len  said, “ Shall I be secre
ta ry?”

“ Please d o ,”  said K in g  D a n forth  
gallantly. “ I can ’t im agin e  a lov e 
lier am anuensis.”

“ H e y !”  C arol interjected. “ W h y  
d o n ’t you  ever say nice th ings like 
that t o .m e ? ”

“ Y o u ’re m y  w ife . A n d  d ign ified  
restraint is therefore indicated in 
m y rem arks to  y o u .”  H e  g rin n ed  
at his w ife  and a d d ed  softly , “ A t  
least in p u b lic .”

C aro l flushed. “ C o m e  o n ,” she 
said, “ qu it stalling. W e  have w ork  
to d o .”

L eroy  said to H elen , “ M ak e a 
rou gh  sketch o f  the table top , h o n 
ey. A n d  num ber the tiles fr o m  one 
to sixteen. T h e n  identify  each tile 
as w e  describe it to  you . O k a y ?  
T ile  N u m b e r  O n e : a signpost w ith  
a hand-shaped  sign po in tin g  west. 
G o t  i t ? ”

“ G o t  it,”  H elen  said, busily w rit
ing. A n d  w h en  L eroy  and D an - 
forth  had finished describ in g  each 
tile, her notes lo o k e d  like th is:

1.
H in d 
shaped sign 
pointing 
west

2.
Colonial 
building 
with sign 
“ T he A nchor”

3.
Mountain
scene

4.
Sky and 
clouds

5.
W om an 
looking at 
basket on 
doorstep

6.
House on  
hillside

7.
W all with 
hole in it

8.
Seascape

9.
Oil lamp 
burning

10.
Tea cup
being
emptied

11.
Man buck
ling sword 
belt

12.
Figure 7 

with leaves

13.
Baby
waving

14.
Man singing, 
holding 
open book

15.
Building with 
egg-crate 
type walls

16.
8-note 
scale ou 
musical 
staff
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“ N o w ,"  said L eroy , “ everybody 
look  at tile N u m ber O n e. A n d  say, 
in turn, the w ord  or  w ords you 
think accurately describes the p ic
ture on  it. T h is  is a bona fide brain
storm  session, n ow . W e  d o n ’t want 
anybody criticiz in g  an ybody else’s 
suggestions till w e ’ve g o t  them  all 
d o w n . O k a y ? ”

“ O k a y ,”  said the others in  chorus.
“ G o o d . T h en  you  start, C arol.”
T h e y  look ed  hard at tile N u m b er 

O n e . “ S ign ,”  said Carol.
“ W est,”  said D an forth .
“ P o in tin g ,”  H elen  suggested.
“ L e ft ,”  was L eroy ’s guess.

H elen  w rote the fo u r  w ords 
d o w n  under the proper tile n u m 
ber.

C arol said, “ T h at on e  sounded  
like sign language.”

T h ey  ignored  her. “ Secon d  tile,” 
D a n forth  said. “ C olon ia l b u ild in g  
w ith  a sign reading ‘T h e  A n ch o r ’ .” 

“ In n ,”  said Carol prom ptly.
“ P ub .”
“ H o te l.”
“ Seam en ’s rest.”
T h ey  began  to en joy themselves. 

H e len  w rote  the w ords as they w ere 
uttered and before very lon g  H elen 's 
w o rd  list look ed  like this:

]. 2. 3. 4. •
sign inn peak sky
west pub hill firmament
pointing- hotel crag cloud 9
left seaman’s rest mountain heaven

5. 6. 7. 8.
Foundling cliff Humpty-Dumpty ocean
deserted hom e peek-a-boo waves
marketing Savoia aperture main
good Samaritan hotel opening sea

9. 10. i i . 12.
lamp grounds knight Seven
light dregs sword Seven
glow goodko-last- drop belt Seven
quick lees gird Leaves

13. 14. 15. 16.
Cheerio song H ilton octave
bye-bye music school scale
so long singing factory staff
sec you later hymn hotel do-re-mi
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T h ey  passed the com pleted  list 
fro m  hand to hand, studying it, 
sw itch ing their eyes like shuttle
cocks back and forth  betw een  the 
listed w ords and the tiles o n  the 
table top.

“ N o w  what ? ”  asked Carol.
“ N o w ,”  her husband said, “ w e 

begin  to  elim inate. W e  brin g  to 
bear the coo l, critical ju dgm en t 
w h ich  L eroy  K in g  h im self displays 
at all tim es in his novels. W e  select 
the on e  w o rd  fo r  each tile that 
seems to  m ake the m ost sense w hen  
com b in ed  w ith  the others.”

“ W a it .”  L eroy  was staring at the 
list. “ M aybe w e  can find a h ook  to 
h ang our d ecod in g  on , i f  w e can 
figure out w h y  three o f  these tiles 
are so sim ilar.”

“ W h a t ’s that m e a n ? ”  H elen  
asked. “ I d o n ’ t see any tiles that 
lo o k  alike.”

“ L o o k  at N u m bers  T w o , Six, and 
F ifteen ,”  L eroy  said.

“ B in g o !”  D an forth  said sudden
ly. “ I get it. A ll  three are bu ild 
ings, and in all three cases on e  o f  
us suggested the sam e w o rd  to de
scribe them — the w ord  ‘ hotel.’
R ig h t? ”

“ R ight. A n d  H elen  even  said 
‘Savoia ’ to describe tile N u m b er Six 
— the very hotel in w h ich  w e are 
silting at this m om en t.”

“ Sure. But I dou bt if  the w ord  
w e want for all three o f  those tiles 
is ‘h otel.’ 'Fhe sentence in the tiles 
is probably  too  short to use ‘h otel’ 
in it three tim es w ith  any signifi
cance.”

“ H o w  about ‘in n ,’ th e n ? ”  D a n 
forth  asked. “ Spelled  w ith  on e ‘n ’ 
it ’s a very co m m o n  w ord  and m ight 
easily be used three tim es in a short 
sentence.”

“ L e t ’s try it. W rite  d ow n  the 
w ord  ‘ in ’ opposite tile N u m bers 
T w o , Six, and F ifteen , H e len .” 

H e len  fo llo w e d  instructions. 
“ T h a t ’s the on ly  sim ilarity I can 

see,”  D a n forth  proceeded . “ So w e ’ll 
have to assume that each o f the 
other tiles represents a separate 
w ord . In  w h ich  case, w hat m ight 
the first w o rd  be, tile N u m b er O ne, 
that w ou ld  m ake sense com in g  be
fore  the w ord  ‘ in ’ ? ”

H elen  look ed  at her list. “ I favor 
the w ord  ‘ left’ for  tile N u m b er 
O n e ,”  she said thoughtfu lly . “ It 
sounds like a w o rd  that w ou ld  be 
used in a w ill, d o n ’t you  th in k ? ” 

“ N o t  having been left anything 
by rich relatives, I co u ld n ’t say,” 
L eroy  grin n ed . “ But if  that’s your 
w o m a n ’s intu ition , I ’ll buy it. First 
tw o w ords, therefore, are ‘L e ft  in ’ .”  

“ W e re  d o in g  fam ously ,”  said 
D a n forth . “ W e r e  already one- 
e ighth  finished.”

“I see n o  reason to bat ou r brains 
out o n  the next tw o  tiles,”  L eroy  
said. “ In each case on ly  on e  o f  the 
suggested w ords honestly describes 
the tiles. So let’s put d o w n  ou r  first 
row  o f  tiles to m ean : ‘L e ft in  m ou n 
tain sky ’ .”

H e len  sucked on  her low er lip  
and look ed  stubborn. “ T h a t ’s silly,” 
she protested. “  ‘L eft in m ountain  
sky’ ! Is this a new  k in d  o f  air-con
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ditioned  safe deposit vault M r. 
B ishop  is d irectin g  us t o ? ”

“ It does seem  rather m ean in g
less,”  L eroy  adm itted.

A t  this po in t D a n forth  began  to  
display the signs that alw ays por
tended an an nou n cem en t o f  im 
m ense im portan ce  fro m  h im . H e  
cleared his throat, ru bbed  a h and  
over his crew cu t briskly, an d  said, 
“ I  th ink w e  sh ou ld  all have a 
d rin k .”

T h ere  w as n o  o b ject ion  to  this 
em inently  sensible d edu ction , so 
they ordered  vodk a  g im lets all 
arou nd  fro m  G u isepp i, the bar
tender-w aiter o f  the hotel, w h o  
brou ght the cockta ils to  them  on  a 
classic silver tray that cou ld  have 
com e  fro m  the ruins o f  Paestum .

“ N o w ,”  said D a n forth  w h en  the 
first sip o f  the g im lets had w o n  
unan im ous approval, “ m ay I pa
rade a little o f  the perspicacity and  
analytical skill that, com b in ed  w ith  
M artin  L e ro y ’s, have m ade us fa
m o u s ? ”

“ By all m eans,”  his w ife  en cour
aged. “ Y o u  lo o k  like the cat that 
has sw a llow ed  the cream .”

“ I  m ust w arn  you  against m ix in g  
m etaphors, baby,”  D a n forth  said. 
“ But n o  m atter. L o o k  at the w ord s  
w e have put d o w n  after tiles F ou r  
and T w e lv e . N o t ice  anyth ing about 
th e m ? ”

Silence. Intensive study o f  the in 
dicated w ords. N o th in g . L eroy  said, 
“ G iv e .”

“ G la d ly ,”  D a n forth  said gran d il
oq u en tly , “ I shall read  them  a lou d

and then, perhaps, the lig h t— ” 
“ H o ld  i t ! ”  H e le n  excla im ed. 

“ T h e y  rh ym e! L o o k , ‘heaven ’ in. 
the first hatch and ‘seven ’ in the 
o th er! ‘H eaven , seven ’ .”

“ H ea d  o f  the class,”  K in g  said, 
“ N o w  take a lo o k  at the w ords fo r  
tiles E igh t and S ixteen .”

L eroy  sh ook  his head. “  ‘Sea’ 
rhym es w ith  ‘d o -re -m i,’ I suppose. 
But ‘do -re -m i’ seems an u nlikely  
w o rd  to  en d  a sentence. T h a t ’s the 
last w ord , rem em ber.”

“ L o o k  at the tile aga in ,”  D an 
forth  said. “ A l l  the notes o n  the 
staff are quarter notes except the 
th ird  on e . It’s a h a lf note. A n d  it’s 
‘m i.’ So w hat about M r. B ishop  
just w an tin g  the ‘m i ’ to be used? 
Spelled  w ith  an ‘e ’ ? ”

L eroy  n od d ed . “ L e t ’s try it. ‘M e ’ 
fo r  the last w ord , H e le n .”

H e le n  w rote  it d o w n .
“ N o w ,”  said L eroy , “ i f  w e  use 

the w ords that rh ym e fo r  the end  
tiles, ou r first line w o u ld  read : ‘L e ft  
in  m ou n ta in  heaven.’ ”

“ A n d  the rest o f  the m essage 
com es ou t like this,”  D a n forth  said. 

“ L e ft  in m ou n ta in  heaven 
B lank in  b lank  sea 
B lank b lank blank seven 
B lank blank in  m e .”

“ C lear as m u d ,"  H e len  laughed, 
“ A ll  w e  have to  d o  is fill in  the 
blanks and som ebody  w ill inherit a 
tile-topped  table.”

L eroy  was staring at the table 
top. “ I f  it rhym es, m aybe it ’s a short 
p oe m . A n d  i f  it ’s a poem , it ou gh t 
to  scan.”
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“ M od ern  poetry ,”  C arol suggest
ed, “ d oesn ’t scan on ce in  a hundred  
tim es. T h a t ’s effete and old-fash
ioned , d id n ’t you  k n o w ? ”

“ I refuse to  a ck n ow ledge, even 
rem otely, that M r. B ishop m igh t 
have been  w ritin g  m odern  verse in  
tiles!”  her husband reproved  her. 
“ H e  was a classicist, I ’m  sure. A  
teacher in R avenna. So let’s say, fo r  
the heck  o f  it, that he intended his 
tile poem  to  scan. W h ere  does that 
get u s ? ”

“ In deep  trouble,”  L eroy  said. 
“ N o n e  o f  the w ords w e  thought o f  
fo r  tile N u m b e r  F ive  is m on osy l
labic. A n d  it w ou ld  have to be— to  
scan like the first row  o f  tiles.”  

“ Suppose w e  use part o f  that first 
w o rd  under tile N u m b e r  F iv e ? ”  
C arol said tentatively. “  ‘F o u n d 
lin g ’ is obviously  an accurate de
scription  o f  the picture. But just 
‘fo u n d ’ cou ld  describe it, too. A  
baby in  a basket bein g  ‘fo u n d ’—  
get i t ? ”

“ S ou nds g o o d ,”  her husband 
said. “ I on ly  h ope that d oesn ’t m ean 
M r. B ishop  was leaving a fou n d lin g  
to som ebody in his w ill. T h at w ay 
lies m adness. H ow ev er , if w e use 
‘ fo u n d ,’ the second ro w  o f  tiles 
reads: ‘F ou n d  in  op en in g  sea’ . 
W a it, th ou gh , darling ,”  C arol pro- 
protested. “ H o w  com e you  used 
‘op en in g ’ fo r  that th ird w o r d ? ”

“ It scans.”
“ A n d  besides,”  H elen  ch im ed  in , 

“ it w ou ld  be silly to  talk about a 
h u m pty -du m pty  sea or  a peek-a-boo 
sea or  an  aperture sea.”

“ T h is  w h ole  th in g  is nuts any
w ay ,”  C arol said. “ A n d  there’s 
som ething qu ite  appealing to  m e 
about the phrase ‘h um pty -du m pty  
sea.’ It speaks to m e som eh ow . But 
I ’ll b o w  to the w ill o f  the m ajority  
— ‘ op en in g ’ it is. So w e ’ve g o t : 

“ L e ft  in m ountain  heaven 
F o u n d  in  op en in g  sea 
Q u ick  b lank  blank seven— ”  

“ Just a m inute, C arol,”  K in g  
D a n forth  interrupted. “ Y o u  said 
‘q u ick ’ fo r  the first w ord  in  the 
third ro w  o f  tiles. W h y  qu ick  ? T h e  
tile show s an oil lam p.”

“ /  see w h y .”  H elen  patted C aro l’s 
hand. “ Y o u ’re just a genius, dar
lin g, that’s all. C ertainly it’s ‘q u ick .’ 
T h ere ’s the w ick  in the lam p. A n d  
look  at the o d d  shape o f  the lam p 
handle— that little handle-loop  co m 
in g  o f f  to the right, it’s shaped 
exactly like a Q . So ‘Q ’ plus ‘w ick ’ 
spells ‘q u ick ’ .”

“ I con cede defeat,”  said D an forth  
w ith  m ock  h um ility . “ I guess you  
are pretty g o o d  at crossw ord  p u z 
zles at that.”

“ H o w  about that next tile, 
th ou gh  ? ”  L eroy  asked. “ T h e  teacup 
bein g  em ptied? T h ree  o f  ou r  de
scriptive w ords w ou ld  scan there. 
W e  cou ld  have ‘qu ick  grou nds,’ 
‘qu ick  dregs’ or  ‘qu ick  lees’ .”  

H e len  laughed . “ Q u ick  grounds 
seems to g o  m ore  w ith  co ffee  or  d i
vorce ,”  she said, “ than w ith  a w ill.”  

L eroy  was silent fo r  an instant, 
h o ld in g  up his hand dram atically. 
“ M a n ,” he said finally, “ I th ink I ’ve 
got h o ld  o f  on e from  w ay out.
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L o o k . I f  the second tile in  that 
ro w  is ‘lees’ it m akes a faintly fa 
m iliar w ord  w h en  com bin ed  w ith  
the w ord  ahead o f  it, ‘q u ick .’ T h e  
tw o  together w ou ld  read “ qu ick  
lees’ .”

“ A n  adverb i f  I  ever heard on e ,”  
said Carol. “ But spelled w ron g . 
S h ou ldn ’t have an ‘s’ on  the end.”

“ A n d  it ’s never used any m ore in 
the singular,”  D an forth  added, 
“ that w o rd  ‘lees’ .”

“ L et m e finish. W h a t i f  the final 
‘s’ is a possessive? T h e n  w hat d o  w e 
g e t ? ”

“ S om eth ing that belongs to 
q u ick ly , w h oever that is.”

“ Shakespeare!”  D an forth  cried. 
“ M istress Q u ick ly ! Merry Wives 
of Windsor!"

“ W h o  e lse?”  L eroy  said sm ugly. 
“ W h o  else ever had a nam e like 
th a t?”

“ But w h y M istress Q u ick ly ? ”  
H e len  argued. “ W h a t ’s she got to 
d o  w ith  tile tables or  M r. B ishop ’s 
w il l? ”

“ Mistress Q u ick ly ,”  said L eroy, 
“ if  I rem em ber correctly, was a ser
vant to  D o cto r  Caius in  Shake
speare’s play. She w aited on  him , 
served as his m essenger, d id  his 
housekeeping, played hostess for  
h im — ”

“ A h !”  D a n forth  n od ded  approv
ingly . “ In a w ord , she was a kind 
o f  M rs. C ardon i?  Because M rs. Car- 
d o  ni served in the same atonciE6 tor 
M r. B ishop so fa ith fu lly? Y o u  think 
that Q u ick ly  in  this rebus refers to 
M rs. C a rd o n i?”

“ Indubitably,” , said L eroy . “ W h at 
d o  you  think, g ir ls ? ”  T h e y  were 
staring at h im  w ith  dou bt plain on  
their faces.

“ W e ll,”  said H elen  w ith  a k ind 
o f  reluctant adm iration , “ you  cer
tainly reached for  that one, darling. 
I suppose it cou ld  be.”

“ T h e  verse ou ght to  be easy from  
here on ,”  L eroy  p rocla im ed . “ W h ich  
o f  the fou r w ords describing the 
next tile, N u m b er E leven, cou ld  
be lon g  to  M rs. C ardon i ? ‘K n ig h t ’—  
‘sw ord ’— ‘belt’— ‘g ird ’ ? ”

“ O u c h !”  H elen  said.
“ P ersonally,”  said D an forth , “ I 

find  all o f  them  slightly ludicrous 
w h en  applied  to ou r excellent land
lady. C ardon i’s k n igh t? N o t  likely, 
h ow ever you  spell ‘kn igh t.’ Car- 
d o n i’s sw ord? H u h -u h . C ardon i’s 
belt? W e ll . . .”

“ But h ow  about the next one, 
K in g ? ”  C arol asked. “ C ardon i’s 
‘g ird .’ C o u ld n ’t that be g ird le ? ”  

“ P lease!”  said L eroy . “ M rs. Car
don i is am ply favored  above the 
waist, but her hips and waist line 
are qu ite  trim . G ird le?  It’s unthink
a b le !”

“ H o ld  it !”  It was D a n forth ’s turn 
to  strike the pose o f  T h e  T h in ker. 
“ I d irect your attention to  the tile 
itself. W h a t is the m an d o in g  in  the 
p ic tu re?”

“ P utting on  his sw ord .”
“ Yes. N o w  w hat’s another way o f  

saying ‘put o n ’ w h en  one refers to a 
sw o r d ? ”

“ A r m ,”  said L eroy . “ B uckle on , 
c lip  on , g ird  o n  . ,
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“ G ird  o n ,”  D a n fo rth  said, 
pleased. “ Just the w o rd . G ird  on . 
G u e rd o n .”

T h e  girls regarded h im  b lan k ly . 
“ A r e  you  sure that g im let hasn ’t 
been to o  m u ch  fo r  y o u ? ”  H e len  
asked solicitously. “ W h a t ’s a ‘gu er
d o n ’ ?— if I m ay exhibit*m y stupid
ity.”

“ A  g u e rd o n  is a w ord  less c o m 
m on  n o w  than form erly . B ut it 
m eans a rew ard .”

“ O h ! ”  C a ro l’s lips m oved  as she 
read over to  herself the m essage o f  
the tiles w ith  the n ew  w o rd  add
ed. “ S o  the third ro w  o f  tiles reads: 
‘Q u ick ly !s gu erd on  seven ’,”  she said 
a loud . “ Seven w h a t? ”

H e le n  consu lted  her notes. “ Sev
en ‘ch eerio , bye-bye, so lon g , or  see 
you  later.’  I ’ve heard o f  saying g o o d  
bye several tim es, but seven fare
w ells seem s excessive.”

“ T ile  N u m b e r  T w e lv e  is the on ly  
on e  w ith  any leaves in it,”  L eroy  
said. “ T h o se  lovely , cu rv in g  o live  
leaves are floating  across the b ig  fig 
ure Seven  in  the picture. M aybe 
B ishop  w ants us to  n otice  the 
leaves.”

“ So— seven leaves. W h a t ’s that 
m ean ? ”

“ Perhaps the rest o f  the tiles w ill 
tell us.”

“ A ll  right. T h e  first tile in the 
last ro w , N u m b e r  T h irteen : a baby 
w a v in g . ‘ B ye-bye ’ seems the log ica l 
ch o ice .”

“ O r  just ‘b y ’,”  H e len  suggested.
“ N e x t ,”  in ton ed  D a n forth , “ w e 

co m e  to the final w o rd — the on e

that rounds ou t this cryptic m essage. 
A n d  it better be g o o d . B ecause so 
far the w h ole  th in g  m akes as little 
sense as a series o f  u n deciphered  
h ierog lyph ics .”

“ M aybe  this last w ord  w ill p rov e  
a R osetta S tone,”  said L eroy  sm il
ing. “ W h a t ’s you r fancy, ladies and 
gen tlem an ? ‘Seven leaves by  son g  
in m e ’ ? ‘Seven  leaves by m u sic in  
m e ’ ? ‘Seven  leaves by h y m n  in 
m e ’ ? O r  ‘ seven leaves by sin g in g  in  
m e ’ ? ”

T h e y  all preferred  ‘h ym n ,’ spelled 
‘h im ’ since it w as the on ly  w o rd  that 
even approach ed  intelligibility  in  its 
context.

“ N o w  read th e  w h o le  th ing. 
H e len ,”  L eroy  directed.

“ L eft in m ou n tain  heaven 
F o u n d  in  o p e n in g  sea 
Q u ick ly ’s gu erd on  seven 
Leaves by h im  in m e ”

F o r  a m om en t they w ere  silent. 
T h e n  D a n fo rth  sighed and  
sh ru gged  and said g loom ily , “ L e t ’s 
eat. It was a pleasant w ay to pass 
the tim e on  a rainy a fternoon . 
T h a t ’s all I can say fo r  it.”

T h e y  w en t in to  the d in in g  room . 
H e len , lead in g  the w ay, was heard 
to  m u rm u r to C arol, “ If ou r  table 
in  the d in in g  room  has a tile top, 
I ’ll screa m !"

D u r in g  the m eal they chattered 
about everyth in g  but M rs. C ar- 
d o n i ’s tile co ffee  table. N evertheless, 
from  their preoccu p ied  m anner, 
D a n forth  and  L eroy  con tin u ed  to  
th ink  about it. W h e n  d in n er was 
over, they  m oved  into the lou n ge
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again for  coffee. M rs. C ardon i 
served it to them  on  M r. B ishop ’s 
table.

“ L isten ,”  said L eroy  w h en  they 
were alone on ce m ore. “ I hate to 
g ive  up on  this table rebus, d o n ’t 
you , K in g ?  It ’s a gorgeou s p u z
z le .”

“ W h o ’s g iv in g  u p ? ”  his partner 
said stoutly. “ I needed to ren ew  m y 
strength w ith a fe w  vitam ins, that’s 
all. I ’ve been th in k in g . W h a t about 
B ish op ’s ba ck g rou n d ? W e  m ay find 
a clue there. W h a t d id  he d o  in  R a
ven na? T e a c h ? ”

“ Y es.”
“ A ll  right.”  D an forth  ru bbed  his 

crop p ed  head. “ W h a t d id  he teach ?”
“ I ’ll fin d  ou t.”  L eroy  g ot up and 

w en t ou t into the sm all lobby  o f  the 
hotel. M rs. C ardon i was beh in d  the 
d^sk, entering figures in a ledger. 
H e  said, “ W h a t was M r. B ishop ’s 
specialty as a teacher in Ravenna, 
M rs. C a rd on i?  D o  you  happen  to 
k n o w  ? ”

“ O f  course,”  she replied. “ M r. 
B ishop  was an authority on  Italian 
literature.”

