





k]

R a e e e R EE








fr.fr.fr
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"“No, sir, Captain, sir. Will I catch a tarpon, Mr. Cap-
tain, sire"

“I doubt it.” Holding the boat on a circular course
with his left hand, Dan made the rod easy under his right
arm and kept his back to the woman.

“Dan-"

He thought she might have got a strike alrcady, excit-
ing her into using his first name. He turned toward her.
“Yes?"

“Why don't you call me Nina?"

“I told you 1-"

“Damn the business manner, and damn you, too! Call
me Ninal”

“Anyway you say,” he replied indiflerently. He wasn't
going to arguc with her. He felt too good. He fell into a
busy daydream of the month to come.

“Dan!” Nina Lewis cried, snapping him out ol his
reverie. “I've got something. It feels like a whale.”

He glanced over his shoulder and saw the bend in her
rod. He planted his own in the socket and went to stand
behind her. She was jerking the rod as if she were snatch-
hooking a mullet.

“Let him run but keep a taut line.” The line sang out.
He thought she had probably hooked into a redfish, a
hard-mouth fish that could easily shake a hook unless
given time to swallow it. The fact that she still had the
fish, despite her premature jerks, indicated that the red,
which had stripped most of the line from the reel, was
making a meal out of the steel hook. “Play it. You want
to exhaust the fish, not yoursell.” It was bad business to
cheat the paying customer of any fun, so he made no offer
to help her.

She finally brought the fish to the boat and he gafted it.
As he had guessed, it was a redfish, and it ran better than
twenty pounds. “Good work, Nina,” he said sincerely.

IHer face was flushed with excitemet and her blue
eyes danced. “I did it, Dan! I did it by mysel{l" Putting
down the rod, she gripped his arms and leaned against
his chest as if to rest after her battle with the fish. She
was trembling and he suspected that it was not from
weariness but from the strong emotion the duel had
aroused within her. Triumphant, she now sought an-
other outlet for her elation. She was looking upon Dan
as a more cxciting catch to hook and play. She turned
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house and smelling fish on me, but she would have put
up with it if it weren't for the youngster. What kind of
life is that for a child? A high-class beachcomber with
a—

“Dan, can’t we go out on the Gulf?”” She was rubbing
herself against him and covering his chest with kisses. “I
want to leave the land behind and forget there’s any such
thing as—"

“We're heading in.”

“I brought a wonderful lunch. A thermos of Martinis,
fried chicken—"

“Feed it to your husband.”

“I've chartered the boat and you'll take me where I
want to go.”

“I won’t charge you. The fish is on me.”

She stepped back and glared at him furiously. “You
heell”

“Another thing—Constance is a lady.” He turned the
Ginny T. toward home at full power. White birds
swooped and wheeled overhcad and spray-bright boats
with bellied sails dotted the turquoise bay. The houses on
St. Armands and Siesta Key were pastel touches in the
strong sunlight. Nina saw nonc ol it. She sat in sulky
silence and stared blindly outward. *“Hey, snap out of
it,” Dan said affably. “Life is too short.”

She said nothing. Her sullen silence continued all the
way back to the dock.

Anne Knowles was waiting there for him. She bent a
line about the bow cleat. “You weren't out very long.”

He sensed a suppressed excitement about her., “Did it
come?”’

She cocked her head and grinned elfishly at him. “Coax
me a little.”

“You're a devil."” He jumped [rom the boat and, laugh-
ing, chased her down the dock to the shore. He overtook
her and threw his arms around her to hold her still.
*Come on, hand it over.”

“All right, all right.” She was laughing so hard that
she had trouble getting the telegram out of the hip pocket
of her denim shorts. “It came about ten minutes ago.”

His hands were shaking as he ripped open the yellow
envelope, and when he fumbled the wire out of 1t, the
film over his eyes made reading impossible for a moment.
Rubbing his eyes, he looked away, and when the world
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thought that he would never find a better instructress
in the art of indifference than she.

She put her hands on his arms, her body still moving in
time to the secret rumba rhythm. Her fingers tiptoed with
tormenting languor acrogs his shoulders, met, and inter-
locked at the back of his neck. She drew herself against
him, rising high on her toes; but when he tried to put
his free arm around her, she danced away and laughed
throatily from the doorway to the bedroom wing. She
called softly to him.

“Why don’t you do something with that silly fish? And
make some more Martinis while you're in the kitchen. I'll
meet you in the patio.”

Turning on lights as he passed from room to room, he
took the fish to the kitchen and crammed it in the gar-
bage pail under the sink. Then he got a tray of ice
cubes from the refrigerator. ‘I'he kitchen was a huge,
bright room with cupboards built into every possible inch
of it. After a long search through them, he finally found
a Martini pitcher. He cracked the ice in the palm of