“ T hanks. T h a t m ight p rove  help
fu l.”

“ A re  you  still try ing  to  m ake 
sense ou t o f  those tiles?”  she asked. 
“ I ’m  really afraid y o u ’re w asting 
you r tim e. T h e  table is m erely M r. 
B ish op ’s legacy to m e. It’s all he had 
except the m on ey  I used to bury 
h im  w ith .”

“ Y o u ’re probably  right,”  L eroy 
said. H e  w en t back to  the lou n ge 
and  reported.

“ Italian literature!”  D an forth  
said, beam ing. “ T h a t opens up a 
w h ole  n ew  field ! B ishop ran to 
literary allusions apparently, ju d g 
in g  fro m  the M istress Q u ick ly  bit. 
So m aybe Italian literature holds 
the k ey .”

“ I f  there’s any literature in the 
w orld  I k n o w  n oth in g  about,”  Car
o l said, “ it ’s Italian. L e t ’s play 
brid ge .”

H elen  said, “ I ’ve read D a n te ’s 
Inferno."

F o r  an instant an electric silence 
held  D an forth  and L eroy . T h en  
they began  to  speak sim ultaneously. 
B oth  stopped short. T h e n  they 
grin n ed  at each other— the fam iliar 
partnership grin  they usually re
served fo r  use w h en  on e o f  their 
com plicated  m ystery plots h ad  at 
last com e right.

“ D a n te !”  said L eroy .
“ D a n te !”  ech oed  D a n fo rth  hap-

pily-
“ D id  I say som ething  b r ig h t? ”  

asked. “ I f  so, please explain  it to 
m e .”

M artin  L eroy  said, “ T h is  m ay be 
the key, baby. Y o u  said y o u ’d read 
D a n te ’s Inferno. H a v e  you  ever 
read the entire Divine Comedy?"

“ N o t  m e. Inferno was m ore  than 
en ou gh  fo r  m e, thank y ou .”

H e r  husband w ent on . “ T h e  other 
tw o parts o f  the Divine Comedy 
are Purgatory and Paradise, and 
that’s interesting, because the first 
line o f  tiles refers to  ‘heaven ’— or 
paradise, i f  you  prefer.”

D a n forth  broke in. “ M art! D id n ’t
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M rs. C ardon i say B ishop ’s nam e 
was L em u el V . B ish o p ?”

“ Y es.”
“ T h en  the m id d le  initial ‘V ’ m ay 

be significant.”
L eroy  n od ded . “ V ir g il !”  he said. 
T h e ir  w ives look ed  at them  as 

though  they had taken leave o f  their 
senses. “ V ir g i l !”  said H e len . “ I 
thought it was D an te.”

“ D o n ’t you  rem em b er?”  her hus
band asked blandly . “ It w as V irg il 
w h o g u id ed  D an te  th rou gh  H e ll in  
the Inferno."

“ O h !”
D a n forth  said, “  ‘L eft in m o u n 

tain heaven ’— our first ro w  o f  tiles. 
T h at m eans V irg il left D ante w h en  
they g ot to Paradise w h ich  was lo 
cated at the top  o f  the m ountain  o f  
P urgatory, as I recall it. Because 
w hen  they reached Paradise, the 
lovely Beatrice took  over the g u id 
in g  job  fr o m  V irg il .”

“ A n d  the second row  o f  tiles !” 
L eroy alm ost shouted. “  ‘F o u n d  in 
op en in g  sea.’  I ’ll g ive  you  three to 
on e the ‘ sea’ at the end o f  the row  is 
supposed to  be the letter ‘C ’ and 
not an ocean. G et i t ? ”

“ D o n ’t ask m e,”  C arol said. “ I 
never even  read the Inferno!”

“ It m ust stand fo r  ‘ C anto ’,”  L e 
roy said. “  V irg il fou n d  D an te  in  the 
first part o f  the poem . In the open 
ing C anto, as ou r verse says.”

“ So V irg il left D an te  in  heaven 
and fo u n d  h im  in the first verse o f  
the Inferno,” H e len  said. “ W h y  
should B ishop  tell us that? T h a t 
doesn ’t sound like part o f  a w ill,”

“ F or identification  purposes,”  
D an forth  said slow ly. “ T o  poin t to 
D ante as the ‘h im ’ o f  the tile verse. 
A n d  to  serve as a k in d  o f  signature 
to  his w ill by ca llin g  attention to 
V irg il— if his m id d le  nam e was 
really V irg il.”

“ It was,”  said M rs. C ardon i, w h o  
had quietly  com e  in to  the ro o m  be
h ind them . She stood w ith  her 
m ou th  slightly open , listening, her 
m agnificent b osom  visibly sw ellin g  
and collapsing  as she breathed.

“ O k a y ,”  L eroy  said. “ N e x t : 
‘Q u ick ly ’s rew ard seven’ .”  M a d d en 
ingly , he broke o ff to  grin  at M rs. 
C ardon i and interpolate, “ T h a t ’s 
you , M rs. C ardon i. H e  calls you  
Mistress Q u ick ly  here in  the tiles.”

She m erely stared at him .
“ Q u ick ly ’s gu erdon  seven,”  D a n 

forth  said. “ Punctuate that properly 
and it m akes m ore  sense. S im ply 
put a co lon  after ‘gu erd on ’ .”

“ R ight. ‘Q u ick ly ’s gu erdon — or 
rew ard : seven leaves by h im  in 
m e ’ .” '

T h e y  all saw it at once.
“ Leaves— pages!” L eroy  cried.
“ By D a n te !”  H elen  said in awe.
“ In m e,”  D an forth  finished, his 

tone expressing infinite satisfaction, 
“ T h a t m ust be the table. ‘ In m e ’. 
N o t  in V irg il, obviously. In the 
tile-topped table itself.”

M rs. C ardon i d rew  closer and 
stared w ith  n ew  fascination at the 
co lorfu l tiles o f  the table top. “ W hat 
does it m ean, M r. L eroy  ? ” she asked 
in  bew ilderm ent.

“ I f  it m eans what I think it
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m eans, y o u ’re g o in g  to inherit 
som eth in g  pretty valuable.”

“ V a lu a b le !”  D a n fo rth  said. 
“ Priceless is the w o rd . D o  you  k n o w  
som eth in g , m y  illiterate fr ien ds? 
N o t  a single m anuscript page, n ot a 
lin e o f  h andw ritin g , not on e  signa
ture o f  D a n te ’s has survived to ou r  
tim e. T h ere  just a in ’t any. S o even  
i f  this sh ou ld  prove to  be just seven 
printed pages o f  an early ed ition  o f  
great D a n te ’s w orks, it w ill be 
priceless. A n d  i f  it ’s actually part o f  
the m anuscript o f  the Divine Com
edy"

C arol interrupted  h im . “ W a it  
n ow , d a rlin g ,”  she said earnestly. 
“ D o n ’t get M rs. C a rdon i’s hopes up 
and then dash them . It ’s not fair. 
T h is  w h o le  th ing is qu ite probab ly  
silly, M rs. C ardon i. W e ’ve b u ilt up  
a m essage in the tiles fr o m  a crazy- 
qu ilt o f  w ords w e selected q u ite  ar
bitrarily, an d  then w e ’ve interpreted 
that m essage on  the basis o f  clues so 
fragile  as to be alm ost non-existent. 
Y o u  can see ou r chances o f  be in g  
right are just about a thousand to 
o n e .”

“ It is pretty far-fetched ,”  her hus
band adm itted . “ But I honestly 
th ink w e  m igh t— ”

C arol in terrupted h im  a second 
tim e. “ A ll  right. But w h y , i f  there 
is an yth in g  h idden  under the tiles 
o f  the table, w ou ld  M r. B ishop have 
put it there in the first place, g o in g  
to  all this tile-painting an d  table
m a k in g  trou b le? W h y  not just 
hand it to  M rs. C ardon i and say, 
‘ H ere  are som e pages o f  D ante

m anuscript I w ant you  to have 
w h en  I d ie.”

L eroy  n od d ed . “ A  fair question , 
C arol. I th ink  there m ay have been 
several reasons. First, I ’m  sure he 
m ust have been need lin g  his law yer 
brother just a bit in his qu iet, sch ol
arly w ay. H e  w an ted  to g ive  this 
practical, serious-m inded  attorney 
a bran d -n ew  k in d  o f  w ill to  deci
pher and file fo r  probate! N o  dou bt 
he gave his brother som e cryptic 
clue to  the read in g  o f  the tiles in  
his letter, so there w ou ld  be n o  
chance the m essage w o u ld  not be 
read ; but can  y o u  im agin e  his 
broth er ’s em barrassm ent, carting 
this tile-topped  table in to  the office 
o f  the register o f  w ills or w hatever 
it is, and try ing  to  file it? R em em - 
der, L em u el V . B ishop was pre
sum ably steeped in the literature 
and  history o f  Italy, and to present 
his stuffy brother w ith  a challenge 
o f  such R enaissance deviousness 
m ust have am used h im .”

“ I m ust say it has delighted  y o u ,”  
C arol sm iled.

“ T h e  ch ie f reason he d id  it,” 
D a n forth  suggested, “ was probably 
to  protect M rs. C a rd on i’s interests. 
W h a tev er ’s in  the table, i f  it has 
an yth in g  to d o  w ith  D ante, m ust be 
priceless, as I say. A n d  B ishop d id 
n ’t w ant M rs. C ardon i, a babe in 
the w o o d s  in  such a m atter, to  be 
cheated o f  her legacy ’s proper value 
i f  she sh ou ld  try to d ispose o f  it 
herself. B ish op  w an ted  his brother 
to  h and le  it fo r  her, so she’d be sure 
to  get her rights.”
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H elen  said, 'Y o u  m ake ii sound 
k ind  o f  con v in cin g . But w here, 1 
can ’t help w on d erin g , cou ld  M r, 
B ishop have fo u n d  anyth ing like a 
D an te m anuscript to  begin  w ith ? ”

“ In R avenna, p robab ly ,”  D an - 
forth  hazarded. “ D an te was a polit
ical exile from  F loren ce, his h om e 
tow n , for  a lon g  tim e, you  k n ow . 
H e  d ied  in  R avenna, I believe. So 
m aybe B ishop  had been rooting  
through  dusty archives there m ost 
o f  his life, search ing throu gh  old  
trunks in  p eop le ’s attics, and cam e 
across this treasure, w hatever it is. 
A n yw ay , w ill you  girls please stop 
w ith  the questions and  let us take 
ihi.s table apart? I am  not a patient 
m an, and M rs. C ardon i is politely 
trying to  keep fro m  bursting w ith  
curiosity at this very m om en t.”  H e  
sm iled  at the landlady w h o  was in 
deed trem blin g  w ith  excitem ent. 
“ A re  you  w illin g  to  let us com m it 
m ayhem  o n  you r table, M rs. Cnr- 
d o u ir ”

“ F o r  such a purpose, h o w  can I 
re fu se?”

“ G o o d ."  D a n forth  turned the 
co ffee  table over so that its tiled top  
rested on  the ru g  an d  its fou r  legs 
poin ted  tow ard  the ce ilin g . T h e  
legs w ere screw ed on  in d iv idually . 
A n d  there was no sign  o f  any other 
screw head on  the p ly w o o d  under
surface o f  the table. “ W e  m ay have 
to break the tiles to get at those 
seven leaves,”  he said regretfully.

L eroy  said, “ L et ’s take the legs 
o f f  first. D o  you  have a screw driver 
handy. M rs, C a rd o n i? ”

She secured on e fr o m  the hotel 
pantry in record  tim e.

L eroy  loosened  the screw s that 
held  the table’s tapered legs in place 
and rem oved  them . O n ce  the legs 
w ere  o ff, fou r m ore  screwheacls 
appeared, on e  in each corn er w here 
the base o f  the leg  had h idden  it.

F lelcn , C arol, and  M rs. C ardon i 
leaned breathlessly over his shoul
der as L eroy  loosened  these screws 
in  turn. W h en  the last screw  cam e 
free, he inserted the tip o f  the screw 
driver a lon g  the edge o f  the ply
w o o d  and pried gently. T h e  w h ole  
square o f  p ly w ood  cam e readily 
aw ay.

T h ey  stared d o w n  at w hat lay 
betw een  this false bottom , just re
m oved , and the w ood en  base on 
w h ich  the tiles had been set.

Seven  sheets o f  heavy, parch- 
m en t-lik c vellum , ye llow ed  w ith 
age and  covered w ith  spidery h and
w ritin g  in faded  brow n ish  ink, 
stared back at them . E ach  sheet 
h ad  been  sealed b y  L em u el V . 
B ishop in to  a transparent, dam p- 
p ro o f envelope o f  cellophane.

M rs . C ardon i took  a corset-creak
in g  breath, speechless w ith  aston
ishm ent. Im pulsively, C arol put her 
arm s arou nd  the landlady and 
h u g g ed  her. L eroy  m uttered, “ Sev
en  leaves, by Jove!”

B ut D an forth  said in  a disap
poin ted , p u zz led  voice, “ B ut that’s 
Latin, not Italian vernacular! It 
can ’t be part o f  the Divine Comedy 
m a n u scrip t!”

H e  leaned d ow n  over L eroy ’s

81
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shoulder and delicately, w ith  his 
fingertips, m ov ed  aside several o f  
the sheets that overlapped  others, 
revealing the low er portion  o f  sheet 
N u m b e r  Seven— the o n e  that had 
been h id d en  underneath. “ L o o k !”  
he breathed. “ L atin , Italian, or  San
skrit— w h at’s the d ifferen ce? D o  
you  see w hat that i s ? ”

T h e y  fo llo w e d  his p o in tin g  fin 
ger w ith  their eyes. T h e y  saw  the 
tw o  w ords, unm istakably clear and 
unblurred  even th rou gh  the ce llo 
phane, and w ritten  in the sam e 
spidery script as the rest: Dante 
Alighieri.

“ H is  sign atu re!”  D a n fo rth  said. 
“ A s  sure as his o w n  H e l l ! ”  H e  
lo o k e d  u p  into M rs. C a rd o n i’s face. 
“ M rs. C a rdon i,”  he said solem nly, 
“ i f  that is an authentic signature, 
you  can ch ange you r n am e to  M rs. 
C roesus.”

T h e  Valhalla left N ap les the fo l
lo w in g  a fternoon  fo r  Piraeus. T h e  
D an forth s  and L eroys w ere aboard 
to  con tin u e their cruise a rou nd  the 
w orld . T h e y  had personally c o m 
m itted M rs. C ardon i an d  her seven 
“ leaves”  to the scholarly m inistra- 
itons o f  the D irector o f  the N aples 
Biblioteca, a m an  n am ed  P ietro 
C arlo  w h o  providentially  turned 
ou t to  be  distantly related to  her 
deed  husband ’s fam ily . H e  had 
p rom ised  fa ith fu lly  to  lo o k  after 
M rs. C a rd on i’s interests in  the m at
ter o f  the m anuscript pages as w ell 
as to  advise them  just w hat her 
legacy consisted  o f  w h en  he shou ld

have settled that controversial ques
tion .

But it w as not until the u nbeliev 
able beauty o f  G reece  lay beh in d  
them  and the Valhalla w as m a k in g  
fo r  P ort Said  and the S u ez Canal 
at a steady tw enty knots that they 
heard the final w ord  on  their P osi- 
tano adventure.

T h e y  w ere  h av in g  d in n er w h en  a 
stew ard b rou g h t D a n forth  a rad io 
gram . H e  tore it op en . “ It ’s fr o m  
C arlo, in N ap les,”  he said, and  p ro 
ceeded  to  read its contents a lou d :

“ H a p p y  to  report you r fin d  seem s 
authentic. E vidently  fragm en t o f  
rou gh  draft o f  letter w ritten  in 
L atin  by  D a n te  to his m ost illustri
ous p rotector w h ile  in  exile, C an  
G ran de della  Scala o f  V eron a , im 
m orta lized  in  17th C anto o f  Para- 
disio. L etter is fam ous, con ta in in g  
d irections fo r  interpreting Divine 
Comtnedia. T h is  rou gh  draft co n 
fo rm s in  m ost respects w ith  accept
ed text o f  that letter, o f  w h ich  o r ig 
inal mss., a lon g  w ith  all other 
D an te mss., has been lost. Signature 
alone w orth  m illion s. B ut M rs. 
C a rdon i has agre»d  to  m ake a g ift 
o f  legacy to  Italy, p rov id ed  it be o f 
ficially designated as L em u el V . 
B ish op -L eroy  K in g  C ollection  in  
N ation a l L ibrary . She asks m e 
con vey  her respects and  deep 
thanks fo r  your help . A lso  assur
ance o f  free lodgings at Savoia H o 
tel any fu ture visits you  m ak e to 
P ositano.

P ietro C arlo
P .S . Italy thanks you  too .”
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T h e y  w ere  silent w h en  he fin 
ished reading. A t  length  D an forth  
called  the w in e  stew ard to  their 
table an d  ordered  cham pagne. 
W h e n  it w as pou red , he lifted  his 
glass. “ I ’d  like to  propose a toast,”  
he said, “ a dou b le  toast.”

“ H ea r! H e a r !”  said H elen .
“ F irst,”  said D a n forth , “ to  M rs. 

C ardon i, a gracious, great-hearted 
lady w h o  richly deserved her g o o d  
fortun e but chose to  g ive  it up fo r  
patriotic and generous reasons.”

“ M rs. C a rd o n i!”  they all said, 
and drank.

“ A n d  secon d ,”  con tin u ed  D a n 
forth , “ let’s d rin k  to  L eroy  K in g  
and  his ch arm in g  w ives w h o , 
though  n oth in g  but h um ble writers 
o f  detective fiction , have m anaged  
fo r  on ce  in  their lives to g ive  som e 
gen u in ely  great literature to the 
w o r ld !”

T h e y  dra in ed  their glasses.
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ON THE DEATH OF StR CHARLES
B lcnk insop , fo rm er Judge o f  

the H ig h  C ourt o f  Justice, the 
benchers o f  his Inn , as was only 
proper, arranged a m em oria l serv
ice for  h im . It was not so w ell at
tended as such fu n ction s usually 
are, for  Sir Charles, in spite o f  his 
ack n ow led ged  com peten ce as a 
law yer, had never been  popular. 
M oreover, there had been certain ru
m ors con cern in g  his private life  o f  
a  type particularly detrim ental to 
judges. S om e o f  his colleagues had 
breathed a sigh o f  relief w h en  Sir 
Charles, a fe w  years before , had 
earned his pension and quitted  the 
B ench  w ith ou t open  scandal.

Francis P ettigrew , still “ o f  cou n 
sel”  but n ow  in  country retirem ent, 
was at the service. H is  fr ien d  M ac- 
W illia m , the C h ief C onstable o f

M arkshire, had thought it h is duty 
to attend, since the deceased had 
been a M ark h am pton  m a n ; and 
P ettigrew  accom panied  h im , m ore 
on  the chance o f  m eeting o ld  T e m 
p le  acquaintances than as a tribute 
to P .lenkinsop's m em ory.

H e  was disappointed to see so 
sparse a con gregation  and w as co r 
respon d in gly  pleased on  leaving 
the church  to find h im self behind 
the fam iliar, square-built figure o f  
his o ld  fr ien d  Challoner. a well- 
k n o w n  C ity  solicitor.

H e  overtook  Challoner at the 
d oor , in trodu ced  h im  to M a cW il- 
liam , and was standing w ith  them  
in the p orch  w hen  his eye was 
caught by a shabby m an o f  about 
forty w h o  sm iled  at h im  in  a fr ien d 
ly but slightly embarrassed fashion 
and  w a lk ed  hastily away.
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“ F riend  o f  y o u rs?”  asked Chal- 
loner, as they strolled d o w n  Fleet 
Street.

“ A pparen tly ,”  said Pettigrew . 
“ H e  certainly seem ed to k n o w  me, 
and  I have an idea I ’ve seen him  
before, but w here, I haven ’t the re
motest n otion .”

“ N a m e  o f  Sm ith .”
“ T h e  nam e is certainly fam iliar.”  
“ Charles Sm ith. D oes a certain 

am ount o f  reporting  in the Courts. 
I dare say he was coverin g  the serv
ice.”

“ Charles Sm ith ,”  said Pettigrew  
m editatively. H e  stopped dead on  
the pavem ent. It m ay have been 
m ere coin ciden ce that it was at the 
d oor  o f  a saloon bar. H e  took  the 
solicitor by the arm  and gently im 
pelled h im  inside, leaving M a cW il- 
liam  to  fo llo w . “ O f  course I k n ow  
the chap. I defen ded  h im  once— on 
a charge o f  m urder.”

“ R e a lly ? ”  said C halloner w ith  
polite interest. “ I d on ’t read the O ld  
Bailey reports.”

“ T h is  w asn ’t at the Bailey. It was 
at M ark h am pton  Assizes, six or 
seven years ago. A n d  what is m ore, 
o ld  B lenkinsop, w hose dem ise w e 
have just been m ou rn in g , tried 
h im . T h a t w o u ld  be before your 
tim e, M a cW illia m .”

“ A s  a matter o f  fact— ”  said the 
C h ie f Constable. But P ettigrew ’s 
attention was devoted  to orderin g  
drinks, and he d id  not bother to 
com plete the sentence.

“ O d d  ru n n in g  into Sm ith  like 
that,”  P en ig rew  w ent on  a fe w  m in 

utes later. " I  m ay forget faces, and  
cases too, as often  as not, but that 
was a case I shall rem em ber all m y 
life. C heers!”

“ Y o u r  health, P ettigrew . W a s  it 
a difficult task to— ah— ‘get h im  o f f  
is the phrase, is it n o t ? ”

Pettigrew  sm iled grim ly . “ V ery . 
T o o  difficult for  m e , at all events, 
he said. “ O n  that evidence and be
fore a local jury he never had an 
earthly. T h e  case was as dead as 
m utton .”

“ T h at b e in g  so, I d o n ’t quite see 
w h y Sm ith  isn ’t— ”

“ Isn ’t also as dead as m u tton? 
T herein  lies a m ystery w h ich  w ill 
always p u zz le  m e. Charles Sm ith 
escaped h angin g  solely and entirely 
through  the positively goat-like 
con duct o f  B lenkinsop.”

“ A s  a matter o f  fact,”  said M ac- 
W illia m  again, and  this tim e he 
was a llow ed  to g o  on . “ A s  a matter 
o f  fact, I had occasion  to read the 
sum m ing-up  in  that case qu ite re
cently. It was rem arkable.”

“ R em arkable? T h e  C ourt o f  
C rim inal A ppea l used stronger ad
jectives than that. I ’ve never heard 
such a perform ance in m y life. A n d  
from  B lenkinsop, o f  all people! 
N o w  that w e ’ve don e our duty by 
h im  in church  w e  can speak the 
truth about h im  and w e all k n ow  
that by and large Charlie B lenkin 
sop was a pretty nasty piece o f  
w ork , but. hang it all, the m an was 
a law yer. I f  anybody on  the Bench 
k n ew  his stuff, I should have said 
he d id . But in this case the old  boy
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went com pletely hayw ire. W h e n  I 
tell you  that he actually directed 
the jury to brin g  in a verdict o£ 
gu ilty . .

T o  detail all the iniquities o f  the 
sum m ing-up  took  P ettigrew  a fu ll 
live m inutes o f  blistering technical
ities.

“ O f  course the th in g  was a push
over on  appeal,”  he con clu ded . 
“ T h e  con viction  was quashed  w ith  
m ore rudery than I have ever heard 
applied to a Judge o f  A ssize. T h a t 
case should  g o  d ow n  in history as 
B lenkinsop ’s biggest boner. But 
what w ill always p u zz le  m e is—  
w h y on  earth d id  he d o  it ? ”

“ H a d  he— er— lunched  very w ell 
on  that d a y ? ”  C lia lloner ventured.

“ N o t  a bit o f  it. H e  was as sober 
as— as a ju dge , i f  you  fo llo w  m e .”

“ I have m y  o w n  theory about the 
m atter,”  M a cW illia m  put in . “ I  
th ink the explanation  is that all the 
parties in volved— in clu d in g  the 
ju dge— w ere M ark h am pton  peo
ple. Y o u ’ll rem em ber, M r. Petti
grew , that your client cam e from  
what was locally considered pretty 
poor stock. H is  rnodier, M ary 
Sm ith— she’s still alive, by the way 
— was n o  better than she should  be. 
T h e  girl he was accused o f  k illing, 
on the oilier hand, be lon ged  to on e  
o f the m ost respectable fam ilies in 
the tow n . H e r  father was a pillar 
o f  the strictest sect w e  have— and 
w hen  M arkham pton  people are 
m oral they take their m orality seri
ously. SmiLh had  g ot her into trou 
ble, and she was desperate to  be

m ade an honest w om an  o f— which 
d id n ’t suit S m ith ’s b o o k  at all, as he 
had engaged  h im self to a m uch 
wealthier w om an . H is  defense was 
that she had com m itted  suicide 
rather than face her fam ily .”  

“ Precisely,”  said P ettigrew . “ N ot 
the line o f  defense to  com m en d  it
self to  a jury  o f  tow n speop le  i f  
flam ed w ith  piety and rectitude.”  

“ V ery  true. L oca l fee lin g  was 
strong against Sm ith. A n d  m y 
poin t is that in this matter the ju dge 
was a local m an.”

“ H e  left the tow n  qu ite young, 
d id  he n o t ? ”

“ H e  d id , sir, and  accord in g  to 
m y  in form ation  he left it under a 
c lou d . Y o u n g  B lenkinsop had  not 
been on e  o f  the respectables. M y 
b elie f is that he took  this opportu  
n ity  to  put h im self right w ith  the 
tow n — by taking the part o f  re
spectability and ram m in g  hom e 
every poin t against the y ou n g  sin 
ner. O n ly , o f  course, he overd id  it.”  

“ It’s an idea, certainly,”  said P et
tigrew . “ T h ere  m ust have been 
som e explanation  lo r  B lenk insop ’s 
extraordinary lapse. But w hy 
sh ou ld  you  k n ow  so m u ch  about 
th e  case? I should have thought 
there was en ough  current crim e in 
M arkshire to occu py you w ithout 
d ig g in g  up  the past.”

“ T h e  past has a habit o f  d ig g in g  
itself up ,”  said M a cW illia m . “ The. 
Sm ith  case cam e alive again last 
w eek . T h a t is w hy I turned up the 
records.”

“ T h e n  you ’ve been w asting your
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lim e. T h ey  can ’t try Sm ith again.”  
“U n fortun ately  for  Sm ith, they 

cannot. H e  was inn ocen t.”
"What?"
“ T h e  g ir l’s father d ied  a fe w  days 

ago. H e  left a fu ll con fession . H e  
killed  her h im self to punish her for 
her sins. H e  qu oted  a num ber o f  
texts to justify his action. H e  was a 
religious m aniac— p oor  fe llow .” 

N o b o d y  said anyth ing fo r  an 
appreciable tim e, then C hallon er re
m arked quietly , “ I think this round 
is on  m e.”  W h e n  the drinks had 
been  brought, he asked M a cW illia m , 
"W h a t  is M ary  Sm ith ’s address?” 

" W h o s e ? ”
“ M ary  S m ith ’s— Charles S m ith ’s 

m oth er.”
“ W h y , she lives w here she always 

has lived— L o w e r  R iver L a n e .” 
“ N u m b e r  N in e ? ”
“ T h a t ’s right. H o w  d id  you  

k n o w ? ”
“ I was the late Sir Charles Blen- 

k in sop ’s solicitor,”  he said. “ By his 
w ill, he left a substantial sum  o f  
m on ey  in trust fo r  this lady du rin g  
her life. Y o u  can draw  you r o w n  
con clu sion s.”

P ettigrew  w histled.
“ T h ere  is on e  obviou s conclusion  

to d raw ,”  he said. “ B ut beyon d  it, I 
see another. T h e  ju d ge  was Charles 
Sm ith ’s father.”

“ It certainly seems probable.”  
“ But this is ou trageou s!”  cried 

M a cW illia m . “ H e  tries his o w n  son 
fo r  m u rder and does his dam nedest 
to  send h im  to  the ga llow s. W h at 
sort o f  father d o  you  call th a t?”

“ I should  describe h im  as som e
w h at unnatural, I adm it. B ut there 
are the facts.”

“ T h e  o ld  d e v il!”
It was at this poin t that Petti

g re w  burst ou t laugh ing . M a c W il
liam  look ed  at h im  in disapproval.

“ I d o n ’t see w hat there is funny 
about it,”  he said severely.

“ D o n ’t y o u ? ”  spluttered Petti
g rew . “ I bet B lenk insop  does, if he 
can see anything n ow . H e  always 
had  a lo w  sense o f  h um or. I ’ve just 
seen the poin t o f  that fam ous sum 
m in g -u p  o f  his. It explains every
th in g . H e  m ade a m u ck  o f  it on 
purpose! H e  k n ew  that Sm ith  had
n ’t a chance w ith  the ju ry , so he 
d id  the next best th ing, by g iv in g  
h im  a cast-iron case o n  appeal. U n 
natural father, m y fo o t ! H e  was a 
dam n ed  affectionate one, w h o  was 
prepared to spoil his reputation 
and pervert justice to  save his son ’s 
neck . I never th ou ght the o ld  ru f
fian had so m u ch  hum anity .”

H e  raised his tankard.
“ H ere ’s to you, C harlie B lenkin 

sop , w herever you  are,”  he said. 
“ W h e n  you  directed the jury, you 
k n ew  w hat you  w ere about— w hich  
is m ore  than I can say o f  som e o f 
you r learned broth ers!”

“ It is satisfactory to  th in k ,”  M ac
W illia m  added, “ that the direction  
prevented a grave m iscarriage o f  
justice.”

“ T hat, m y dear C h ie f C onstable,”  
said Pettigrew  loftily , “ is a mere 
side issue. Y o u r  irrelevancy w ill 
cost you  another rou nd  o f  drinks.”
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{continued from page 15)

Jed w alked slow ly  tow a rd  Sally 
until he w as standing  at her e lbow . 
“ H i , Sally,”  he said.

She turned. “ Jedediah R ussell! 
But this is w on d erfu l. I w as b eg in 
n in g  to  th ink  there w ere n o  fam iliar 
landm arks left.”

“ I f  that’s a crack  about m y  age,”  
Jed said, “ I resent it.”

“ Y o u  never change, Jedediah. I 
can ’t tell you  h o w  g lad  I am  to  see 
y ou .”

B right eyes, bright sm ile, Jed saw .
“ D o n 't  seem  to be anyone to meet 

y o u ,”  he said.
“ It’s a surprise,”  Sally said, lau gh 

ing. “ A  surprise fo r  A u n t  Isobel. I 
h o p e  it d oesn ’t turn ou t to  be a 
shock . I g o t  ten days o f f  betw een  
pictures an d  cam e to N e w  Y o rk  to 
d o  som e sh op p in g .”

“ U m p h ,”  Jed said. T h e n , “ I ’d be 
g lad  to  drive you  h om e if  you  say 
the w o rd .”

“ W o u ld  y o u ?  T h a t ’d be w o n d e r 
fu l, Jedediah. A n d  you  can brin g  
m e up to  date on  all the gossip .”

H e  loaded  her bags in to  the 
trunk com partm ent o f  his o ld  ja 
lopy  and helped  her in to the fron t 
seat.

“ Y o u  sm ell g o o d ,”  h e  said, g r in 
n in g  at h er. “ R eal exotic .”

“ W h y , Jedediah ! I d id n ’t k n o w
you  had experience o f  that sort o f  
th in g .”

“ A lw a y s  en joy  the sm ell o f  a 
w om a n ,”  Jed said, “ but I  fo l lo w  the 
advice m y  m other used to g iv e  m e 
about fresh  cookies. Sm ell but d o n ’t 
tou ch . Saved m e a lot o f  trouble 
a lon g  the w a y .”  H e  pu t the o ld  car 
into gear an d  started tow ard  E lm  
Street. “ T h is  the first tim e y o u ’ ve 
been back  since you  took  o ff fo r  the 
coast, S a lly ?”

“ T h e  very first tim e,”  she said.
Jed lit a cigarette fr o m  the dash 

lighter, the on ly  piece o f  extra 
eq u ip m en t in the o ld  car that still 
w ork ed . “ Y o u  and I have been 
friends since about the tim e you  
learned to  w alk , Sally,”  he said. “ So 
you  w o n ’t m in d  i f  I call you  a liar, 
w ill y o u ? ”

“ Jedediah can d o  n o  w ro n g ,”  she 
said, p lay in g  it fo r  a jok e .

“ M aybe I ’ll let you  get aw ay w ith 
it and  m aybe I w o n ’t,”  Jed said. 
“ D ep en d s on  w hat k in d  o f  a story 
you ’ve g ot to tell. But just r j  w c  
d o n ’t m isunderstand each other. 
Sally, I know you  w ere here last 
n igh t.”

She tu rn ed  to  look  at h im . H er 
eyes had  suddenly filled and tw o 
large tears ro lled  d o w n  her cheeks.

P eop le  believe strange things 
about dogs. T h e y  think they h ow l 
w h en  there ’s g o in g  to be  a death. 
T h ey  th ink  they see ghosts. M rs.

88
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B ailey, w h o  liv ed  next d o o r  to  M iss 
Isobel S cu dd er , w as m u tterin g  
abou t her spaniel, T o o ts ie . P e r io d i
ca lly  h e  had  stood  ou ts id e  the too l 
shed in  M iss S cu d d e r ’s g a rd en  and 
bark ed  his head o ff . It w as a w o n 
der Isobel h a d n ’t co m e  o u t and 
th ro w n  som eth in g  at h im .

“ S p o o k e d ,”  M rs. B ailey m u ttered , 
after sh ou tin g  h erself hoarse in  an 
a ttem pt to get T o o ts ie  to co m e  
h om e.

T h e  tru th  abou t d o g s  is that they 
are q u ite  sensible. T h e y  d o n ’t see 
ghosts and  they d o n ’t have p re m o 
n ition s o f  death . T o o ts ie  w as bark 
in g  at som eth in g  qu ite  real, o n ly  
M rs. B ailey  co u ld n ’t k n o w  this. 
N e ith e r  c o u ld  Jed R ussell w h en  he 
p u lled  his car up  at the fo o t  o f  M iss 
S cu d d e r ’s fro n t w a lk . H e  g la n ced  
tow a rd  the b a rk in g  d o g , bu t he w as 
m o re  con cern ed  w ith  a g ir l w h o  
h ad  re fu sed  to  talk, w h o  w as still 
fig h t in g  tears.

A t  the sight o f  Jed a n d  Sally, the 
d o g  increased his c la m or. S o m e 
b o d y  sh ou ld  pay attention , he 
seem ed  to  be saying, som eb od y  
sh ou ld  co m e  and lo o k !

Jedediah  R ussell fe lt lik e a m an  
w a lk in g  very tentatively o n  ice 
a fter a sp rin g  thaw . A fte r  that on e  
m o m e n t o f  crack u p  in w h ich  Sally 
h ad  been  u nab le  to  ch eck  the rush 
o f  tears, h e  h ad  g o t  n ow h ere . She 
h a d  lau gh ed  the w h o le  th in g  o f f  as 
a jo k e  on  B ob  M o llo y .

“ Ids very flattering h e  sh ou ld  
h a v e  m e  o n  his m in d  so m u ch  that

h e ’d  m istake a com p lete  stranger 
fo r  m e ,”  she said. V e ry  brittle, very 
b righ t, it sou n d ed  to  Jed.

Jed R ussell had  lived  a rich  and  
re w a rd in g  fifty -e igh t years, an d  all 
his life  h e  had  d ep en d ed  o n  his in 
stincts. T h is  qu a lity  m ig h t have 
m a d e  h im  o n e  o f  the great jou rn a l
ists o f  o u r  tim e i f  he h a d n ’t ch osen  
to  settle d o w n  perm an en tly  in a 
sm all to w n  lik e L a k e v ie w . N o w  his 
instinct to ld  h im  that B ob  M o llo y  
h a d  been  right. T h e re  w as trou b le  
here— d eep  trou ble . H e  th ou g h t he 
co u ld  sense an a lm ost o v e rp o w e r 
in g  need on  S ally ’s part to  co n fid e  
in  h im , but w h atever h ad  driven  
her to  this strange beh av ior o f  a 
secon d  arrival in L a k e v ie w  w as too  
stron g , to o  fr ig h ten in g .

H e  p u lle d  the ja lop y  u p  at the 
fo o t  o f  M iss S cu d d e rs  path  an d  g o t  
ou t to  h e lp  Sally w ith  her bags.

S he w as n o w  all ch arm . “ I ’m  ter
rib ly  g ra te fu l fo r  the lift, Jedediah. 
I  can  m a n a ge  fr o m  here.”

H is  eyes tw in k le d  u n d er their 
h eavy  lids. “ G u ess I k n o w  a gent 
d o e sn ’t let a lady carry her o w n  
bags,”  he said. “ Besides, I ’d lik e to 
say h e llo  to  Isobel. H a v e n ’t seen 
h er in  a d o g ’s age.”

“ W h y  d o n ’t y ou  co m e  o v er  fo r  
su pper to m o rro w  o r  the next d a y ? ”  
she said, reach in g  ou t to take the 
tw o  bags fr o m  h im .

H e  k ep t a firm  h o ld  o n  th em . 
“ Besides, I ’m  a n ew sp ap erm an ,”  he 
said. “ F a m o u s  H o l ly w o o d  star 
co m e s  back  to  her h o m e to w n — I 
h ave to  h ave th e  lo w d o w n  and w e
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g o  to press first th in g  in  the m orn 
ing. L u ck y  I saw y o u  at the dep ot 
or I m igh t have m issed this w eek ’s 
ed ition .”  H e  started u p  the path.

“ T h e re ’s n o  story, Jedediah,”  she 
said. “ I just g o t  a ten-day vacation . 
I guess you  can im a g in e  this re
union  w ith  A u n t  Isobel is pretty 
special. So i f  y ou  d o n ’t th ink  I ’m  be
in g  ru de— ”

“ N ew sp ap erm en  have to  b e  
rude,”  Jed said. “ N o w , on ly  this 
m orn in g  there w as a th in g  in  the 
H o lly w o o d  n ew s abou t you  b ein g  
suspended by  you r studio. Y o u  
w a lk  ou t on  ’em , S a lly ? ”  H e  w as 
alm ost at the p orch  steps.

“ Y o u  k n o w  w h at that chitchat is 
like, Jedediah. T h e re ’s usually noth 
in g  to  it.”

“ U su a lly ?”  H e  tu rn ed  h is head 
tow ard  M rs. B ailey ’s frantic spaniel 
w h o  w as still bark in g  and claw in g  
at the d o o r  o f  M iss Isobel’s too l 
shed. “ D o g  h av in ’ a fit about som e
th in g ,”  he said. “ P robably  lost a 
ball under the d o o r  or  Isobel’s g o t  
a visitor— skunk or w o o d ch u ck .”  
H e  started u p  the steps.

B efore  he reached the top  step, 
the fron t d oor  op en ed  and  Isobel 
Scudder stood there, her face as 
gray as cem ent, her m ou th  a thin, 
straight line.

“ Y o u  can just set the bags d o w n  
there, Jedediah,”  she said.

H e  look ed  at her th o u g h tfu lly ; 
then fro m  beh in d  h im  he heard 
Sally ’s voice, h igh , a lm ost hysteri
cal. “ Surprise, A u n t Iso b e l!”  she 
said.

M iss S cu dder was lik e  a w om an  
shaking herself ou t o f  a trance. She 
took  the cue, but several beats too  
late to  m ak e it believable.

“ Sally! W h a t on  earth !”  T h e  tw o  
w o m e n  w en t in to an  em brace 
w h ich  w as real en ou gh , but Isobel 
S cu dder was n o  m o re  surprised, 
Jed th ou ght, than h e  w as at the 
daily  appearance o f  the m orn in g  
sun. T h e y  w ere p lay in g  it b ig , w ith  
a lot o f  “ But w h y  d id n ’t you  let m e 
k n o w ”  and “ I w asn ’t sure I cou ld  
get here and I d id n ’t w ant to disap
poin t y o u ”  and “ Y o u  lo o k  w on d er
fu l ! ”  It was played so b ig  that Jede
d iah  sim ply w a lk ed  in to  the house 
w ith  the bags b e fore  they cou ld  
stop h im .

A lm o st  instantly they w ere  w ith  
h im , on e  standing o n  each side o f  
h im . But Jed paid  n o  attention to 
them . H is  attention w as riveted on  
a m ou n ta in ou s fat m an  w h o  rose 
slow ly  fro m  the cou ch . T h e  fat m an  
was expensively dressed and his 
rou n d  face seem ed fixed  in  a per
m anent w hite  sm ile. T h e  eyes be
h in d  the sh ell-rim m ed glasses w ere 
not sm iling , but they d id  not fr igh t
en Jed as they had M r. T h o m p so n  
at the railroad depot. T h o se  eyes 
w ere  c lou d ed  by  som eth ing  that 
Jed co u ld  on ly  describe to  h im self 
as terror.

“ H i, Sally,”  the fat m an  said, his 
sm ile  broaden in g .

A g a in  Sally ’s vo ice  had  that h igh , 
false quality  to it. “ W h y , Francis, 
this is a surprise!”  she said.

“ I th ou gh t y o u ’d  be  co m in g
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straight here fr o m  the coast," the 
fat m an said. “ D id n ’t figure a N e w  
Y ork  stopover, so I actually g ot here 
ahead o f  you .”

“ W e ll !”  Sally said. She sounded, 
Jed thought, as i f  her m ou th  and 
throat w ere bone-dry. T h e  fat m an 
look ed  in qu iringly  at Jed, and 
Sally w ent on . “ Francis, this is a 
very o ld  friend— M r. Jedediali R us
sell, w h o  ow n s and edits the local 
new spaper. Jedediah, this is Francis 
O ’M ara. H e ’s a big-shot p rom otion  
m an or som eth ing  at m y studio on  
the coast." She laughed uncertainly. 
" I ’m  never sure just exactly w hat 
your official title is Francis.”

“ Just a sort o f  trouble-shooter," 
the fat m an said. H e  beam ed at 
Jed. “ I ’m  here to  try and talk som e 
sense into this little g ir l.”

Jed put d o w n  the bags. “ I heart
ily  recom m en d  it,”  he said. “ H as
n ’ t been a w o rd  o f  sense spoken 
around here fo r  quite a w h ile .”  T h e  
room  was suddenly very still. “ A ll 
this surprise! H a d n ’t been but one 
case o f  real surprise around here—  
and that was m in e w h en  I saw Sally 
on  the station platform . She’d been 
here last n ight— and Isobel k n ow s 
it, and I k n o w  it, and I expect you 
k n o w  it, M r. O ’M ara.”

Jed paused. “ A n d  Isobel was ex
pecting  her n o w — Sally had  to 
practically jab her w ith  a p in  to 
m ake her act surprised. A n d  you 
w ere expecting her, O ’M ara— your 
act was a little sm oother, but it 
d id n ’t qu ite com e  o ff .”

T h e  fat m an ’s sm ile d id n ’t alter

by a hair. “ Y o u  speaking as a fr ien d  
o r  as a new spaper reporter?”  he 
asked.

“ I suppose it’s possible to  be 
both ,”  Jed said. H e  look ed  at Sally 
on  his left and then at Isobel on  his 
right. H e  felt a tw in ge  o f  alm ost 
pain fu l sym pathy. H e  d id n ’t th ink 
he had ever seen tw o  m ore fr igh t
ened people.

W h e n  he look ed  back at the fat 
m an he saw that O ’M ara’s head 
was cock ed  to on e  side, as th ou gh  
he w ere listening. O utside the 
spaniel’s bark in g  had degenerated 
into a sort o f  frustrated w h in in g . 
O ’M ara took  a huge w hite linen 
handkerch ief from  his h ip  pocket 
and gently dried  the palm s o f  his 
hands.

“ I ’ll assume that you ’re a fr ien d ,”  
he said. “ Som etim es the friendliest 
th ing a friend can d o  is to let people  
w ork  out their o w n  difficulties.”

Jed nicked a k itchen m atch in to  
flame w ith  his thum bnail and lit 
his cigarette. “ So you  adm it there 
are difficulties,”  he draw led.

“ Business m atters,”  O ’M ara said, 
“ strictly business matters.”

Jed w alked  over to the fireplace 
and tossed the m atch into the gray 
bed o f  ashes. W h e n  he turned he 
was fa cin g  all three o f  them . H e  
k n ew  this room  w ell— a w arm , 
friendly, lived-in  room . But the 
draw n shades n ow  m ade it dark 
and friendless.

“ Business matters can ’t scare the 
pants o f f  you  the w ay the three o f  
you  are scared,”  Jed said. H e  stared
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straight at Sally. “ L o o k , honey , I 
d o n ’t w ant to  be  a busybody, but 
let’s lay the cards o n  the table, shall 
w e ?  Y o u  cam e to L ake v iew  last 
n ight o n  the 10:30 train. B ob  M o l- 
loy  saw  you on  the p la tform — he 
spoke to you . Y o u  ran aw ay from  
h im , leaving  you r bag. Later he 
b rou gh t your bag  here. A t  first, Iso- 
bel acted friend ly  an d  as th ou gh  
she d id n ’t k n o w  w hat the score was. 
L ater, she w as d o w n r ig h t u n 
frien d ly  and acted as th ou gh  she 
did k n ow . B ob  sat outside this 
house all n ight w a itin g  fo r  you  to 
sh ow  up. Y o u  d id n ’t. A ll  day to 
day Isobel has had her shades draw n  
an d  has been liv in g  next to  the 
ph on e— ready to answ er it before  it 
co u ld  r in g  tw ice. M r . O ’M ara ar
r ived  here before  breakfast this 
m o rn in g  and m ade a special b ig  
poin t o f  it. H e  m ade such a special 
p o in t o f  his arrival that everyone in 
tow n  has k n ow n  about it all day.”  
H e  turned his head slightly tow ard 
the standing ashtray next to 
O ’M ara ’s place on  the cou ch . “ E ight 
cigar butts,”  he com m en ted  w ryly . 
“ T h e n  Sally m akes another en 
trance— a real b ig  entrance this 
tim e. M ost o f  the to w n  w ill figure 
she cam e in  on  the 4:06 today for  
the first tim e. But I k n o w  she d id n ’t 
and  B ob  k n ow s she d id n ’t.”

“ Y o u  on ly  k n o w  it because B ob  
to ld  you  so,”  Sally said qu ick ly , 
“ but B ob  was w ron g . H e  sim ply 
m ad e a m istake. H e  on ly  spoke a 
cou p le  o f  w ords to the g irl on  the 
p la tform  and then she was g o n e .”

“ H o w  d o  you  k n o w  th a t?”  Jed 
asked.

“ W h y — you  told  m e !”  Sally sa id  
her eyes w ide.

“ I to ld  you  n o  such th in g . I  to ld  
you  B ob  saw you  and talked to  you. 
I d id n ’t say an yth in g  abou t a co u 
p le  o f  w ord s  and then she ran 
aw ay. Besides, there was the bag  he 
b rou g h t here.”

“ T h e  bag  w asn ’t Sally ’s,”  M iss 
Isobel said in a flat voice .

“ M aybe not,”  Jed said.
“ I can prove  it,” M iss Isobel said 

in  the sam e flat voice . She w en t to  a 
sm all closet by the fron t d o o r  and 
returned w ith  a suitcase, a plain 
leather bag. “ A fter  B o b ’s w ild  
story,”  M iss Isobel said, “ I naturally 
exam ined  the bag. N o  initials. N o  
baggage tag or  stickers. A n d  in 
side— ”  She put the bag  d o w n  on  
the sofa and open ed  it. “ See fo r  
you rself.”

T h e  b a g  conta ined  a plain black 
dress, obviou sly  several sizes too  
large fo r  Sally, a pair o f  black 
pum ps, equally too  large, a com b  
an d  brush, a toothbrush  and  a 
n ew  tube o f  toothpaste, and tw o 
sm all lace-edged handkerch iefs. Jed 
W alked over and p ick ed  up the o b 
jects on e  by one, his eyes narrow ed 
against the sm oke fr o m  his ciga 
rette.

“ H o w  d o  I k n o w  this is the same 
bag that B ob  brou ght fr o m  the sta
t io n ? ”  h e  asked.

“ A sk  h im !”  M iss Isobel said 
w ith  sudden  heat. “ W h a t gives you  
the righ t to  com e  here and  third-
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degree us, Jed R ussell? I ’m  grateful 
to  you  fo r  g iv in g  Sally a lift from  
the station, but n ow  w e  have a lot 
to  talk about, and M r. O ’M ara’s 
here on  business. I ’ll thank you to 
leave us to  ourselves fo r  a w h ile .”

Jed Russell threw  his cigarette 
in to the fireplace. “ G uess I have 
asked quite a lot o f  questions,”  he 
said. “ W e ll, the older you  get the 
curiouser you  get.”  H e  snapped the 
bag  shut. “ A s  lo n g  as this isn’ t 
Sally ’s I ’ll take it back to E d  
T h o m p so n  at the depot. T h e  o w n 
er’ll probably  be in qu irin g  for  it.”

H e  saw both  w om en  glance 
qu ick ly  at O ’M ara. T h e  fat m an ’s 
eyelids d roop ed  ever so slightly be
h in d  his heavy glasses.

“ I ’d  appreciate that, Jedediah,”  
Sally said.

“ It’ll be a com fort k n o w in g  M r. 
O ’M ara approves too ,”  Jed said 
drily . H e  m oved  tow ard  the front 
door. “ A n d  w hile  I ’m  about it I ’ll 
try to  get rid o f  that pesky d o g  o f  
M a g g ie  B ailey’s for  you . C an ’t hear 
yourself th ink  for  all his yapp in g  
and w h in in g .”

M iss Isobel took  a qu ick  step to 
w ard  h im . “ N o ! ”  she said, sharply. 
“ I ’ll handle h im , Jedediah. H e  
k n ow s m e.”

Jed n od ded  slow ly, “ Suit you r
self, Isobel,”  he said. “ Be seeing 
you , Sally. W a n t to d o  a g o o d  story 
on  you  fo r  the Courier."

H e  w en t ou t o n to  the porch , 
carrying the bag. H e  stood  there 
for  a second, w atch in g  the spaniel 
c law  at the tool-shed door. H e  was

assim ilating the final p iece  o f  in
form ation  he had gathered inside 
the house. W h e n  he had m en tion ed  
gettin g  rid  o f  the d og , and M iss Iso
bel had stepped tow ard  h im , M r. 
Francis O 'M a ra ’s right hand had 
m oved  up  and inside his left coat 
lapel, co n firm in g  a suspicion Jed 
had had from  the m om en t he first 
saw h im .

M r. Francis O ’M ara w as w earing 
a shoulder holster.

Jed Russell d id  not g o  back to the 
Courier office. Instead, he w alked  
straight across the village green to 
the little stationery store next to the 
post office, w ent to the ph on e booth  
at the rear, and  m ade three phone 
calls. T h e  fu st was to B ob  M o llo y  
at his m otel. Bob was evidently 
w aitin g  for  the call.

“ F ew  facts fo r  you , R obert,”  Jed 
said. “ Y o u r  g irl is here.”

“ I to ld  you  that.”
“ She arrived on  the 4:06 w ith  

fancy lu ggage, an orch id  corsage, 
and a sm all-sized blare o f  trumpets. 
Y o u  m ade a m istake last n ight 
an d— ”

“ I d id n ’t m ake any m istake!”
“ She says, R obert, she says. 

T h e re ’s trouble, all right. Y o u r  fat 
m an  is a sort o f  house guest at the 
m om en t. A n d  he ’s carrying a gu n . 
I th ink you  better get over here to 
P ete ’s store and w e ’ ll have a p o w 
w o w .”

“ Y o u  called the co p s ? ”
“ P o w w o w  first,”  Jed said. “ G et 

over here fast— and, B ob, stick a
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shotgun in  the back o f  your car.”
“ B ut— ”
“ I f  you like the g irl you ’ll get 

m o v in g ,”  Jed said sharply.
H is  next call was to  a num ber in 

the tow n  o f  C layton, w h ich  he 
fo u n d  after som e difficulty in  the 
directory.

“ T h is  the T o g g e ry  S h op  in C lay
t o n ? ”  he asked. “ Jedediah Russell 
here—La\evietv Courier. L ik e  to  
in qu ire  about a purchase m ade at 
your store today. I ’d  guess it was 
pretty soon  after you  open ed  this 
m orn in g . B lack dress in  a large size 
and a pair o f  black, h igh-heeled  
pum ps. W o u ld n ’t be surprised if the 
stuff was bou ght by a m an .”

T h e  answ er was prom pt. T h e  ar
ticles had been bou ght that m orn - 
in g— yes, by a m an, a very fat m an 
w h o  was driv in g  a car T ented  fro m  
the L ak eview  G arage.

T h e  third call was to  M rs. M a g 
g ie  Bailey.

“ M a g g ie?  Jed Russell here.”
“ H o w  are you , Jeded iah?”
“ First-rate. N o w  listen to m e, 

M aggie , and carefully. T h a t d o g  o f  
yours has been disturbing the 
w h ole  n eigh borh ood  fo r  the past 
fe w  hours.”

“ O h , d ea r!”  M rs. Bailey said. “ I 
d o n ’t k n o w  w h at’s g ot into h im . 
H e ’s spooked , Jedediah. K eeps 
bark in g  arou nd  Isobel S cudder’s 
too l shed. H e  w o n ’t co m e  w hen  I 
call h im , I d on 't  k n o w  w hat’s g ot 
in to  h im .”

“ H e  m igh t get a m edal, M aggie . 
H o w  g o o d  is your n e rv e ?”

“ M ed a l?  N erve?
“ I want you  to g o  over to Isabel’s 

and get your d og . A n d  w h ile  you ’re 
getting h im  I w ant you  to look  in 
the tool-shed w in d ow . T h e n  tele
phone m e over to P ete ’s stationery 
store and tell m e w hat you  saw.”  

“ Y o u  crazy, Jeded iah ?”
“ N op e . N o w  listen to m e, M a g 

g ie . I g ot a hunch that Isobel and 
Sally are in  bad trouble. I got a 
h un ch  the trouble is in  that tool 
shed. I w ant you  just to peep in 
that w in d o w , and n o  matter what 
you  see y o u ’re to act as if  you  d id n ’t 
see anything, understand? Just pick 
up  your d o g  and take her h om e.” 

“ H im ,”  M rs. Bailey said. 
“ W h a t? ”
“ T oots ie  is a h im ,”  M rs. Bailey 

said.
“ O kay, h im ! B ut d o n ’t holler, 

M agg ie , and  d o n ’t ju m p  back  from  
the w in d o w . A n d  after you  talk to 
m e, keep you r trap shut, under
sta n d ?”

“ Y ou  do sound crazy, Jedediah.”  
“ If you ’ll pardon m y bein g  vu l

gar,”  Jed said, "w h at you  see m ay 
scare the pants, o f f  you .”  

“ Jeded iah !”
“ N o w  m ov e  qu ick . I ’ll be w atch

in g  from  here. I f  there is any trouble 
I ’ll com e running. But i f  you  act 
natural there w o n ’t be n one.”

Jed cam e out o f  the ph one booth 
and w alk ed  to  the fron t o f  the store. 
H e  stood look in g  out the plate- 
glass w in d o w  tow ard  M rs. B ailey’s 
house.

“ D id n ’t 1 see you  brin g  Sally
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Crane h om e a little w h ile  b a c k ? ”  
the proprietor asked h im .

“ Y ep . H o m e  fo r  a  spell,”
“ H o w  is sh e ?”
“ F in e ,”  Jed said.
T h e  back  d o o r  o f  M rs. B ailey’s 

house op en ed  and M rs. Bailey ap
peared. She w a lk ed  briskly over to 
w ard Isobel S cu dder’s too l shed 
w here the spaniel still fretted and 
yapped at the door.

T here  w ere tw o  sm all w in dow s, 
on e on  each side o f  the d oor . M rs. 
Bailey w alk ed  up  to her d o g  and 
Jed cou ld  alm ost im agin e he heard 
her scold ing . She p ick ed  the d o g  up  
in her arm s and as she straightened 
up, she w as fa c in g  the w in d o w  to 
the right o f  the door. Jed saw her 
freeze for  an instant and then m ov e  
aw ay. She w alk ed  stiffly, like som e
on e w h o  w ants to  run.

“ G o o d  g ir l !”  Jed m uttered.
“ W ell, you  never k n o w  what 

H o lly w o o d ’ll d o  to  ’em ,”  the p ro 
prietor o f  the store said.

“ E h ? O h , yes, I see w h at you  
m ean,”  Jed said. H e  w alked  back 
tow ard the booth . W h e n  the phone 
rang a m om en t later, h e  stepped in 
and closed the door.

“ Y e p ? ”
“ Jed ed iah ?”  It w as a shaky w his

per.
“ Y o u  d id  fine, M agg ie ,”  Jed said.
“ Jedediah— ”
“ W e ll, w hat d id  you  see, M a g 

g ie ? ”
“ Jedediah! T h e re ’s a dead m an in 

there— sitdn ’ in  a chair pretty as you
please— staring straight ahead.”

“ H o w  d o  you k n o w  h e ’s d e a d ? ”
M rs. Bailey struggled  w ith  it. 

“ T h ere ’s a— a k n ife  sticking in his 
— in his throat, clean u p  to the han
dle. T h ere ’s b lo o d  d o w n  his shirt—  
a n d - ”

“ Yes, M a g g ie ? ”
“ T h e  kn ife— I recogn ized  it, Jed- 

a d ia h !”
“ W h ose  is it, M a g g ie ? ”
“ It has a b on e  handle w ith  a 

crack in it— an o ld  ye llow  crack 
right d o w n  the handle— ”

“ W h ose  k n ife  is it, M a g g ie ? ”
“ M any a tim e I saw  that k n ife—  

that very same k n ife— in Isobel 
S cu dder’s k itch en !”

A s  a w orried  Jedediah Russell 
stepped out o f  the ph one booth . 
B ob  M olloy  barged  th rou gh  the 
front d oor o f  the shop, pale and 
truculent.

“ M in d  i f  w e  use your back room  
a m inute, P e te ? ”  Jed called to the 
proprietor.

“ H e lp  yourself.”
Jed p icked  up the suitcase from  

beside the booth  and w aved  B ob  
in to  the back room .

“ N o w  look  here, Jed,”  B ob  said, 
the m om en t Jed had closed the 
d oor , “ n o  matter w hat Sally says, 
she cam e in on  the last n igh t’s 
train.”

“ Sure,”  Jed said. “ Sure.”  H e  put 
the suitcase o n  a dusty table. “ T h is  
look  like her b a g ? ”

“ L ook s like it,” B ob  said, scow l
ing. “ But it was dark . I cou ld n ’ t 
swear to  it. Sam e k in d  o f  bag .”
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“ I guess it ’s the bag, all right,”  
Jed said. H e  open ed  it. “ W h a t d o  
you m ake o f  all this s tu ff? ”  H e  held 
up the dress.

“ Sally cou ld  use that fo r  a ten t!”  
B ob  said.

“ H o w  about the sh oes?”
“ I w o u ld n ’t k n o w  about the size 

o f  her foo t , Jed— ”
“ L o o k  at the soles. B rand-new . 

N o t  a scratch o n  ’em . L o o k  at the 
hairbrush and co m b . N e v e r  been 
used. N o t  a d ro p  squeezed  ou t o f  
the toothpaste tube. T ooth bru sh  
bran d-n ew . O n e  o f  the handker
ch iefs still g ot a price tag on  it. A n d  
d id  you  ever k n o w  a w om a n  to 
travel w ithout clean stock ings or 
u nderthings or  som e k in d  o f  a 
n ight dress or robe or  so m e th in g ?”  

“ I d o n ’t get it,”  B ob  said.
“ In  case you  g ot stubborn they 

in tended  to  sh ow  you  this, B ob, to 
con v in ce  you  it w asn ’t Sally you  
saw  last n igh t. O n ly  he was in a 
hurry and  he d id n ’t m ak e it look  
real.”

“ H e ? ”
“ E d  T h o m p s o n ’s fat frien d . H e  

bou ght the stu ff in the T o g g e ry  
S h op  in  C layton . N o w  there isn ’t 
tim e fo r  m e to  pleasure m yself by 
m ystify in g  you , B ob , so I 'll tell you  
straight ou t. T h e re ’s a dead m an 
sitting in a chair over in Isobel 
S cu dder’s to o l shed.”

“ What!”
“ I figure h e ’s been  there qu ite a 

w hile. I figure ou r fat frien d , w h o  
has the m usical nam e o f  Francis 
O ’M ara, m eant to  m o v e  the corpus

last n ight on ly  you  obfuscated  h im  
by sitting ou t fron t in your car all 
n ight. S o he d ecid ed  it was safer to 
w ait until ton igh t. I figure as soon 
as it ’s dark  and the m ain  street has 
qu ieted  d o w n , h e ’ll try again .”

“ A n d  y o u ’re g o in g  to  let h im ?  
L o o k  here, Jed, this is fo r  the police 
and you  k n o w  it as w ell as I d o . 
Sally and  M iss Isobel— you  plan to 
let ’em  stay there alone w ith  a 
k ille r?”

Jed lit a cigarette, his eyes nar
row ed . “ Y o u  g ot to figure the an
gles, B ob. Sally cam e in  last n ight 
and you  saw her and she ran away 
from  you . R ig h t?  Y o u  took  your 
custom ers to  the m otel an d  it was a 
little w h ile  b e fore  you  w en t after 
the bag  and to o k  it to  M iss Isobel. 
R ig h t?  M iss S cu dder acted n orm al 
w h en  you  first saw her. N o  nerves, 
n o  tension . R ig h t?  Y o u  g o  out and 
search the w o o d s  fo r  half an hour 
and w h en  you  co m e  back every
th in g  is d ifferen t— Isobel is k eyed  
up  to  h igh  C . S o obviously  she 
learned som eth in g  w h ile  you  w ere 
gon e . Y o u  th ou ght m aybe Sally 
was there, but she w asn ’t. Sally 
w ent back to N e w  Y o rk  and m ade 
a new  entrance this afternoon . N o 
b od y  w ith  her. N o  gu n  in her ribs. 
See w hat I m ea n ? Isobel played it 
that w ay too. M aybe O ’M ara ’s gun  
was in her ribs, but if  it was, Sally 
k n ew  abou t it. D id  she get outside 
h elp? N o . She just acts her part. 
See w hat I m e a n ? ”

“ Y o u  m ean they’re both  in  o n  
it,”  B ob  said g lu m ly .
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“ Y ep ."
“ C on n iv in g  in a m u rd e r !’ ’ B ob  

said.
“ I th ou gh t you  loved  the g irl,”  

Jed said.
“I d o , h u t - ”
“ Y o u  g ot a bad trouble, R obert—  

y o u ’ve had it fro m  the start. Y o u  
got n o  faith in the g irl. Y o u  d o n ’ t 
believe w h at she tells you . N o  faith 
at all. N o w  I say th is : I say she’s one 
o f  the finest, straightest-shooting 
girls I ever m et. I ‘m  n ot in  love  w ith 
her, but I k n o w  that m u ch  about 
iter. A n d  Isobel Scudder is another 
on e w h o ’s straight as a die. So they 
are collaboratin g  w ith  fat Francis, 
these tw o . S o  they m ust th ink  it ’s 
the right th in g  to  d o . T h e y  m igh t 
have been sold  a b ill o f  g ood s , B ob, 
but they believe in it or  they w o u ld 
n ’t be d o in g  it. I g o t  that m u ch  faith 
in both  o f  ’em . S o  I p rop ose  to  
string a lon g  a w h ile , b u t I likew ise 
propose to pass m y  o w n  ju dgm en t 
on  the facts.”

“ W h a t fa cts?”  B o b  asked.
“ W e  d on 't  k n o w n  ’em — yet,”  Jed 

said. “ B ut I ’d  like to  po in t out on e 
th in g  to you, m y  faithless friend . 
Suppose y o u  h adn ’t seen Sally last 
n ight. Suppose you  w ere con v in ced  
you w ere  w ron g . Suppose w e all 
accepted it as gospel that she g ot 
here fo r  the first tim e  o n  the 4 :06 
this afternoon . W h a t w ou ld  that d o  
fo r  h e r ? ”

“ I guess I m ust be th ick -beaded ,”  
Bob said. “ W h a t are you  driv in g  
a t ? ”

If I in  right, that dead m an has

been sitting in the to o l shed since 
yesterday even in g . So i f  Sally cam e 
in  on  the 4 :06  this a ftern oon , she 
co u ld n ’t have had an yth in g  to  do 
w ith  k illin g  h im , co u ld  sh e ? ”  

“ Y o u  m ean she— ? ”  B ob 's  eyes 
w ere dark w ith  anxiety.

“ I th ink  they fixed  up  a perfect 
alibi for  her— if they can con v in ce  
you  that you  w ere w ro n g  about last 
n igh t,”  Jed said.

“ B ut that m eans she— -'
Jed sm iled  a crook ed  sm ile. “ I 

w o u ld n ’t m arry you , B ob , i f  you  
w ere  the last m an on  earth. N o  
fa ith— n o fa ith  at all. N o w  I ’ll tell 
you  w hat w e ’re g o in g  to d o  , .

It w as com pletely  dark at ten 
m inutes to n ine that n igh t. L ak e 
view  had  settled d o w n  to  its usual 
quiet even ing. Suddenly , just be
fore  n ine, peace was shattered by a 
b larin g  voice . It cam e from  a lo u d 
speaker on  top  o f  a sm all black 
sedan. A  voices w h ich  had curious 
overtones o f  Jcdediah Russell’s was 
blasting ou t the new s that the F ire
m en ’s C arnival was at hand. “ Bin- 
g o ! G am es o f  C hance! W in  a brand- 
n ew  Sports C ar! D a n c in g ! T h ree  
great days o f  entertainm ent w ith 
every cent o f  profit g o in g  tow ard 
your protection . F irem en ’s C arn i
val, fo lk s ! T h e  ou tstan d in g  event o f  
ou r su m m er season! R ides for  the 
k ids! Beer fo r  the o ld  fo lk s !”  O n  
and on  it w ent, rattling the w in - 
d ow pan es o n  M a in  and E lm  Streets.

N o w  this was not an unheard-of 
thing, this broadcasting o f  the com -
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in g  carn ival; but the fact was that 
the carnival was six w eeks aw ay 
and  the broadcasting usually took  
place w h en  the carnival was actual
ly  in progress. P eop le  listened, were 
stunned, w ere an noyed , and  sud
den ly  the State T ro o p e rs ’ barracks 
in  C layton  began  to  be inundated 
w ith  telephone calls. T h e  noise was 
so ear-shattering that n o  one, not 
even the three tense peop le  sitting 
in  Isobel S cu dder’s liv in g  room , 
cou ld  hear the steady sou n d  o f  a 
steel saw b iting th rou gh  the pad
lo ck  on  the d oor  o f  Isobel’s too l 
shed.

L o n g  before  the State T roopers 
arrived fr o m  C layton  the broad 
casting had stopped. T h e  broad 
casting car h ad  been abandoned 
near the firehouse, and the best the 
T roop ers  cou ld  d iscover was that 
som eon e had seen a “ rather tall 
m an ”  ru n n in g  away from  the small 
black  sedan as a g ro u p  o f  angry 
citizens bore d ow n  on  it.

It w as nearly eleven before the 
next step in L a k ev iew ’s dram a took  
place. Residents o f  E lm  Street had 
g o n e  to bed, m uttering about “ pu b
lic disturbance.”  M ost o f  the houses 
w ere n ow  dark. T h e  street lights 
cast a d im  greenish  g lo w  over the 
village green , but the areas behind  
the houses tvere p itch-dark.

M iss Isobel S cu dd er ’s house d id  
n ot sh ow  a light anyw here. W h e n  
the back d oor open ed  slow ly, there 
w as n o  on e  to  see the bu lk y  figure 
o f  M r. Francis O ’M ara slip on to  the

rear porch  and m ake his w ay  to  the 
rented car w h ich  had been  parked  
all day b eh in d  the house.

O ’M ara stood  for a fe w  m om ents 
beside the d oor  o f  the car, as i f  he 
w ere try ing  to adjust his v ision  to  
the darkness. T h en  he slow ly 
w alk ed  the fe w  yards to  the d oor o f  
the too l shed. H e  had a sm all key 
in  his h and  and he fu m b led  w ith  
the lock .

T h e  lo ck  op en ed  easily— as 
th ou gh  it had  not been fastened at 
all. M r. O ’M ara pu lled  the d oor 
out, then turned and w ent back to 
the rented car. H e  g ot in and the 
en gin e pu rred  under his touch. 
S low ly  he back ed  the car tow ard  
the d oor  o f  the too l shed.

T h e n  he g o t  ou t, op en ed  the 
trunk com partm ent o f  the car, and 
stepped into the too l shed. F or the 
first tim e he risked sh ow in g  a light. 
H e  took  a sm all torch  from  his 
pocket, snapped it on , and directed 
the beam  tow ard  the o ld  canvas 
chair w here he k n ew  a dead m an 
sat.

A s his light focused  o n  the chair 
som eth ing  happened— som ething
that ch ok ed  M r. O ’M ara ’s breath in 
his throat*.

T h e  corpse rose up out o f  the 
chair and  poin ted  a tw enty-gauge 
shotgun at M r. O ’M ara.

A fter  an instant o f  sheer terror 
M r. O ’M ara ’s hand m oved  qu ick ly  
tow ard  his left-coat lapel. Instantly, 
strong arms p in ioned  h im  from  be
hind. T h en  Jed Russell d rop p ed  his 
im personation  o f  a corpse and cam e
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forw a rd  lo  take the g u n  fro m  M r. 
O ’M a ra ’s holster and slip it in to  his 
o w n  pocket.

“ O k ay , B ob ,’ ’  Jed said. “ Y o u  can 
let h im  g o .”

M r . O ’M ara tenderly rubbed  a 
bruised b icep  w here B o b ’s fingers 
had  d u g  in to  the flesh. “ A  new s
paperm an  is always a n ew spaper
m a n ,”  O ’M ara said w ith  som e bit
terness, “ h ick  tow n  or otherw ise. 
Y o u  d o n ’t g iv e  up, R ussell.”  

“ N o p e ,”  Jed said p lacid ly . “ But 
m aybe y o u ’ve n oticed , O ’M ara, 
there are n o  cops. N o t  yet. M y  
y o u n g  fr ien d  B ob M o llo y  and I are 
w illin g  to  listen. W e 're  k in d  o f  fo n d  
o f  the tw o  ladies w h o  are in volved  
in this.”

O ’M ara ’s breath eased out o f  h im  
in  a lo n g  asthm atic w h eeze . “ I un 
derestim ated you , M r. R ussell,”  he 
said. “ I ’m  perfectly  w illin g  to talk. 
W h e re — w here is— h e ? ”

“ Y o u r  dead fr ie n d ? ” Jed said. 
“ O v er  in the corner there. N o t  so 
com fortab le , but I d o n ’t th ink  it 
m atters to  h im . A n d  I th ink  w hat
ever ta lk in g  w e  d o  had better be in  
the presense o f  the ladies. I d o n ’t 
w ant to have to  dou b le-ch eck  every 
step o f  the w ay . I d o n ’t k n o w  h ow  
m u ch  tim e w e have.”

“ T im e ? ”
Jed sm iled grim ly . “ T w o  others 

k n o w  about this,”  he said. “ A  lady 
and  her d og . A n d  on e o f  them  is 
d y in g  to  talk ! A  first-class gossip 
can hang on to  a secret on ly  so lo n g .”  

O M a r a  w alk ed  to the back door 
o f  M i ss Isobel’s house w ith  Jed and

B ob  M o llo y  directly  beh in d  h im . 
T h e  m om en t his steps sou n ded  o n  
the rear porch , the d oor op en ed  and 
M iss Isobel look ed  out. Sally w as in 
the shadow s beh in d  her.

“ S om eth in g  w r o n g ? ”  Sally w h is
pered.

“ Guess you  m igh t as w ell sw itch 
o n  som e lights,”  Jed said. “ W e  got 
to see to  talk. Leastw ise, I d o .”

“ Jeded iah !”  M iss Isobel’s voice 
was despairing.

A  m om en t later they w ere in  the 
kitchen. Sally stared at B ob M olloy , 
her lips qu iverin g . Both w om en  
gave the im pression  o f  having 
nerves that w ere stretched to  the 
break in g  point.

“ Jedediah, w h y  cou ld n 't you 
m in d  your o w n  business?”  M iss 
Isobel m oan ed .

“ T h e  safety o f  people I love is m y 
business,”  Jed said. “ N o w  w e m ay 
not have too  m u ch  tim e. B ob  and 
I have to know ' the score. I f  w e  like 
the look s o f  it w e ’ll help. I f  w e  
d o n ’t w e  w o n ’t. But any tim e n ow  
M a g g ie  Bailey is apt to  bust out 
and call the State T roop ers . So I 
advise speed and clarity. P lenty o f  
clarity.”

M iss Isobel turned aw ay. “ W e  
m igh t as w ell g o  into the liv in g  
room  w h ere w e can  sit,”  she said 
in a du ll voice.

B ob  M o llo y  d id n ’t fo llo w  her. H e  
w alked  straight across the room  to  
Sally and took  her shoulders in his 
strong hands. H e  look ed  d o w n  at 
her, his ja w  ju ttin g  forw ard  w ith 
characteristic belligerence. “ G et this
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straight,”  he said. “ I ’ve been a dam n 
foo l. F rom  n o w  on  I d o n ’t care 
w hat happened in the past; I d o n ’t 
care w hat you  d id  or  w hat I d id . I 
d o n ’t care w hat this is all about. I 
love you. D o  you  hear m e ?  I ’m  not 
g o in g  to let you  get aw ay fro m  m e 
again .”  H e  shook  her gently . “ D o  
you  hear m e ? ”

“ I hear you ,”  Sally said, and sud
denly she was being held  very tight
ly in  his arms.

“ B oy ’s m ak in g  sense at last,”  Jed 
said to n o  on e in particular. H e  
m ade a m ock  b o w  o f  courtesy to 
O ’M ara, gesturing h im  to fo llo w  
M iss Isobel. Jed brou gh t u p  the 
rear, still carrying his shotgun.

O ’M ara dried his dam p palm s 
w ith  a b ig  linen h andkerch ief. H e  
sat o n  the sofa and the others had 
draw n  chairs into a sem icircle fac
in g  h im . B ob  and Sally sat close to
gether.

“ T h is  is an unbelievable situa
tion ,”  O 'M ara  began. “ I ’ll have to 
g o  back a little to get it to m ake 
sense for  you . Sally, as you  k n ow , 
has m ade a b ig  hit fo r  herself in 
H o lly w o o d . Part o f  m y jo b  is to 
m ake the m ost o f  it, publicity-w ise. 
W e  built a k ind  o f  a fake rom ance 
fo r  her w ith  M arc W illiam s. M a rc ’s 
the m ost valuable property w e 
have. H e ’s a nice fe llow , but driven  
alm ost beyon d  endurance by  the 
pressures o f  success. H e  lost his 
w ife  a cou p le  o f  years ago in a 
sw im m in g  accident. H e ’s never 
been the sam e since.

“ H e  was agreeable to  b e in g  seen 
places w ith  Sally, agreeable to have 
som e rom antic hints planted in the 
gossip  co lum ns. It’s standard pro
cedure ou t there. I ’d like to say I  
d o n ’t th ink he ever even tried to 
take advantage o f  it.”

“ N ev er ,”  Sally said, lo o k in g  
straight ahead. “H e  laughed  and 
k id d ed  about it, and he’d  play the 
attentive lover w henever w e  w ere 
in  pu b lic. W e  actually g o t to be 
g o o d  friends. G o d  help m e, if  w e  
h adn ’t I w o u ld n ’ t be in  all this 
trouble .”

B ob  d id n ’t speak, but his hand 
tightened around hers and  she 
look ed  at h im  w ith  a k in d  o f  w o n 
der. T h is  was a n ew  B ob.

“ S om eth in g  n one o f  us k n ew ,” 
O ’M ara w en t on , “ was that M arc 
had becom e h ook ed — he’d  becom e 
a narcotics addict.”

“ H e  was fightin g  it,”  Sally said. 
“ H e  was figh tin g  it w ith  all his 
m igh t.”

“ O n e  n ight about ten days ago ,” 
O ’M ara said, “ he called Sally. I 
guess he was beg in n in g  to  get the 
shakes. H e  asked her if she’d  com e 
ou t to his place an d  have supper 
w ith  h im — stay w ith  h im  until he 
got over the hill. She w en t.”

“ H e  needed help  so desperately,” 
Sally said.

“ W e ll, they w ere having  supper 
on  the terrace o f  his house over
look in g  the ocean w hen  a gu y  cam e 
u p  the garden  path. H e  was the 
‘pusher’ M arc had been dealing 
w ith— the gu y  w h o  provided him
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w ith  the drug. M arc to ld  h im  to 
beat it. H e  w asn ’t g o in g  to  stay on  
the k ick . H e  was through. T h e  gu y  
lau gh ed  at h im . H e  began  to  d e
scribe to  M arc w hat it w ou ld  be 
lik e  w ith ou t it.”

“ It was h orrib le,”  Sally said. 
“ M arc was listening and  suddenly 
h e  was drenched  w ith  sw eat.”

“ T h e  g u y  kept on ,”  O ’M ara said, 
“ and  suddenly M arc ju m p ed  him . 
H e  started to beat h im  up . T h e  gu y  
had  a gu n . H e  pu lled  it and fired 
it, but M arc had  h o ld  o f  his arm  
an d  the shots w en t w ild . T h en  
M a rc  landed  a k n ock ou t punch . 
T h e  place was a w reck  and  M arc 
w as standing over the gu y , shak
in g , w h en  in  w alk ed  ou r  frien d .”

“ F r ie n d ? ”  Jed asked.
O ’M ara jerk ed  his head in  the 

d irection  o f  the too l shed. “ H is  
n am e was K elv in . H e  was a sort o f  
private eye. H is license was revoked 
years ago, but he w ork ed  fo r  a 
m a ga zin e  called Secret. Y o u  k n ow  
their stu ff— inside filth on  the pri
vate lives o f  H o lly w o o d  celebrities. 
A n d  boy , d id  he find  h im self a 
scoop ! M arc W illia m s an addict! 
T h e  ‘pusher’ identified ! A n d  Sally 
a witness, both  to  the facts about 
M arc and  the identity o f  the pusher!

“ W e ll, they all k n ew  those gu n  
shots w o u ld  brin g  people. M arc 
urged  Sally to get out o f  there, and 
she left. K elv in , too. M arc g ot the 
pusher ou t o f  there an d  faced  the 
p olice  w ith  the story o f  h avin g  sur
prised an d  fou g h t o ff  a sneak thief. 
It was fine for  the m om ent— but he

k n ew , and w e  all k n ew , that K e l
vin w o u ld n ’t d rop  his h o ld  on  
them . I urged Sally to take a trip 
h om e and stay under cover.

“ W e  planted that story about a 
quarrel w ith  the studio. B ut K e l
vin  w asn ’t g iv in g  up. H is  key w it
ness was Sally. H e  fo u n d  ou t she’d  
left H o lly w o o d , and the next th ing 
I g o t w in d  o f  was the fact that h e ’d 
started East to  find  her.

“ I took  a plane East and g o t here 
yesterday— g o t here before Sally 
d id . In the late a fternoon  I cam e to 
M iss S cu dder’s house. She was out 
and the place was lock ed  up. I w an 
dered  around, w aitin g  fo r  her. 
T h e n  I happened to  glance in  the 
tool-shed w in d o w — and there was 
K elv in . H e  was dead— w ith  a kn ife  
in  his throat.”

O ’M ara w ip e d  the sw eat from  
his forehead. “ T h e  first th ou ght I 
had was— and I adm it it— that Sally 
had got here ahead o f  m e and had 
polished K elv in  o ff. O r  m aybe Miss 
Scudder. But then I got to th ink ing  
and I realized th ere .w a s som eone 
else interested in  silencing K elvin . 
T h e  dope  m ob . T h e y ’d  sent a guy 
after h im  and he ’d  caught u p  with 
h im  here. W e ll, you  m ay ask, w hy 
d id n ’t I call the cops? I d id n ’t be
cause I k n ew  the finger w o u ld  point 
at Sally. T o  defend  herself against 
a m u rder charge she’d  have to tell 
the truth. T h a t w ou ld  m ean the 
en d  o f  M arc, and if you ’ll pardon 
the practical aspect o f  it, it w ou ld  
cost the studio about six m illion  
bucks in  unreleased films.
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“ T h e  th ing  to d o  was to  get hold  
o f  Sally and establish an ironclad  
alibi for  her. I kn ew  she w ou ld  ar
rive that day. I w ent to the depot to 
meet die n ight train. She cam e, all 
right, but before  I cou ld  get to her, 
young M olloy  here spotted her. It 
all happened so qu ick , and she ran 
aw ay from  h im  so fast that— w ell, I 
figured w e m igh t still face it out.

“ I caught up  w ith her, g o t her 
into m y car, and told her w hat it 
w ou ld  m ean to  her, to M arc, to the 
studio. She m igh t even fin d  she 
co u ld n ’t beat the m urder rap. She 
ph oned  M iss Isobel and told  her—  
that m ust have been w hile  M olloy  
was searching the short cut fo r  her. 
I got Sally on  the train at C layton  
w ithout anyone seeing her, so she 
cou ld  com e back and m ake her 
public return today. M o llo y  both 
ered m e plenty. I had m eant to  m ove 
the body  last n ight. I f I cou ld  have 
du m ped  K e lv in ’s body  hundreds o f  
m iles from  here w e ’d have had 
noth in g  to w orry  about.”

H e  sm iled hum orlessly at Bob. 
“ But M olloy  sat outside the house 
all n ight. I co u ld n ’t risk it last night. 
I m ade it clear to M iss Scudder 
w hat it w ou ld  m ean if  she d id n ’t 
play a lon g  w ith  me. A ll w e  cou ld  
d o  was w ait till tonight. I m ade m y 
o w n  public arrival in L ak eview  on  
this m orn in g ’s train. T h en  I rented 
a car and drove over to C layton  to 
get som e stuff to put in that bag—  
just to m ake sure w e had som e
th ing lo r  M olloy  if  he got stubborn 
before  Sally m ade her secon d  ap

pearance. It look ed  as if  w e w ere g o 
in g  to m ake it until you interested 
yourself, M r. Russell— you and that 
dam ned d o g !”

“ M aybe you  think w e  w ere 
w ron g , Jedediah,”  Sally said ur
gently. “ W e  w eren ’t really help in g  
the m urderer. If it had just been m e, 
I ’d have faced it. But there was 
M arc w h o  w ou ld  be destroyed and  
the studio w ith  its trem endous in 
vestm ent in h im — all to be ru in ed  
because o f  vicious gossip.”

“ It checks,”  B ob said, supportin g  
her loyally. “ T h a t fe llow  in  the 
convertible, Jed— the on e w h o  
asked the G eneral w here M iss Iso
bel lived. H e  m ust have been the 
killer.”

“ Just cam e back the next m orn 
in g  to m ake a public inspection? 
O n  the o ld  saw about the killer al
ways returning to the scene o f  the 
c r im e ?”  Jed asked drily, H e  sat 
staring at O ’M ara from  under 
heavy eyelids. “ Y o u  sold yourself to 
Sally and Isobel, all right, but you  
haven ’t sold m e, O ’M ara.”

O ’M ara ’s head jerked up. “ W h a t 
d o  you  m e a n ?”

“ K elv in  was k illed w ith  a certain 
bone-handled k n ife , jabbed clean 
through  his throat,”  Jed said. “ T h a t 
k n ife  belongs to Isobel. She’s g ot a 
grindstone out there in the shed, 
and there are half a dozen  knives 
out there. Y o u  plann ing to sharpen 
’em  yesterday or today, was that it, 
Iso b e l? ”

M iss Isobel m oistened her lips, 
“ W h y , yes! I took  ’em  out there yes
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terday n oon  to  sharpen them . I 
heard the ph on e rin g  and I cam e 
back in the house to  answer it. It 
was M iss T ra cy  asking i f  I cou ld  
help  out at the hospital. S o  I got 
dressed and  w en t d o w n  there. I 
forgot all about the kn ives.”

Jed n odded . “ So the m u rder was 
im provised ,”  h e  said. “ N o b o d y  
cou ld  have cou n ted  on  the knives 
bein g  there. C an  you  figure a ga n g 
ster com in g  all the w ay from  C ali
forn ia  to kill a m an  and depending 
on  fin d in g  a w eap on  handy w hen 
he needed it? C an you  figure a 
gangster ru n n in g  the risk o f  being 
caught in the act in a sm all tow n  
like this? E ven i f  K e lv in  g o t  to talk 
to Sally— even if that was som eh ow  
dangerous to the gan g— he’d wait, 
w ou ldn 't he, till he cou ld  polish 
K elv in  o f f  in som e isolated place? 
N op e , this w as n o  g a n g  k illin g .”  
T h e  heavy eyelids lifted  slightly. 
“ M aybe y o u ’re a real loyal em 
ployee, O ’M ara. M aybe y o u ’d g o  to 
any lengths to save your studio and 
its property. W o u ld  you  g o  to the 
length o f  com m ittin g  m u rd e r? ”

“ Y o u ’re n u ts!”  O ’M ara said.
“ N o , I d o n ’t th ink you  w o u ld ,”  

Jed said. “ N o t  for a m inute. But 
I’m  positive y o u ’d save your own 
hide, no matter w hat the risk! W h a t 
d id  K elv in  have on  you , O ’M a ra ?”

“ N o w  lo o k — ”
“ Y o u ’re too  smart a cook ie  to 

m ake all the m istakes you  m ade,”  
Jed said. “ A  smart gu y  w o u ld  k n ow  
he cou ld  never shake B ob ’ s story. 
A  smart guy, i f  he was trying to

fake that suitcase, w o u ld  have put 
all the stuff in it that a w om an  
w ou ld  naturally carry— not just 
odds an d  ends.

“ Y o u ’re a sm art g u y , O ’M ara—  
it sticks out all over you . Y o u  
w o u ld n ’t m ake little mistakes. You 
did what you did on purpose/ ”

Jed paused, then sharpened his 
voice. “ Y o u  d id  it the w ay you  did 
because you wanted someone to 
ta\c the rap— in case the police 
caught up  w ith  you  before  the body 
cou ld  be m oved . A ll  the things you 
d id  to protect Sally actually fram ed 
her! I f  they ever cam e out they 
w ou ld  have sent her to the electric 
chair.

“ Y o u  w anted it that w ay, O ’M ara. 
If she was caught, you ’d  be the 
loyal friend  w h o  had tried to help 
her out o f  a mess. But she’d burn 
for it! W h a t really happened, 
O ’M a ra ?”

“ L o o k , Russell, you ’re invent
in g — ”

“ So I ’ll keep on  inventing,”  Jed 
said. “ Y o u  cam e here, m aybe legiti
m ately, to  talk to Sally about the 
p rob lem  you all had. Y o u  ran 
sm ack into K elv in  w h o  was h ang
in g  arou nd  too, w aitin g  fo r  her to 
arrive. Y o u  d id n ’t w ant to  be seen 
w ith  h im , so you  persuaded h im  to 
g o  into the too l shed w ith  you  for 
a p o w w o w . W h a t d id  he have on 
you , O ’M ara ? W ere  you  selling out 
you r studio to Secret? T h a t k in d  o f 
double-cross goes on  all the tim e.

“ W h atever it was, you  co u ld n ’t 
let K e lv in  get away. A ll the tim e
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you were talking to h im  I suggest 
you  were sw eating it out. Y o u  had 
a gu n , but if  you  used it half the 
tow n  w ou ld  be d o w n  on  you  be
fore  you  cou ld  get to the front gate. 
T h en  you saw' Isobel’s knives— ”

Jed shrugged. “ E n d  o f  K elvin . 
N o w , w ith  a little help from  Isobel 
and Sally you  m igh t get out o f  it 
clean. A n d , i f  you  failed, you  cou ld  
nail Sally w ith  it. N o w  d o n ’t argue 
w ith m e, O ’M ara. I m ay be w ron g  
o n  som e o f  the small points, but 
w ork in g  from  that prem ise the 
cops w ill find the evidence to hang 
you  from  your fat neck until you ’re 
d ea d !”

O ’M ara m oved  w ith  am azing 
speed. H e  propelled  h im self for 
w ard like a giant tank— not to es
cape but to destroy Jed. H e  was on 
top  o f  Jed before  Jed cou ld  shift the 
shotgun into line and was pou n d 
in g  at h im  w ith  his huge fists. Bob, 
pu llin g  at the fat m an, m ight have 
been  trying to bu dge a team o f 
oxen. It was Isobel Scudder w h o

ended it w ith a clean hard b lo w  on  
the back o f  the head w id i the fire
place tongs. O ’M ara rolled over 
and lay still, loo k in g  like a beached 
whale.

Jed, breathless and w'ith a fine 
m ouse develop in g  under his left 
eye, struggled to  his feet. H e  
grin n ed  at Isobel.

“ A lw ays kn ew  there was a rea
son I never proposed  to you , Iso
bel,”  he said.

“ Shut up, you  o ld  fo o l !"  Isobel 
said, but tears o f  relief w ere run
n in g  d o w n  her cheeks. T h en  she 
started to  laugh, a touch o f  hysteria 
a dd in g  h igh  notes. “ T h a t fe llo w  in 
the convertible w h o  spoke to the 
G eneral— he was a vacuum  cleaner 
salesman and I had an aw fu l tim e 
g a t in g  rid o f  h im .”

Jed glanced  at B ob  and Sally. 
T h ey  w eren ’t talking. T h ey  d id n ’t 
need to. “ Guess w e ’d  better call the 
State T roopers,”  he said. “ H ate to 
turn it over to ’em . C an ’t rem em ber 
w hen  I ’ve had so m uch  fu n .”
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Gardner, Erie S. T H E  C A S E O F  TH E B A C K W A R D  MULB Pocket Books 3 5 ? A u g. 15 Retinue
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MacDonald, John D. T H E  EN D  O F  TH E N IG H T Crest 3 5? A u g. 15 R
Norm an, Earl KILL ME IN  S H IN JU K U Berkley 35<* A ug. 24 o
Packer, Vin THREE D A Y  TERROR G o ld  Medal 35? Ju ly  27 Rohute
Prather, Richard S. TH E  SCRAMBLED Y E G G S G old Medal 35? Ju ly  27 Reissue
Rinehart, Mary R. T H E  EPISODE OF THE W A N D E R IN G  K N IFE Dell 35? A ug. 24 R
Rohmer, Sax T H E  RETURN O F  DR. F U -M A N C H U Pyram id 3 5 ? A ug. 15 R
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The author of this delightftd spoof is Assistant Professor of English 
at Western Michigan University—obviously a man with an “extra
ordinary understanding of the ways of the academic world.” The 
story first appeared in the Winter I960 issue of the “Bulletin of the 
AAUP"—the American Association of University Professors.

We are deeply indebted to Mrs. Morrison H and safier of Easton, 
Pennsylvania, for not only calling this lively tale to our attention 
( otherwise we surely would have missed it!) but also taking the 
trouble to send us tear-sheets from the “Bulletin of the AAUP.” Mrs. 
Handsaker is “at Lafayette College” where her husband is a professor 
of economics.

You will forgive us, we hope, if we quote the last paragraph of 
Mrs. Handsa\er’s letter: “My husband and 1 are devoted readers 
of EQMM. We gave a subscription to a friend in Washington, who 
finally sends her well-worn copies to a Japanese friend in Tokyo."

All the world loves a lover—-of mystery stories!

T H E  M I D D L E B U S H  H Y P O T H E S I S

by EDWARD L. GALUGAN

I REMEMBER WITH PERFECT CLARITY
the m om en t I first heard the 

new s. It was 3:35 o n  a W edn esday  
a fternoon— m y a fternoon  free o f  
classes and even o f  com m ittee  m eet
ings. T h e  day w as w arm  and sun
ny, spring at its best. I had just fin 
ished taking a fe w  notes o n  the 
im agery  in A ct  T w o  o f  ’Tis Pity 
She’s A Whore ( fo r  m y  h ook  o n  
post-Shakespearean d ra m a ), and I 
was n erv ing  m yself to read som e 
sog g y -look in g  papers fro m  m y  Sev
enteenth C entury course. A t  the 
m om en t, how ever, I was at the 
w in d o w  o f  m y  study try ing  to  d e

term ine i f  the b ird  perch ed  near the 
top  o f  the m aple tree w as a red
eyed  or a w arb lin g  vireo.

E lizabeth , m y w ife , burst into 
the study, so excited that she forgot 
to  a p o log ize  for  d isturbing  m e. 
“ T h e  D ean  is d e a d !”

“ W h o ? ”  I cou ld n ’t believe m y 
ears.

“ T h e  D e a n !”
“ W h ich  d e a n ?”  I had to be sure.
“The dean! T h e  o ld  footba ll hero! 

H u bert B. G lo tz , h im se lf!”  By this 
tim e the p o o r  dear was practically 
carolling .

T h e  next few  m inutes are blurred
© i 960  by Edward L. Gcdligan; originally titled, "No Foul Play:

m
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in  m y  m em ory , th ou gh  I seem to 
recall a certain am ount o f  w h o o p 
in g  and  cavorting  and  a k in d  o f  
snake dance d o w n  to the liqu or 
cabinet. W h ile  E lizabeth  w en t next 
d o o r  to spread jo y  a m on g  the W il 
sons (h e ’s in H is to r y ), I m ixed  
m artinis fo r  the fou r  o f  us. T h e  o c 
casion  called  fo r  and received  m y 
finest efforts.

C a lm ed  by a m artin i, E lizabeth  
w as able to  pass o n  to  us the fe w  de
tails o f  the happy dem ise that she 
had  p lu ck ed  from  the facu lty w ives ’ 
grapevine. M ary  L ou ise  Fursten- 
b u rg , H u b e rt ’s secretary, had re
turned fr o m  the K o ffe e  K u p  and 
fo u n d  h im  spraw led o n  the floor o f  
his private lavatory. She su m m on ed  
D r . M a cG re g o r  fro m  H ea lth  Serv
ice. E ven  M a cG re g o r  cou ld  tell that 
H u b ert w as qu ite th orou gh ly  dead, 
p robab ly  fro m  a heart attack; never 
o n e  to  risk taking a stand, he called 
fo r  an autopsy to  determ ine the 
cause o f  death.

E lizabeth ’s report d id  not g ive  us 
m u ch  to  g o  o n ; but w e  cou ld  co m 
m en t on  the sym bolic aptness o f  the 
place o f  death, congratu late ou r
selves fo r  h av in g  believed the ru
m o r  w h ich  had gon e  the rounds 
tw o  years ago  that H u bert had  had 
a p rom isin g  little heart attack, and 
m ak e  speeches about the g lorious 
fu tu re o f  M orrison  C ollege  n o w  
that the footba ll coach was ou t o f  
the D e a n ’s office. B oth  R alph  and 
I felt that the absence o f  v io lence re
flected som e discredit on  the fa cu l
ty, bu t the g irls persuaded us that

it was w ro n g  to  q u ib b le  w ith  b en e
ficent P roviden ce.

N aturally , cocktails flow ed  freely  
all up and d o w n  F aculty  R o w  that 
even ing. P eop le  m oved  fr o m  house 
to  house alm ost at ra n d o m ; every
on e  was w e lcom e  everyw here. M u si
cologists chatted w ith  clin ica l psy
chologists and  log ica l positivists 
strolled am icably  w ith  Barthian the
olog ians. W iv es  som eh ow  g o t ch il
dren  in  bed, fo o d  appeared fr o m  
freezers and refrigerators, and the 
celebrations w en t on  until w ell after 
m idn igh t. It was a g o o d  th in g  fo r  
us that the President cancelled  all 
classes the next day— out o f  respect 
fo r  “ ou r  be loved  and fa ith fu l D ea n .”

I w as in  m y  office at sch oo l in  the 
a fternoon  dem onstrating  m y  zeal 
fo r  the education  o f  A m e rica ’s 
youth  by  gra d in g  those Seventeenth 
C entury papers, w h en  John J. “ Jack
ie”  A llerton , Sheriff o f  M orrison  
C ou n ty , d rop p ed  in. S ince d iscover
in g  a fe w  years ago that I had pub
lished three m ystery novels in m y 
you n ger and  m ore  im poverished  
days, Jackie never misses a chance 
to corner m e fo r  “ a little shop ta lk ” 
(a n d  the phrase never ceases to  
am use h im ) .

H e  had com e, the S heriff said, 
“ to ch eck  m e in ”  on  the investiga
tion  o f  “ p oor D ean  G lo tz ’s death.”  
“ Strickly routine investigation ,”  but 
he felt that “ professional courtesy”  
(ch u ck le , ch u ck le ) requ ired  telling 
m e  about it. F or  o n ce  I w as g lad  to  
let the o a f talk.

T h e  autopsy revealed that D ean
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G lo tz  h ad , in  fact, had a heart at
tack a n d  that it had been  brou ght 
on  b y  acute in d igestion . T h e  D ea n  
had h a d  lu n ch  in  the U n io n  B u ild 
in g  w ith  P rofessor R osen cra n tz  o f  
the Z o o lo g y  D ep a rtm en t; P rofessor 
R osen cran tz  g ot sick  that after
n o o n , too . T h e  D ea n  had w a lk ed  
back  fr o m  the U n io n  B u ild in g  w ith  
P rofessor G u ild  o f  the G e o lo g y  D e 
partm en t; a ccord in g  to  P rofessor 
G u ild  he was in  unusually  g o o d  
spirits an d  in  excellent ph ysica l con 
d ition .

B ack in  his office  at 1:15 the 
D ea n  h ad  w o rk e d  o n  the annual 
report to  the B oard  o f  T rustees u n 
til 2 :00  at w h ich  tim e he had a con 
feren ce  w ith  P rofessor Jackson o f  
the H istory  D ep a rtm en t an d  P ro 
fessor F eib le  o f  P sych o logy . T h e y  
stated later that d u r in g  the con fer
en ce h e  com p la in ed  o n ce  o r  tw ice  
o f  an upset stom ach  and that w h en  
they  left at 2 :25 he appeared  to  be 
in a rather bad  h u m or.

H is  secretary g ot back  to  th e  o f 
fice at 2 :40— she had  been  ou t to  
co ffe e  w ith  P rofessor H a rb in  o f  the 
P h ilosop h y  D epartm en t since 2:15 
— and fo u n d  h im  on  the floor o f  the 
ba th room  o f f  his office. D r . M a c
G re g o r  arrived at 2 :52 an d  p ro 
n o u n ce d  h im  dead.

“ A n d  that’s abou t it, S h erlock . I 
figured  y o u ’d be interested in the 
details, b e in g  on  the facu lty  an d  
all. A n y w a y , you  am ateur detec
tives ou g h t to  k n o w  h o w  m u ch  us 
professionals have to  d o  to  w in d  u p  
even  an ord in ary  case like— not that

I m ean  that the D e a n ’s d y in g  isn ’t 
im portan t, but— w ell, you  k n o w  
w h at I  m ean . It’ s not like there was 
any ev iden ce  o f  fo u l play o r  any
th in g .”  Jackie d w e lt lon g in g ly  on  
that phrase “ fo u l p lay” ; you  cou ld  
see visions o f  n ew spaper headlines 
d a n c in g  th rou gh  his m in d .

I th an ked  h im , paid  m y  am a
teur’s respect to  h is professional 
th orou ghn ess, g o t  h im  o u t o f  the 
office, o p en ed  the w in d o w  to  air 
ou t the ro o m  (Jack ie ’s cigars sm ell 
“ lik e”  a S h eriff’s s h o u ld ), an d  sat 
d o w n  to  d o  som e th in k in g . I d id  
n ot see any signs o f  fo u l play, bu t I 
d id  n otice  a fe w  peculiarities that 
h ad  escaped  Jackie.

W a s  it m ere co in cid en ce  that the 
five  m en  near H u b ert in his final 
h ou rs w ere  five o f  M o rr iso n ’s m ost 
d istin gu ish ed  scholars an d  there
fo re  five  o f  H u b e rt ’s m ost ardent 
en em ies? O r  w as this the last grati
fy in g  tou ch  o f  a P rov id en ce  bent on  
h eap in g  blessings on  us that day?

O r  w as it a sign  that— w ell, shall 
w e  say that natural rather than 
supernatural hands had  arranged 
fo r  H u b e rt ’s departure fr o m  “ the 
o ld  B ig -M  team ” ?

T h e  m ore  I th ou ght about it the 
o d d e r— or rather, the m ore  natural 
— it seem ed.

Item  O n e : R osey  R osencran tz 
n ot on ly  loathed H u b ert fo r  refus
in g  to  let h im  have the o ld  m e n ’s 
p o o l fo r  som e experim ents in b reed 
in g  salt-water fish in fresh w ater, 
bu t R osey  had, as h e  frequ en tly  an
n ou n ced  at faculty picnics, “ a sew er
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pipe fo r  a stom ach.”  (T h e  m eta
ph or has generally been con ceded  
to be as accurate as it is inelegant.) 
Y et R osey ate lunch  w ith  H u bert 
and cam e d o w n  w ith on ly  a m ild  
case o f  indigestion  in  the a fternoon .

Item  T w o :  Bill G u ild  had a fight 
w ith  H u bert less than tw o  m onths 
before to  get approval o f  a voucher 
fo r  $5.72 (o r  som e equally absurd 
figu re ) to pay sh ipp in g  charges on  
som e specim ens from  M ontana. 
T h e  D ean  insisted that w ith  all the 
rocks ou t beh in d  the football sta
d iu m , the G e o lo g y  D epartm en t 
d id n ’t have to  im port any from  
M ontana. Y et Bill had w illin g ly  
strolled across the cam pus w ith  
h im .

Item  T h re e : N either F rank Jack- 
son n or Joe F eib le  had spoken to 
H u bert— except from  the floor at 
facu lty m eetings— since tw o years 
ago this M ay w h en  he ruled that 
m on ey  from  the library’s general 
fu n d  cou ld  and should  be shifted to  
the athletic supplies fu n d . A cco rd 
in g  to Joe, his w ords w ere, “ I 
d o n ’t k n o w  w h y  you  dam n ed  e g g 
heads on  the library com m ittee 
can ’t see h ow  im portant it is to  g ive  
the m en  o f  M orrison  the first-class 
equ ipm ent they deserve.”  Y et there 
w ere Joe and F rank sitting in his 
office talking w ith  h im  just before  
h e  “ passed aw ay,”  as the m orticians 
so  sw eetly put it.

Item  F o u r : Charles H a rb in  is in 
telligent, fastidious, and wealthy 
en ough  not to have to w orry  about 
salary increases. N aturally , he des

pised H u bert, w h o  on ce  quite seri
ously asked him  h o w  he cou ld  stay 
aw ake w h ile  reading “ A ristotle 
and those other lon g -w in ded  
G reeks.”  M oreover, Charles is M o r 
rison ’s bachelor, the one the w ives 
are always trying to m arry o f f  and 
the secretaries are always m oon y 
over. T h u s, it passes all belief that 
Charles w ou ld  have asked M ary 
L ou ise  F urstenburg, H u bert’s trust
ed secretary, out for  co ffee ; even the 
students k n o w  it is dangerous for a 
m ale to com e  w ith in  five paces o f  
M ary L ouise.

N o w , th ou gh  I can never m ake 
Jackie A llerton  believe it, I have ab
solutely n o  urge to be a detective o f  
any sort. T h ose  three m ystery n ov 
els w ere products o f  m y salad days, 
w h en  I was green  in  ju dgm en t and 
short in m on ey . I cheerfu lly  leave 
all detecting to Jackie and other 
professionals. Still, I  am  hum anly 
curious. A n d  F rank  Jackson’s o f 
fice is just d o w n  the hall from  m ine.

A s soon as I saw  F rank, m y  sus
p icions w ere heightened. H e  w as 
w earing a new  sports jacket (soft, 
gray tw eed , w ell ta ilored ), a 
checked  shirt that I had noticed  in 
a H athaw ay ad a fe w  w eeks earlier, 
and a pair o f  cordovan  shoes that 
m ust have cost at least $35. O f  
course, it was natural that a fo p  
like F rank w ou ld  be w earing his 
finest raim ent on  that day o f  rejoic
in g ; but it was decidedly  o d d  that 
he w ou ld  be fu lly  prepared to h on 
or  the supposedly unexpected day 
w ith  new finery. H ow ev er , I kept



110 T H E  M 1 D D L E B U S H  H Y P O T H E S I S

m y suspicions to  m yself and easily 
led  the conversation  to the subject 
o f  his con feren ce  w ith  H ubert.

F ran k  agreed that h e  and  Joe 
w o u ld  acquire special status o n  the 
facu lty  fo r  h avin g  nearly w itnessed 
the dem ise so lo n g  hoped  fo r ; but 
h e  tried to  slip past the subject o f  
the con feren ce itself w ith  a vague 
rem ark about “ matters that in  a 
sense g re w  ou t o f  our w ork  on  the 
library com m ittee .”

I w o u ld  not let h im  slip th rou gh . 
"T h e  library com m ittee, eh ? W h a t 
are you  o ld  fogies up to  n o w ?  T r y 
in g  to get students to read book s  or 
som eth ing  equally  o ld -fa sh ion ed ?”  
(T h e  jocu lar approach  seem ed ap
propriate .)

“ B ook s! W h y , P aul M idd lebu sh , 
you  k n o w  better than to  call them  
that— they ’re audio-visual aids n o w 
adays.”  F rank paused to chuckle 
and  flick  a bit o f  ash o f f  the sleeve 
o f  his n ew  jacket. “ N o , n oth in g  like 
that. Students w eren ’t in vo lved  at 
all— purely a facu lty  m atter.”  A n 
other pause. “ By the w ay, I ’ve been 
m ean in g  to  ask i f  y o u ’ve seen that 
n ew  study that cam e ou t o f  O x fo rd  
o n  jew elry  in  E lizabethan  E n g 
lan d .”

O f  course, he kn ew  perfectly w ell 
I h ad ; but I refused to  be d raw n  o ff  
the trail, even by a red herrin g  as 
tem ptin g  as that. I abandoned  the 
jocu lar an d  took  the direct ap
proach. “ W h a t sort o f  faculty m at
te r ? ”

T h e  p ro d d in g  m ade F rank  a bit 
testy. “ W ell, Paul, i f  y o u  m ust

k n ow , Joe an d  I had  a sim ple little 
schem e fo r  setting up  a fu n d  to  buy 
book s and  m icrofilm s w h ich  fa cu l
ty m em bers need  fo r  their o w n  re
search— the sort o f  m aterial that 
on e  cannot very w ell expect a co l
lege library to buy, especially w h en  
it is h avin g  so m u ch  difficulty fill
in g  the prim itive needs o f  under
graduate education .”

“ G o o d  L o rd , F rank, w hat m ade 
you  think G lo tz  w o u ld  approve o f  
that ? It ’s a sp len d id  idea, but G lo tz  
w ou ld  have th ou ght you  w ere try
in g  to cheat the sch ool.”

“ Y o u ’re righ t.”  F rank sighed re
flectively. “ H e  d id n ’t like it. B ut he 
d id n ’t get really angry until w e  
ex p la in ed  h o w  it co u ld  b e  fi
nanced .”

“ T ru e  to fo rm .”
“ U nh appily , yes.”  H e  co u ld n ’t 

h elp  w a rm in g  to  the subject. “ W h e n  
w e m en tioned  the fact— and it is a 
fact— that w e  cou ld  get the m on ey  
sim ply by d rop p in g  the varsity 
w restling p rogram  and thereby 
elim inating the cost o f  a coach  and 
o f  w restling room s in the n ew  field  
house, G lo tz  exploded . A n d  you  
k n o w  w hat that was like.”

I certainly d id . G lo tz ’s rages 
w ere perhaps the m ost offensive 
th in g  about the m an. H e  w ou ld  
turn purple, actually purple, and 
his face w o u ld  tw itch  w ild ly . H e  
w ou ld  b ecom e both  profane and  in 
coherent. A l l  o f  us at M orrison  
k n ew  those rages.

“ Joe and I saw that it was no use 
try ing  to reason w ith  h im . so w e
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left.”  A  sweet, p lacid  sm ile spread 
across F rank ’s face as he added, “ A  
fe w  m inutes later, o ld  V a cu u m - 
P acked  was dead .”

N either o f  us spoke for a lon g  
m om ent. It was a shame to break 
in to a beautiful reverie, but I had to 
ask w hat m ade them  think that 
H u bert w ou ld  ever dream  o f  sac
rificin g  w restling— a sport he had 
earned his B ig  M  in— to support 
scholarship. F ran k ’s answer was in 
cred ib le : “ A fter  m u ch  hesitation, 
w e  decided  that w e  ow ed  it to  the 
m an to g ive  h im  an opportun ity  to  
m ake the right decision. I suppose 
you  cou ld  call it, w ell, a sort o f  
Christian ob liga tion .”

T h is , m in d  you , was the state
m ent o f  a m an w h o  had told  m e 
last fall that the study o f  history 
m ade it im possible for  h im  to read 
m ost o f  the Seventeenth C entury 
E nglish  dram a because it m ade use 
o f  the convention  o f  the sudden re
pentance o f  the villain. V illa ins and 
knaves, he k n ew  from  history, sim 
ply d o n ’t change.

W h en  I left F rank Jackson’s o f 
fice, I k n ew  w ith  unshakable cer
tainty that H u bert B. G lo tz  had 
been m urdered.

I w o n ’t bore you  w ith  a detailed 
account o f  m y  subsequent research 
in to the problem . It really w asn ’t 
difficult, especially after I overheard 
a student com m en tin g  that he had 
seen “ poor D ean  G lo tz ”  on  the day 
he died  d o in g  chin-ups w ith  P ro
fessor G u ild  o n  a tree near the 
U n ion  B u ild in g . By Friday n ight I

had the case just about com pleted  
and called P rofessors H arb in , R os- 
encrantz, Feible, Jackson, and G u ild  
to a m eeting at m y hom e.

A t 8:15 I called the m eeting to  
order. “ G entlem en , I have asked 
you  here ton ight to lay before  you  a 
hypothesis con cern in g  the death o f  
ou r late dean, H u bert B. G lo tz . 
Briefly, m y  hypothesis is that D ea n  
G lo tz ’s death was brought about by  
the careful w ork  o f  an ad hoc fac
ulty com m ittee consisting o f  you  
five gentlem en.

“ I w ill not g o  in to unnecessary 
details— I shall sim ply describe the 
particular assignm ents w h ich , ac
cord in g  to m y hypothesis, each o f  
you  carried out.

“ Professor R osencrantz, you  
w ere charged w ith  the duty o f  eat
in g  lunch- w ith  the D ean  and o f  
lu ring  h im  into eating quantities o f  
rather indigestible food s— no great 
problem  w ith  a m an o f  his n otori
ously piggish  habits. Y o u  succeeded 
adm irably. Y o u  both  had bean 
soup first; then deviled  crab cakes, 
F rench  fried potatoes, F rench fried  
on ion  rings, and salad w ith R o q u e 
fort dressing; and for  dessert, pecan 
pie a la m ode. N o  doubt the aston
ishing pow ers o f  your o w n  diges
tive system m ade you  the ideal m an 
for  this assignm ent.”

R osey n od ded  his pleasure at the 
com plim en t. H e  added , “ I was pre
pared to introduce a dandy little 
contam inating agent into the salad, 
but fortunately it was unnecessary. 
I k n ew  I cou ld  trust the U nion
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B u ild in g ’s o n io n  rin gs. A n d  the ice 
cream  on  the p ie  w as G lo t z ’s o w n  
id ea .”

I thanked h im  fo r  the add itional 
in form a tion  and w en t o n  to  the 
next m an. ‘ ‘P rofessor G u ild , like 
m ost geolog ists I have k n o w n , you  
are a m an o f  m ore  than ord inary 
strength and v ig or . A cco rd in g  to 
m y  hypothesis, you  w ere  assigned 
to  m eet the D ean  as he parted from  
P rofessor R osen cran tz— w h o  n o  
d ou b t hurried  h o m e  to  treat a forth 
co m in g  attack o f  in d igestion . Sure
ly  it was a sim ple  m atter fo r  you  
on  that m ild  sp rin g  day to  trade on  
D ea n  G lo tz ’s vanity as a form er 
athlete and  get h im  in to a contest 
in v o lv in g  a considerable strain—  
specifically, ch in -u ps o n  the branch  
o f  a tree.”

B ill m ade a little b o w  as he said, 
“ I cou ld  have beaten h im , you  
k n o w , but it seem ed on ly  decent to 
let h im  w in .”

I then turned to  C harles H a rb in . 
“ P rofessor H a rb in , I suggest that 
you  had the unpleasant duty o f  
w o o in g  the D e a n ’s secretary, M iss 
F ursten burg , from  the office so that 
she w ou ld  not be there to g ive  aid 
d u rin g  the predictable attack o f  in 
d igestion . I gather fro m  the expres
sion on  your face that you  agree 
that yours w as a m ost arduous 
task.”

Charles spoke in  a lo w , an
gu ish ed  tone. “ T h e  w o m a n  not on ly  
paw s at you  constantly, she g ig 
gles. A n d  she uses a straw prim arily  
to  blotv bubbles in  h er soda.”

I shuddered  sym pathetically  b e 
fo re  addressing the tw o  rem ain in g  
m en .

“ A cco rd in g  to m y  hypothesis, 
you , P rofessor Jackson, w ere as
sign ed  to  p rov ok e  D ean  G lo tz  to a 
rage in ord er  to h eighten  the e f 
fects o f  the attack o f  ind igestion  
w h ich  was scheduled  to  take place 
at approxim ately  2:30. P rofessor 
F eib le , I d o  not, fran k ly , under
stand w h y  you  w ere  assigned to  ac
com p a n y  P rofessor Jackson. R age 
cam e so easily to  the D ean  that I 
w o n d e r  w h y  tw o  m en  w o u ld  be 
assigned to this task. T h e re  m ust 
have been a reason ; but o f  course, 
no hypothesis is qu ite  com plete  at 
its first statem ent.”

F ran k  Jackson started to speak, 
bu t I gestured fo r  silence. “ O n e  last 
th in g . I am  con v in ced  that m y  hy
pothesis is sound. A n d  I take som e 
prid e  and pleasure in  h a v in g  fo r 
m u lated  it. Y et in  on e  respect I am  
p u zz le d  and  regretfu l. W ith o u t 
boasting, I th ink  I m ay say that m y  
abilities, m y  often-expressed beliefs, 
an d  m y length  o f  service at M orr i
son  all entitled  m e to a place o n  the 
com m ittee . G en tlem en , I am  hurt 
that I was not asked to serve o n  it.”

I shall not qu ote  F ran k  Jackson ’s 
reply , w h ich  was fu ll o f  co m p li
m ents fo r  m e and m y  hypothesis. 
H e  expla ined  m y om ission  fr o m  
the com m ittee, o f  w h ich  he was 
ch airm an , by poin tin g  out that the 
very  strength o f  m y  abilities and 
m y  fam e in  fictional crim e m ade 
m e  too  liable fo r  suspicion  to  serve
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on  a com m ittee w h ich  sought to 
w ork  in obscurity.

H e  also filled in  “ the on e small 
gap  in the M idd lebush  H y p oth e 
sis” : Professor F cib le  had pointed 
out that the presence o f  tw o  m en 
rather than on e  du rin g  the presen
tation o f  such a proposal w ou ld  
sharply increase the D ea n ’s irrita
tio n ; m oreover, Professor Feible 
believed that his experience w ith  
the O.S.S. in interrogating prisoners 
o f  w ar had given  him  special in
sight into the problem  o f  vex in g  a 
m an out o f  all self-control. F rank 
assured m e that the com m ittee had 
never considered resorting to  the 
crudity o f  v iolence. T h e y  had re
m ained  w h olly  con fiden t that n o

fou l play w ou ld  be needed to  usher 
D ean  G lo tz  from  this w orld . F in a l
ly , he m oved  that the com m ittee 
congratulate m e on  the form ulation  
o f  a hypothesis w h ich  revealed an 
extraordinary understanding o f  the 
ways o f  the academ ic w orld . T h e  
m otion  w'as seconded and passed 
unanim ously.

“ G entlem en ,”  I said, “ I am  deep 
ly honored . B efore w e ad jou rn  to  
the next room  for  refreshm ents, 
m ay I m ove that on  the first T h u rs
day o f  next O ctober a com m ittee o f  
six, n ot five, m eet to consider the 
case o f  the President o f  M orrison  
C ollege .”

T h e  m otion  was passed by ac
clam ation .
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“ I m et a traveller fr o m  an antique land  
W h o  said : T w o  vast and trunkless legs o f  stone 
Stand in the desert. N ear them , on  the sand,
H a lf  sunk, a shattered visage lies, w hose frow n ,
A n d  wrinjkled lip, and  sneer o f  co ld  com m an d ,
T e ll that its sculptor w ell those passions read 
W h ich  yet survive, stam ped on  these lifeless things,
T h e  hand that m ock ed  them  and the heart that fed ;
A n d  on  the pedestal these w ords appear:
‘M y  nam e is O zym andias, k in g  o f  k in gs:
L ook  on  m y  w orks, ye M igh ty , and  despair!’
N o th in g  beside rem ains. R ou n d  the decay 
O f  that colossal w reck , boundless and  bare 
T h e  lon e an d  level sands stretch far aw ay.”

— Sh elley , Ozymandias

T R A V E L L E R  F R O M  A N  A N T I Q U E  L A N D

by AVRAM DAVIDSON

It  w as in  AriuL  1822, on  th e  
third day after his friend  had 

sailed o f f  in to  a lead-grey, oil- 
sm ooth  sea on ly  a few’ hours be
fore  the storm  broke, that T reg a r- 
cth, fearing  the w orst, m ade his 
w ay to L ord  G ryph on !*  villa, to 
consult w ith  h im . W a s  not G ry 
phon  the n om in a l head o f  the E n g 
lish literati hereabouts ?

T h e  tim e was past n oon , G ry 
phon  had already had his cup  o f 
strong, green  tea, and was lu n ch 
in g  on  the invariable biscuit and 
soda-w ater ns he lay abed. H e  
look ed  up w hen  the tall figure en 
tered, lo n g  black  hair in  disarray, 
striking his fist in to  palm .

“ Surely there is some new s, Tre- 
gareth ,”  G ryp h on  said. “ A re  they 
safe? H ave they been . . . foatid?”

T regareth  shook his head, ‘7  
have no news, m y lord ,”  he said, 
trying to m ask his agitation w ith  
form ality . “ Every vessel putting 
into L eg h orn  has been questioned, 
but there has been no sign o f  the 
Sea Sprite, o f  Shadw ell or W ilson  
or the ship 's boy. I thought that 
you  m ight have had a letter, or at 
least a note, from  their w ives at the 
V illa  G ran di, saying that they had 
arrived.”

“ I have had  n o th in g !”  G ryp h on  
cried .

“ F u lk c  G rant has heard n o  w ord ,
114
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either. H e  blam es him self, p oor fe l
low — ‘It was to w elcom e m e and 
get m e settled that they sailed to 
L eg h orn ,’ he says.”

“ O h , G o d , T reg a rcth !”  G ryp h on  
m oaned , coverin g  his fat, pale face 
w ith  a trem blin g  hand. “ T h e y  
have been  d row n ed ! T h ey  have 
surely been d ro w n e d !”

T regarcth , look in g  away from  
h im , turn ing his gaze  out o f  the 
w in d o w  to the hot sandy plain, 
said sturdily, “ It does not fo llow , 
m y lord . N o t  at all. I con ceive o f  
at least tw o other possibilities— no, 
three. First, they m ay have been 
carried away o f f  course— to Elba, 
perhaps, or even to C orsica or Sar
dinia. Second, assum ing the vessel 
did com e to harm , w h ich  H eaven  
forb id — th ou gh  she was cranky 
and  frisky— there w ere so m any 
other craft at sea that even ing— ”  
T regarcth  spoke m ore and m ore 
rapidly, his broad  chest rising and 
falling as his agitation increased. 
“ Surely it is not unreasonable that 
they have been taken aboard on e  o f  
them  and are even n ow  d isem 
bark in g  in som e port. A n d , third, 
I fear w e  m ust also consider the 
possibility that a piratical felluca 
m ay have ridden  them  d o w n — pre
tending accident, d o n ’t you k n ow , 
m y lord— and that presently w c  
shall receive som e elegantly w o rd 
ed  message w h ich  in our blunter 
E nglish  speech spells ‘ransom ’ !”  

G ry p h o n  had begu n  slow ly to 
n o d ; n o w  his face had cleared 
som ew hat. H e  reached for his sil

ver flask, poured  brandy into the 
tiny silver cup, “ W h a t m ust w e  
d o ? ”  he asked. “ Y o u  have been a 
sailor— in fact, if  w e  arc to  believe 
your o w n  account o f  it— w ilder 
than any tale 7 dared to w rite !—  
you  have been a pirate, too. C o m 
m and m e, T regarcth ! E h ? ”  H e  
drained the cu p , loo k in g  at the 
C ornishm an w ith  raised brow s.

Ign orin g , in his concern , the im 
plication, the other m an said, “ I 
thank you , m y lord . I propose, then 
— in you r nam e, w ith  your consent 
— to obtain  the g ov ern or ’s perm is
sion to  have the coast guards scan 
the beaches. Perhaps som e flotsam 
o r  w reckage w ill g ive  hint o f— ” 
H e  d id  not finish the sentence. 
G ryp h on  shuddered. “ A n d  also, ” 
w ill have couriers sent out on the 
road to  N ice , en q u ir in g  o f news, if  
any, o f  their h avin g  reached an
other port. In the event o f  (heir 
h avin g  been captured by brigands, 
w e m ust await that intelligence,”

G ry p h on  m uttered som ething 
about— in that event— the British 
M i nister—

T rega rcth ’s grey eyes grew  fierce 
and angry. “ .'Let Shadw eH ’s wife, 
m y lord , let poor A m elia  appeal to 
the m inister anti to d ip lom acy. Let 
me but hear o f  w here they arc co n 
strained— give  m e a file o f  dra
goon s— or if not, just a brace ol: pis
tols and a stiletto— I have storm ed 
the corsair ’s lair b e fo re !”

“ Yes, yes !”  G ry p h on  cried. H e  
rose fro m  bed, thrust feet into slip
pers, and, w ith  his queer, lame,
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g lid in g  w alk , cam e across the 
room . “ A n d  I shall g o  w ith  y ou ! 
T h is  is n o  cow a rd ’s heart w h ich  
beats here— ” H e  laid his hand on  
his left breast.

“ I k n o w  it, m y lord ,”  the other 
said, touched .

A n d , telling him  that he m ust 
m ake haste, G ryp h on  thrust a silk
en purse into T regareth ’s hands, 
bade h im  godspeed , an d  g loom ily  
prepared to dress.

T h e  tw o ladies m et the C ornish- 
m an w ith  flushed cheeks— cheeks 
from  w h ich  the co lor  soon  fled as 
he confessed that he brou gh t them  
n o new s. Jane W ilson  essayed a 
brave sm ile on  her trem bling  lips, 
but A m elia  Shadw ell shrieked, 
pressed her palm s to her head, and 
repeated G ry p h o n ’s very w ords.

“ O h , G o d , T regarcth ! T h ey  have 
been d ro w n e d !”

But M rs. W ilson  w ou ld  not have 
it so. She knelt by the side o f  her 
hostess’s cot in the “ hali”  o f  the 
V illa  G ran di— a w hitew ashed 
room  o n  the upper story, not m u ch  
larger than the fou r sm all w h ite
w ashed room s w hich  served for 
bedcham bers— and tak in g  the dis
tressed w om an  by the hand, began 
to co m fo rt her. W ilson  was an ex
cellent sailor, she said. N o  harm  
cou ld  com e to Shadw ell w h ile  W il 
son was aboard. T h e  storm had 
lasted less than half an hour— sure
ly not en ough  to in jure such a 
stoutly built vessel as the Sea Sprite. 
T rcgareth  added his assurances to

Jane’s, w ith  an air o f  con fiden ce  he 
d id  not feel.

By and by  the cries gave w ay  to 
m oans. A m elia  pressed a handker
ch ie f to her lovely  eyes and  turned 
aw ay her head. T regarcth  w ou ld  
have lingered, but Jane drew  him  
gently away. T h ey  descended the 
stairs together. T h e  sea foam ed  
an d  lapped alm ost at their feet.

F or  a m om en t they w ere silent, 
lo o k in g  out over the beautiful 
G u lf  o f  Spezia to the terrace. T o  
on e  side w as the tiny fishing v il
lage o f  Sant’ U rsula; to the other 
side, a degree nearer, the equally 
tiny tow n  o f  L oren zi.

A t  length Jane spoke. “ P oor, 
poor, dearest A m e lia !”  she said. 
“ She has been far from  w ell. It is 
not on ly  her body  w h ich  is w eak, 
you  k n ow , T regarcth . She has been 
sick  in spirit, sick at heart. It is the 
loss o f  her dear children. T o  bid 
farew ell to tw o  such sweet babes in 
so b rie f a tim e— no, no, T rcgareth , 
m an k n ow s nought o f  w hat w o m 
an feels. It is too  m u ch .”  A n d  so 
she spoke, m an tlin g  her o w n  con 
cern  for the m issing. E ven w hen 
she spoke her h usband ’s nam e, it 
W'as on ly  in  connection  w ith  A m e 
lia ’s illness.

“ D id  you  k n ow , T regarcth . that 
scarcely m ore  than a w eek  ago, 
w h en  she was in truth barely able 
to turn on  her couch , that w e 
m issed her on e n igh t? W ilson  
fo u n d  her d o w n  below , her slippers 
sodden and her hem  drenched, and 
she seem ed like on e  w h o  w alks in



t r a v e l l e r  f r o m  a n  a n t i q u e  l a n d 117

a dream . I have not dared to part 
from  her fo r  even a m om en t since. 
W e  had  better g o  back— but n o  
w ord  o f  th is."

A m elia  sm iled at them  as they 
returned, a sad and w orn  little 
sm ile. “ I am  ready to hear what 
you  have to tell m e, n ow , w ith  m ore 
com posu re ," she said.

A n d  so T regareth  recounted to 
her w hat he thought she m ight 
safely hear. H o w  Shadw ell and 
W ilso n  cam e sailing the trim  little 
Sea Sprite over the w ine-dark  sea 
to greet the poet F u lke G rant and 
his fam ily . H o w  G rant and Shad- 
w ell had fallen  in to on e another’s 
arms fo r  jo y . H o w  they had settled 
the n ew  arrivals in satisfactory 
quarters. A n d  h ow , finally, it was 
decided  that the Sea Sprite and the 
Liberator— L o rd  G ry p h on ’s vessel 
— w ou ld  return together, w ith  T re 
gareth captaining the latter, w h ile  
G ryp h on  stayed behind.

“ O h , w h y d id  you  not d o  so, 
T re g a re th ?”  cried  A m elia  Shad- 
w ell. “ W ith  a skilled sea-captain 
such as you  to  convey them — ”

It was the fault o f  the harbor
master, T regareth  explained. A t 
the last m inute he had refused 
clearance to  the Liberator on  som e 
petty poin t or  other. A n d  so Shad- 
w ell and W ilson , by n ow  im patient 
to  see their w ives on ce m ore, had 
sailed o ff alone, w ith on ly  A n ton io , 
the ship ’s boy , fo r  crew . N o t  for 
w orlds w o u ld  he have told  her o f  
his fears. O f  W ils o n ’s being— for  all 
his w ife ’s pride— but a gentlem an-

sailor. O f  h ow  aw kw ardly  Shad- 
w ell handled the craft. O f  what 
others had said—

“ C rank as an eggshell, and too 
m u ch  sail fo r  those tw o sticks o f  
m asts,”  rem arked the master o f  a 
Y ankee ship, spitting tobacco. “ She 
looks like a bu ndle  o f  chips g o in g  
to the fire.”

A n d  the Liberator’s first mate, a 
G en oa -m an : “ T h e y  should, have 
sailed at this hour o f  the m orn in g , 
not the afternoon. T h e y ’re stand
in g  in  too  close to shore— catch too 
m u ch  breeze. T h a t ga ff topsail is 
foolish  in  a boat w ith  n o  deck and 
n o  real sailors aboard.”

T h ere  had  been on ly  a slight 
w in d . But in the southwest were 
dirty rags o f  clouds. “ Sm oke on 
the sea,”  said the mate, shaking his 
head. “ A  w arn in g  . . .”  as the fo g  
closed around the trim  little Sprite. 
T h e  air was sultry, hot and heavy 
and close. T regareth  had g on e  be
lo w  to  his cabin  and fallen into a 
d oze . H e  dream ed o f  Shadw ell, his 
dark-fair hair on ly  touched  w ith 
grey, ruffled by the breeze, the light 
o f  genius in his eye, the look  o f  ex
altation no his face— a b o y ’s face 
still, for all he was approaching 
thirty— a b o y ’s fair skin and light 
freckles, and a b o y ’s look  o f  eager
ness. T h e  w orld  had never gone 
stale for A rch ie  Shadw ell . . .

T regareth  had thought, as he 
often  did, o f  his ow n  g ood  fortune 
in bein g  the friend  o f  Shadw ell 
and o f  M rs. Sh adw ell; and som e
h o w  he fou n d  h im self en vyin g
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W ilson , w h o  not on ly  had a beau
tifu l w ife  o f  his o w n — T regareth ’s 
w ife  was dead— but the com pany 
o f  the beautiful A m elia  Shadw ell 
. . . and then he had fallen asleep.

A n d  then had com e  the gust o f  
w in d— the temporale, the Italians 
called it— and the squall broke. It 
thundered and lightn inged  and he 
rushed on  deck  to help  m ake all 
trim . In tw enty m inutes the storm ’s 
fury was spent, but Jane W ilson  
was w ron g  in  th in k in g  that was 
too  brief a tim e for  deadly dam age. 
T w en ty  seconds cou ld  d o  fo r  so 
light a boat as the Sea Sprite.

T h u s three days had passed—  
three days o f  ceaseless enquiry. 
F rom  G ryp h on , T regareth  had 
g o n e  directly to  the govern or, m en 
tioned the nam e o f  il milord Gry
phon, doucely  slid the purse across 
the desk.

“ A  cou rier? A s far as N ic e ?  O f  
course! A n d  the coast guards to 
patrol the beaches all abou t? Cer
ta in ly !”  T h e  purse vanished. O r 
ders w ere g iven , messengers scur
ried. T regareth  had left in a flurry 
o f  assurances, and com e straight to 
the V illa  G ran di.

H e  had intended to leave as 
qu ick ly , to pursue his ow n  search, 
to  flag (an d  flog, too, if need b e !)  
the coast guards into vigilance— for 
w h o  k n ew  if any o f  G ry p h o n ’s 
g o ld  w ou ld  trickle d ow n  to th em ? 
But A m elia  w ou ld  not hear o f  it.

“ T regareth , d o  not leave u s !”  she 
begged . A n d  he, look in g  at her

sweet face, cou ld  not refuse to tarry 
a little w hile. Jane su m m on ed  a 
servant to m ake lire for  tea. Jane 
herself was busy pretending the 
m atter was no m ore  than that o f, 
say, a d iligence w hose lead-m ule 
had delayed the schedule by cast
in g  a shoe; she bustled about w ith  
needles and thread. But A m elia  
w o u ld  not play this gam e.

“ O h , Jane, in H ea v en ’s nam e, be 
still,”  she pleaded.

“ I am  look in g  fo r  the beeswax, 
to  help  thread m y needles,”  Jane 
explained, hunting and peering. “ I 
prom ised dear Shadw ell to  finish 
that em broidered shirt for  h im . 
W h e re  can it be ? Is that not strange ? 
A  great lu m p o f  unbleached bees
w ax— ”

A m elia  began to w eep. “ Shall h e  
ever w ear a shirt again? A n d  this 
creature wants to kill m e w ith  her 
talk and  her scurrying— ”

But the next m om ent Tregareth  
h im self was kneeling and h old in g  
her hand and v ow in g  that Shad
w ell w o u ld  live to wear out a th ou 
sand shirts, ten thousand. She 
sm iled, allow’ed her tiny w hite  
hand to  becom e en gu lfed  in his 
great b row n  one. But she gave a 
little cry o f  pain.

“ W h y , w'hat is this, A m e lia ? ”  he 
asked, astonished, op en in g  her fin 
gers, and look in g  at the scarce- 
healed m arks there.

“ I was saw ing w ood , k in d ling , 
for  the fire,”  she said in a sm all 
v o ice ; Jane and Tregareth  ex
cla im ed against such foolishness.



T R A V E L L E R  F R O M 119A N  A N T I Q U E  L A N D

T h ere  w ere servants. A m elia  pout
ed. “ T h e y  care n oth in g  fo r  m e ,”  
she said. “ L o o k  at that slut, there 
— d o  you  suppose she cares about 
m e ? ”

T h e  servant-girl, perhaps sensing 
she was b ein g  m en tioned , turned 
at that m om en t. She sm iled. N o t at 
all an ill-look in g  w en ch , T regareth  
observed, a lm ost abstractedly—  
th ou gh  o f  course on e cou ld  not 
even consider such coarse charm s 
in  the presence o f  lovely  A m elia . 
T h e  g irl sm iled . “ T h e  signore w ill 
soon  return,”  she said.

A m e lia  spat at her, cursed, called 
her puta, struggled to  rise.

“ M a d a m e !”  cried  T regareth , 
shocked.

“ She m eant but to  reassure you , 
dearest A m e lia ,”  said Jane, as the 
g irl scuttled aw ay, frightened .

“ She d id  not m ean to ! She m eant 
to  scorn m e! D oes  she think I am  
b lin d ?  D oes  everyone think I am  
b lin d ?  D o  you, Jane?”  But the hys
teria passed alm ost as soon  as it 
had  com e.

“ T regareth , fo rg iv e  m e ,”  she 
said. “ I am  not w ell. Such sickly 
fancies c lou d  m y m in d  . . . O h , I 
k n o w  that Sh adw ell m ust be liv 
in g ! S o great a gen ius cannot d ie 
so y o u n g ! N o  age ever had such a 
poet. D oes  not G ry p h on  h im self 
agree? W a s  h e  n ot prou d  to  have 
the little ship nam ed after his ow n  
p o e m ?  O h ! 1 little thought, the 
day he carved  his initials in her 
m ain-m ast, that she w o u ld  g ive  us 
so m u ch  g rie f . . .  I have had

such presentim ents o f  evil— such 
a sense o f  oppression  that I have 
not felt fo r  years, not since poor 
H enrietta  . .

T regareth  fe lt the little hairs rise 
on  his neck . N ev er  before  had  he 
heard the nam e o f  S h adw ell’s first 
w ife  m en tioned  in  this house. It 
seem ed— h e scarcely k n ew  w h y— it 
seem ed dreadfu l to  hear it n o w  on  
A m elia ’s lips, o n  A m e lia ’s sm iling 
lips.

“ D o  you  believe she d row n ed  
h erse lf?”  she asked. H e  cou ld  on ly 
stam m er. “ T h e re  are those w h o  
say—•”  A m elia  paused.

“ N o  on e  says— ” began  Jane.
B ut the sick  w om a n  sm iled and 

sh ook  her head. “ E veryone know s 
o f  Sh adw ell and m e, h o w  w e 
e loped  w h ile  he was still a m arried 
m an ,”  she said dream ily. “ E very
on e k n ow s that on ly  H enrietta ’s 
death set us both  free to  marry. 
E veryone k n ow s o f  Shadw ell and 
Clara C laybou rne,”  she continued. 
“ First she bore  G ry p h o n ’s illegiti
m ate ch ild , then she bore Shad- 
w ell’ s— everyone k n ow s . . .”  H er  
accusing eyes m et those o f  Jane, 
w h o  stood by, her face sh ow ing  
her pain. “ But on ly  you  and I, Jane, 
k n o w  . . .”  A n d  she seem ed to fall 
in to  a revery. T h e n  she chuckled .

So pleased w ere they to  have this 
sign o f  her m in d  passing to  any
th in g  w h ich  had p ow er to please 
her, w hatever it m igh t be, that they 
beam ed. “ D o  you  rem em ber, Jane, 
your first n ight here? W ere  you 
listen ing? H o w  W ilso n  said, 'T o
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think that m y  w ife  and I  are p riv i
leged to be  guests under a ro o f 
w h ich  shelters tw o  such rare g e n 
iuses! A rch ie , the author o f  that 
exquisite poem , Deucalion, and 
A m elia , the author o f  the great 
n ovel, Kocnigsmar\— ’ D o  you  re
m em ber, Jane, w hat S hadw ell 
sa id ?”

“ I d id  n ot hear, dear A m elia . 
W h a t d id  h e  sa y ?”

“ H e  said, 'Koenigsmar\l H a - 
h a ! ’ ”

F o r  days T regareth  rod e  the 
shores, scan n in g  the w aves, the 
scent o f  the salt sea never ou t o f  his 
nostrils. S om e fe w  bits o f  flotsam  
fro m  the Sea Sprite had co m e  
ashore, but this was n ot p ro o f posi
tive. H o w e v e r , h e  n o  lon ger had 
doubts. H e  d ro v e  h im self, unre
lenting, in  his quest. N o t  on ly  g r ie f 
fo r  his fr ien d  spurred h im  o n  n ow , 
but gu ilt as w ell.

“ Y o u  have travelled so  far, T r e 
gareth ,”  A m elia  had said to  h im ; 
“ you  are, yourself, that ‘traveller 
from an antique land'  w h o  b rou gh t 
back w o rd  o f  O zym an d ias . In  the 
East, o f  w h ich  you  are so m u ch  
en am ored , and  o f  w h ich  y o u  have 
m ade m e  so  m u ch  enam ored— d o 
they have lov e  there, as w e  k n o w  
it? O r — on ly  lu s t? ”

T regareth  had considered , 
th ro w in g  back  his head. A fte r  a 
m om en t he said, “ In the East they 
have that w h ich  is stronger than 
either love  o r  lust. In  the East they 
have passion."

She considered  this. She n od d ed . 
“ Y es,”  she had said. “ F or  love m ay 
fade, and lust m ust ever repel. Pas
sion. D o  n ot th in k  that ou r E n g 
lish b lo o d  is too  th in  and co ld  fo r  
passion, T regareth .”

N o w  he asked h im self, again  and  
again, spu rrin g  th rou gh  the sand, 
was it covetousness to desire a 
m an ’s w ife  fo r  your o w n — if the 
m an w ere d ea d ? W o u ld  n ot S had- 
w ell h im se lf have laughed at such 
squeam ishness? W o u ld  n ot G r y 
p h o n ?

H e  alm ost d id  n ot see the coast 
guard until the m an called o u t to  
h im . W h e n  he d id  see, an d  reined 
his horse, h e  still d id  not im agin e . 
T h en  the m an gestured, an d  T r e g 
areth look ed .

A n d  there o n  the m a rg in  o f  the 
sea he saw  h im .

“ T h ere  is n o  d ou bt o f  it b e in g  
Shadw ell, I su p p ose?”  G ry p h on  
asked.

T regareth  sh ook  his head. 
“ N on e . S h adw ell’s clothes and  
S h adw ell’s hair, in  on e  pocket 
Shad w e ll ’s co p y  o f  Hesiod, and  in  
another, his cop y  o f  B lake.”

G ry p h o n  shuddered  H e  look ed  
at a letter w h ich  he held  in  his 
hand. “ F ro m  M a ry ,”  he said. H e  
began to read.

“  ‘Y o u  have heard m e tell that 
m y  gran dm oth er, a S cotsw om an , 
was reputed to have been fey, and 
to have visualized  the P rince ’s d e 
feat at C u llod en  b e fore  it hap
pened. I , too , at times, have had



presentim ents o f  fu ture m isfor
tunes. I h ad  them  at the tim e o f  
p o o r  H en rie tta ’s death. B ut never 
so strong as d u rin g  this S prin g 
tim e  d id  I fee l the bu rden . T h e  
landscape an d  seascape I saw 
seem ed n ot o f  this earth. M y  m in d  
w an dered  so, as i f  enchanted, and 
oftim es I w as not sure— and still 
am  not sure— if the th ings I saw 
and d id  w ere real— o r  w ere  the 
products o f  an ensorcelled  m in d , 
m u sin g  on  ancient w ro n g s : and 
all the tim e, the w aves m u rm u rin g , 
Doom, Doom, Doom . .

T h e y  w ere  silent. “ W h a t shall be 
d o n e  with_ the b o d y ? ”  G ry p h on  
asked. “ T h e  nearest Protestant 
cem etery is in  R o m e .”

T rega reth  said, “ S h adw ell a P rot
estant? I f  ever there lived  a m an 
w h o  w as a pagan  in  w h o le  heart, 
b od y , an d  sou l— Besides, in  this 
w eather, it is ou t o f  the qu estion  to 
con vey  the corpse to  R o m e .”  

D istressed, a lm ost petulant, 
G ry p h o n  flu n g  ou t his fat hands. 
“ B ut w h at shall w e  do}" he cried .

“ H e  w as a  pagan ,”  said T re g a 
reth, “ and  shall have a pagan  fu n 
eral. T h e  G reek s k n e w  h o w . A n d  
I  have seen it d on e  in In d ia .”

G ry p h o n  began  to qu iver. H e  
reached fo r  the silver flask.

T h e  w id o w  received  the tragic 
n ew s w ith  an a gon y  o f  tears. P res
ently she recovered  som ew hat, and 
said, “ I  k n e w  it w o u ld  be so. I have 
had n o  o th er th ou ght. N o w  he is 
y o u n g  forever. N o w ,”  her vo ice  
trem bled  an d  fe ll, “mine forever.”

T R A V E L L E R  F R O M  A N

T h e y  parted w ith  a g e n d e  em 
brace, she a ccep tin g  T reg a re th ’s 
cou nsel n ot to  attend the im m ediate 
funeral. Later, he said, w h en  a sec
o n d  interm ent w o u ld  be  h e ld  at 
R o m e , if  she felt stronger . . ,

T reg a re th ’s em otion s, as h e  rode 
back , w ere m ix ed . In  great m eas
ure his activity o n  S h adw ell’s be
h a lf h ad  absorbed  the g r ie f he 
w ou ld  oth erw ise  n o w  be  experi
en cin g  at S h a dw ell’s death. M ore 
over, thoughts he h ad  earlier sup
pressed rose n o w  and had  their 
w ill. H a d  there n ot been , in Shad- 
w e ll’s frien d sh ip  fo r  h im , som e 
m easure o f  con descen sion ? H a d  
S h adw ell n ot in d icated  from  tim e 
to tim e— th ou gh  less open ly  than 
G ry p h on — a lack o f  com plete  belief 
in the stories T regareth  told  o f  his 
youth  in N e ls o n ’s N a v y  and his 
adventurous career as the consort 
o f  buccaneers in  In d ia ?

But— sharpest o f  all— Shadw ell 
was d ea d ! A n d  he, T regareth , was 
a live! It w as d read fu l about the 
form er, bu t it w as im possible not 
to  feel gratitude an d  joy  in the lat
ter. A s  he rode  betw een  the forest 
and  the sea, T rega reth  fe lt the 
keenness o f  d e ligh t in  the fact that 
he lived  an d  co u ld  experience all 
the rich  pleasures o f  the living, 
w orld .

T h e  b o d y  h ad  co m e  ashore near 
a p lace ca lled  V ia  V e cch io . A  small 
c ro w d  had gath ered , bu t the dra
g o o n s  scarcely needed  to  h o ld  them  
back . T h e  peop le  lo o k e d  on , half 
fascinated, h a lf horrified  at the

A N T I Q U E  L A N 1 )  121



122 T R A V E L L E R  F R O M  A N  A N T I Q U E  L A N D

strange scene, an d  k ept crossing 
them selves.

T regareth  w as in  fu ll, undis
puted charge.

“ I m igh t have spared m yself the 
trouble o f  b r in g in g  w o o d ,”  he said. 
“ See— n ot on ly  is the forest there 
fu ll o f  fa llen  tim ber, but here are 
all these broken  spars an d  planks 
cast up on  the shore.”

H e  gave d irections in  lou d  and 
resonant tones. T h e  w ork m en  
dared n ot resist, th ou g h  they 
l o o k e d ' as i f  they w o u ld  have 
m ightily  lik ed  to. A  pyre was soon 
bu ilt up, and  the b od y  lifted  on to 
it. T regareth  heaped o n  m ore  
w o o d . O n e  piece he g lan ced  at, put 
it under his arm .

G ry p h o n  was pale and ill at ease, 
but gentle little F u lk e  G rant d id  
not even trust h im self to  stand, and 
rem ained sitting in the carriage.

“ I th ink all is ready,”  T regareth  
said. H e  cleared his throat. H ats 
cam e o f f  in the crow d .

“ Surely S h adw ell’s shade is 
w atch in g  us,”  he said, “ as w e  pre
pare to  b id  farew ell to  his clay. 
B ehold  the verdant islands floating 
on  the azure sea he loved  so m uch , 
and w h ich  he took  to his final em 
brace! B ehold  the ru ined castles o f  
the antiqu ity w hose praises he sang 
in incom parable  num bers, ‘ fo r  the 
num bers cam e ’ ! B ehold  the snow y 
bosom s o f  the ever-lofty m ountain  
peaks! A ll  these, Shad w ell loved . 
Shad w ell! Vale!"

H e  pou red  over the b od y  a quan
tity o f  w in e  and o il, then took  the

w a itin g  torch  and thrust it under 
the pyre. T h e  w o o d  was tinder-dry 
and flared up  directly . "Vale, 
S h a d w ell!”  T regareth  cried  again. 
H e  cast in to the fire the co p y  o f  
Blake w h ich  had been in  the 
d row n ed  poet’s pocket. H e  tossed 
on  a h an d fu l o f  salt, and  the yellow  
flames glistened and qu ivered  as 
they lick ed  it up.

“ B e h o ld !”  he excla im ed, “ H o w  
peacefu lly  the on ce-rag in g  sea is 
n ow  em bracing  the land as if  in 
hum ility , as if  to crave pardon ! O  
S h adw ell, th ou — ”

But here G ry p h on  interrupted 
h im . “ T regareth , cease this m o ck 
ery o f  ou r pride and va in glory ,”  he 
said in  a stifled, low , voice.

T regareth , his lon g  black  hair 
floating o n  the w in d  in  m agn ifi
cent d isorder, look ed  at h im  w ith  
som e surprise. T h en  he look ed  
over to  F u lk e  G rant. B ut little 
G rant, still in the carriage, n ow  
had the silver flask in his hand. 
T h e  on ly  sound he m ade w as a 
h iccu p .

T regareth  shrugged. H e  tossed 
in a h andfu l o f  frankincense. T h e  
flam e m ou n ted  higher. T h e  heat 
grew  m o re  intense.

“ I cannot endure to  rem ain 
m u ch  longer in  Italy,”  G ryp h on  
said. “ Every valley, every brook , 
w ill cry aloud  his nam e to m e . . . 
W e  m ust g o  o ff  together som e
w here, T regareth , you  and I. F or  
n ow  I have n o  on e left. A m erica , 
G reece— som ew here far o ff .”  H e  
sobbed a lou d , then turned and
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w alked aw ay. T h e  fire crackled 
and hissed.

T regareth  stood all alone by the 
pyre. S low ly  he took  from  under 
his arm the piece o f  d riftw ood . It 
seem ed a portion  o f  a ship ’s mast. 
O n  it w ere carved the initials G.G. 
H e  clearly called to m ind  that 
happy day, on ly a short w hile back, 
w hen G erald , L o rd  G ryph on , had 
carved the letters. T h e  top  o f  the 
piece was all rent raggedly. But on  
the low er part the breach w as on ly  
partly so. T h e  rest o f  it—

H e  cou ld  envision the scene. T h e  
sudden trum pets o f  the storm , the 
terribly sudden blast o f  w in d , the 
forem ast crashing d ow n  before  the 
frightfu l pressure o f  the w in d - 
caught sails, mast and sail fa llin g  as 
dead w eigh t upon the gunw ales, 
and the ship careening and filling 
and then g o in g  over, g o in g  d ow n , 
as the sea rushed in and the light
n in g  served on ly to m ake the b lack 
ness deeper . . .

123
T regareth  ran his fingers over 

the sm oother surface o f  the w ood . 
Som eone, plainly had sawn half 
through  the mast and  then hidden 
the cut w ith  unbleached beeswax o f  
the same color.

H e  lifted his fingers, bent his head. 
D espite the wash o f  the sea and the 
scouring o f  the sand, Tregareth  
cou ld  still note the scent o f  the 
w ax. H e  thought, for  just a m o
m ent, that he cou ld  even detect the 
scent o f  the soft bosom  in w hich  
the wax m ust have rested to soften 
it— but this was on ly  fancy, he 
k n ew . It need not, how ever, re
m ain  on ly  fancy.

L ove , he reflected, can fade ; and 
lust m ust ever repel— but passion is 
stronger than either.

H e  cam e as close to the pyre as 
he cou ld , threw  in  the shattered 
section o f  the mast, and w atched it 
burn fiercely.

T h en  he turned and w ent to  join  
the others.

THOSE IN "INFORMED CIRCLES" ARE ALL AGOG-
“ U nim peachable sources”  are q u iverin g  w ith  the great news. “ Inform ants 
in h igh places”  are running around like crazy because the w ord  is ou t! 
Ellery Queen’s 1962 Anthology w ill g o  on  sale O ctober 10th. N o  increase 
in  price. Still one dollar. A n d  it w ill be the best anthology  yet. R em em ber 
that date. O ctober 10th . . .

A n d  by the way, the new  bigger, w ider, distribution o f  E llery Q u een ’s 
M ystery M agazin e  starts w ith  this issue. T h e  next (O cto b e r ) issue w ill 
be on  the stands Sept. 31.
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AUTHOR: E D W I N  C A R T E R

title: D a n gerou s Gam e

type: C rim e Story a la Black Mask

LOCALE: U n ited  States

tim e: T h e  Present

comments: The hunting trip was spoiled by rain. The 
hunters were bored with drinking and play
ing cards. Then the top man suggested a 
dangerous game . . . Here's a story, once 
started, you won’t put down.

T h e  h u n t i n g  t r i p  h a d  g o n e  

sour. H o w a rd  poured another 
shot o f  bou rbon  and w on dered  h ow  
to interpret the fiasco o f  the hunting 
trip as it m ay have affected his ca
reer. H e  had thought that being 
invited on  this h unting  trip w ith  
som e o f  the top  echelon  o f  Bateson, 
Incorporated had augured w ell for 
his p rom otion  to a vice-presidency. 
N o w  he was pessim istic. H e  felt cut 
o ff  from  the other three m en  in the 
cabin.

M aloney, the ch ie f legal counsel 
o f  Bateson, Inc., and T ann er, w h o  
was T h eod ore  Bateson’s close per
sonal friend and ow n ed  tw enty per 
cent, o f  Bateson Preferred stock, 
w ere  rapt up  in a cut-throat g in  
rum m y gam e. Bateson h im self was 
still outside on  the porch .

H o w a rd  th ou ght that it w as 
som eh ow  typical that Bateson, w h o  
was both  a gun  bu ff and a safety 
bug, w h o  had insisted that n o  gu n  
be kept loaded in  the cabin and had 
personally inspected them  all to be 
sure, w ou ld  sit on  the porch  all af
ternoon w ith  a bottle o f  bourbon  
and shoot at em pty beer cans.

H o w a rd  felt very lonely. T h e  trip 
had begun  badly and g ot worse. 
M aloney and T an n er had been re
served; Bateson had been inclined 
to  g ive  H ow a rd  the needle. T hey 
had seen no gam e on  the first day, 
but late in the afternoon  Bateson 
had shot a cow , deliberately, appar
ently fee lin g  the need to kill some
thing.

H o w a rd  had been a little dis
gusted w h en  Bateson had calm ly
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sighted in  on  the strayed dairy cow  
and then potted her; but n o  on e else 
had seem ed bothered by it, espe
cially since Bateson had squared it 
by im palin g  a h un dred-dollar bill 
on  each h orn . M alon ey  had tried to 
persuade Bateson to dress the cow  
and cook  steaks fo r  supper, or  at 
least to take the head and h ide it; 
but Bateson had lost interest just as 
soon as w o rk  becam e involved .

T h ey  h ad  spent the tim e after 
supper d rin k in g  b ou rbon  and play
in g  poker. T h ere  was considerable 
m on ey  in  the gam e, but there was 
n o  b ig  w in ner or b ig  loser. D u rin g  
the night the rain had  started and 
it had n ot stopped all day. T h e y  
had spent the day sleeping and 
drin k in g  and p laying cards— all o f  
them  except Bateson, w h o  had 
spent his day o n  the porch .

F inally  it w as too  dark to  see, so 
Bateson cam e in to  the cabin and 
sat d ow n  at the table, d rop p in g  the 
heavy revolver noisily on  the table 
am on g  the bottles, pok er chips, 
cards, cigars, dirty plates and  cups, 
gu n  kits, and  fly-tying gear.

“ I on ly  have six cartridges left,”  
Bateson said, carefully setting them  
up on  end next to  the pistol.

T a n n er  said, “ I h ope  the gam e 
w arden  d oesn ’t get you  fo r  shoot
in g  beer cans out o f  season.”

Bateson gru nted , a sort o f  
am used grunt, p icked  up the re
volver and tw irled  it on  his fo re 
finger.

H o w a rd  felt that he ou gh t to say 
som ething. “ H o w  about a little

gam e o f  ch a n ce ?”  It was hardly a 
brilliant th in g  to  say and he was 
im m ediately  sorry he had said it.

Bateson ch u ck led  sarcastically. 
“ Y eah, h ow  about i t ? ”

H o w a rd  began  to sort and stack 
the poker chips.

Bateson suddenly  sw ept the p o k 
er ch ips o f f  the table and banged 
the table w ith  his fist. “ Y e a h !”  he 
roared. “ H o w  about a little gam e o f  
ch ance? H o w  abou t a ripsnorting 
gam e o f  O ld  M a id ? ”

“ H a ve  you  g o t  on e  in  m in d ? ”  
T an n er said.

Bateson ign ored  this and flun g  
the revolver d o w n  in  the m id d le  o f  
the table. “ H o w  about a little R u s
sian roulette, g e n tle m e n ?”

“ Y o u ’re d ru nk ,”  T an n er said 
calm ly. “ Sit d o w n .”

“ G o  take a ru nn ing  ju m p  at 
yourself,”  Bateson said w ith  equal 
calm ness. H e  p icked  up  a cartridge 
and sw un g the cy linder o f  the re
volver ou t; he held the cartridge 
over the cylinder. “ W h o  wants to g o  
first?”

“ O h , d on ’ t be an ass,”  M aloney 
said.

“ B oy, w hat a bunch  o f  sissies,”  
Bateson said.

H e  inserted the cartridge, pushed 
the cylinder in to the fram e, spun 
the cylinder, then raised the revolv 
er to  his tem ple— and pu lled  the 
trigger.

T h ere  was on ly  a click .
“ T h at was a dam n  silly th ing to  

d o ,”  T ann er said.
“ N o  sillier than any gam e o f
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chance,”  Bateson replied. “ T h e re ’s 
n o  real po in t to  ga m b lin g  unless 
there’s som eth ing  at stake— som e
th in g  b ig . I f  you  can  afford  to  lose 
there’s n o  k ick  to  it.”

“ Y ou r h ead ’s n ot a beer can ,”  
M alon ey  said.

“ I agree, my head  certainly isn ’t,”  
Bateson said. “ B ut I d o n ’t k n ow  
about your heads.”

T a n n er said, “ I k n o w  w hat you  
lose, but w hat d o  you  win?”

Bateson said, “ A ll  the players put 
in  an equal ante and the survivor 
collects the pot.”

“ T here  ou gh t to  be m ore to  it 
than that,” T a n n er  said. “ T h e  m an 
w ith  the gu n  at his head ou gh t to  
have the right to raise the bet. A n d  
i f  anyone drops ou t he loses his ante.”  

“ I ’ll start w ith  a h un dred ,”  Bate
son said.

H e  q u ick ly  spun the cylinder, 
put the revolver to h is head— and 
snapped the trigger.

T h ere  w as the same em pty click . 
“ Y o u  never k n o w  w h en  to  qu it, 

d o  y o u ? ”  T a n n er  said.
“ H e ’s g o in g  to  fin d  out soon  

en ough  if he keeps pu sh in g  his 
lu ck ,”  M aloney said.

“ W h e re ’s the rest o f  the p o t? ”  
Bateson said grim ly . “ I can ’t seem 
to  find  it w ith  all this ju n k  o n  the 
table.”

“ I d o n ’t th ink y o u ’re g o in g  to  
find  it,”  T an n er said.

“ Shut up and deal— er, spin .”  
Bateson shoved the gu n  in  fron t 

o f  T anner.
T an n er p ick ed  it up and exam 

in ed  it carefully . “ A  .357 M agn u m , 
eh ?  M an , if  you  had shot O ld  Bossy 
w ith  this, you ’d  have had a quarter 
ton  o f  ham burger on  you r hands.”

Bateson said, “ Spare us the lesson 
in  ballistics. W h a t 1 w ant to  see is 
som e m oney in  the pot. A  hundred  
is the ante, gen tlem en .”

E ach o f  the others put a hundred  
dollars in  the pot. S om eh ow  H o w 
ard fou n d  it to  be so curiously log i
cal a part o f  the dream ishness o f  
the events that he anted autom ati
cally.

" I  th ink I ’ll raise that by  another 
h un dred ,”  T a n n er  said an d  put a 
second  hun dred -dollar b ill o n  the 
pile. T h e  others d id  the same.

M alon ey  said, “ W h y  d o n ’t w e 
leave the pot a lone— let it g ro w  
w ith  each spin— until the gam e is 
over.”

“ W h e n  is the gam e o v e r ? ”  H o w 
ard thought that his voice  sounded 
unusually shrill.

Bateson said harshly, “ L et’s say 
the g a m e ’s over as soon as som e
b od y  ch ickens out— or loses * . , 
G et on  w ith  it, T an n er.”

T an n er put the gu n  d o w n  and 
said firm ly, “ I th ink wc-’d  better 
m ake it a rule that the m an w ith  
the gu n  can take his ow n  sweet tim e 
about p laying and that h e ’s not to 
be heck led  by any o f  the players,”

Bateson g row led  a reluctant a f
firm ation.

T a n n er unhurriedly spun the cyl
inder, raised the revolver to  his 
head— an d  pu lled  the trigger.

A ga in  there was the h o llow  click .
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“ N e x t !”  he said, and tossed the 
g u n  at M aloney .

M alon ey  m u ffed  it and had to re
trieve the gu n  from  the floor. H o ld 
in g  it lightly by  the cy linder, he 
b ou n ced  it up and  d o w n  in his 
palm , like a baseball p itcher getting 
ready to  th row . H e  said softly, “ I 
w on d er  i f  anyone has ever w ork ed  
o u t the odds on  this th in g .”

B efore he cou ld  explain, Bateson 
op en ed  a fresh bottle o f  b ou rbon  
an d  took  a lon g  pull. “ T h e  odds are 
sim ple en ough . T h ere  are five em p 
ty cham bers and on e  cham ber w ith  
a cartridge in it. So there’s on e  
chance out o f  six o f  the firin g  p in  
h ittin g  the cartridge.”

“ A h , but you  said chance, o ld  
b o y .”  M a lon ey  took  up the m athe
m atical analysis. “ T h e re ’s a lot o f  
d ifferen ce betw een  on e  chance out 
o f  six and odds o f  five to  one. It 
m ay be  m erely a sem antic d iffer
ence, but I am  not altogether sure. 
N o w  this five-to-one business— does 
that m ean five to on e in your fa 
vor, or  against y o u ?  I have w o n 
dered about this before .”  H e  paused 
to  light a fresh cigar. “ W h a t effect 
does the extra w'eight o f  the car
tridge have on  the poin t at w h ich  
the cy linder stops sp in n in g? D oes 
the w eigh t o f  the cartridge tend to 
m ak e the cy linder stop nearer or 
farther fro m  the spot w here the 
cartridge w ill com e  under the ham 
m e r ? ”

A s  h e  talked, M aloney kept spin
n in g  the cylinder. “ D oes  it m ake 
any d ifferen ce in  w h ich  direction

you  spin the cy linder— fro m  right 
to le ft? In som e makes o f  revolver 
the cy linder rotates clock w ise  as it 
goes in to  the firin g  cycle, in other 
m akes it rotates counter-clockw ise. 
S hould  you  spin the cy linder ligh t
ly or  fo rce fu lly ?  D oes it matter 
w hether you  spin the cylinder w ith  
the gate op en  or closed ? ”

M alon ey  open ed  “ the gate”  and 
spun the cylinder, then d o se d  the 
gate and  spun the cy linder. “ A n d  
w hat about position— the w ay you 
h o ld  the g u n ? ”  H e  held  it steadily, 
po in tin g  at Bateson, w h o  m erely 
inclined  his head out o f  the line o f  
fire. “ S uppose you  spin it w ith  the 
barrel p o in tin g  at the floor or  at 
the c e il in g ? ”  H e  poin ted  it in  both  
directions, sp in n in g  the cylinder. 
“ W h a t i f  you  had a revolver that 
doesn ’t break or sw in g  open , like 
som e o f  the o ld  single-action jobs? 
A n d  then there is a friction  factor 
—this cy linder feels stiff, but I have 
handled  other guns that had cy lin 
ders w h ich  spun very freely .” 

T an n er said sarcastically, “ It’s 
certainly easy to see w h y  you ’re a 
successful law yer. A fter  ten m in 
utes o f  your bull a jury  w ou ld  
con v ict the ju d g e .”

M alon ey  continued  in his lectur
in g  m anner. “ It seems to m e that 
w e  are dea ling  w ith  a com plex  m at
ter, and  as there are a num ber o f  
factors obviou sly  deserving o f  co n 
sideration, w e  ought to have a 
m athem atician  w ork  it out fo r  us.”  

“ W e ll, w e  d o n ’t have a m athem a
tician ,”  Bateson snapped.
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"V e ry  true,”  M alon ey  said, w ith 
the air o f  en d in g  a sum m ation . H e  
spun the cylinder, pointed the gun  
at his tem ple— and pu lled  the trig
ger.

A ga in  there was the sound that 
m eant the ham m er had fa llen  on  an 
em pty cham ber.

It was n ow  H o w a rd ’s turn.
A t  first H o w a rd  had look ed  on  

the gam e as som e sort o f  dream . 
T h en  the dream  had becom e a 
nightm are— horrible, but still u n 
real. But n o w  the n ightm are had 
becom e reality.

N o , it was not a dream . H e  was 
w ide-aw ake and sick-sober.

U nder the table he w ip ed  his 
sw eating hands on  his trousers. H e  
p ick ed  up the gu n . T h e  w eigh t o f  
it surprised h im . H e  open ed  it and 
look ed  at the five em pty cham bers 
and  the g leam in g  en d  o f  the car
tridge. H e  turned the cylinder—  
M alon ey  was right, it d id  seem a bit 
stiff. H e  closed the gate, turned the 
cylinder slow ly, and was startled 
by  the little c lick in g  that the ratch
et m ade as the cylinder revolved—  
he had heard that before w h en  the 
others had had their turns, but then 
he had not been really aware o f  it; 
n o w  the click in g  seem ed unneces
sarily loud.

H e  tried to  rem em ber w hat M a
loney had said about the w ay  you 
spun the cy linder; but he cou ld  not 
th ink clearly— there w ere so many 
factors. H e  th ou ght o f  som ething 
else, som ething  n o  on e had  m en
tioned— the la w  o f  averages. T h e

cylinder had been tw irled  an d  the 
trigger already pu lled  three— no, 
fou r  tim es. D id  that m ean that the 
law  o f  averages was about to catch 
up w ith  h im ? T h a t he had less 
chance o f  w in n in g  than the m en  
w h o  had gon e  before  h im ? O r  d id  
a n ew  law  o f  averages begin  to o p 
erate each tim e the gu n  changed 
hands ?

O n e  out o f  six, five to  one. W h a t 
d ifferen ce  d id  all this ju m ble o f  
“ factors”  and m athem atical statis
tics m ake a n yh ow ?

It was insane. T h e y  w ere all 
d ru nk . H e  thought o f  w hat M a lon 
ey had  said about the co w  and the 
ham burger. T h ey  w ere all crazy. 
T h is  w as a com pletely m ad th ing 
to  d o . A n d  he decided  he w asn’ t 
g o in g  to d o  it.

H e  look ed  at the faces o f  the 
other m e n : Bateson’s was tight and 
stern, his lips com pressed; M a lon 
ey ’s was sm ooth and w atchful, his 
eyes g leam in g ; T a n n er ’s was 
b lurred  and bloated, his m outh  
m oist; but they all w ere w aiting 
faces— w aiting fo r  h im  to  b lo w  his 
brains out.

H o w a rd  cou ld  see Bateson’s th in  
lips m ov in g . H e  heard n o  sound 
but he kn ew  w hat the w ord  was—  
“ C h ick en .”  H e  was dead— he was 
just as dead as if he had pulled the 
trigger and had spattered b lood  
and brain and bone all over tire 
cabin . H e  w o u ld  never get that 
p rom otion , he w ou ld  be frozen  out 
o f  the com pany, he had had it— he 
w as dead, finished, done for.
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T h e n  suddenly  H o w a rd  spun the 
cylinder as hard as he cou ld , d e 
fiantly, thrust the m u zz le  against 
his head— and pu lled  the trigger.

T h e  h am m er clicked  on  an em p 
ty cham ber.

H o w a rd  cou ld  not believe it.
R e lie f was alm ost a physical 

shock . T h e  w o r ld  seem ed to have 
shrunk to  the exclusion  o f  every
th ing but h im self and  the gu n . Call 
h im  “ ch ick en ,”  w ou ld  he!

A g a in  H o w a rd  spun the cy lin 
der, put the g u n  to his head, and 
squeezed the trigger. T h is  tim e the 
h am m er d id  not m ake the em pty 
click  he had learned to recogn ize .

T h is  tim e it m ade a d ifferent 
click .

P u zz led , H o w a rd  op en ed  the 
gu n . T h ere  w as a neat indentation 
in the prim er o f  the cartridge. T h e  
ham m er had  hit it, but the cart
ridge had not fired.

“ It’s a d u d ,”  H o w a rd  said. “ It 
d id n ’t g o  o ff .”

“ T a lk  about horseshoes!”  T ann er 
exclaim ed. “ T h is  boy  was born  
w earin g  them . I bet that w o u ld n ’t 
happen again  in  a thousand times. 
T h ou san d -to -on e  shot.”

“ M ore  like ten thousand to on e ,” 
M alon ey  said.

S om eth in g  in their voices m ade 
H o w a rd  look  u p  at them . T h ere  
was also som eth ing  strange in  their 
faces.

H e  ejected the cartridge and ex
am ined  it. T h ere  were scratches or 
dents on  the lead nose. H e  snatched 
the five other cartridges fro m  the 
table. T h ey  all had the same m arks 
on  the lead. S om eh ow  they felt 
light, too, lighter than they should 
be. S om eon e had  pulled  the slugs 
ou t o f  all six cartridges, em ptied  the 
pow der, and put the slugs back.

H o w a rd  look ed  at the three m en. 
In  another secon d  they w ere g o in g  
to  laugh, g o in g  to  laugh  . . .

H e  put his hand in to his jacket 
pock et— the fu lly -loaded  11-shot 
clip  fo r  the .22 autom atic rifle was 
still there fro m  the day before. T h e  
g u n  rack was b y  the d oor and he 
was betw een them  and the gu n  
rack . . .

T h e  next day, a farm er searching 
for  a m issing co w  stopped at the 
cabin. T h ere  w ere three corpses on 
the floor. H o w a rd  was sitting at the 
table, sp inn ing the cylinder o f  a re
volver, putting it to his head, and 
pu llin g  the trigger. T h e  table top  
was covered  w ith  his tally m arks.
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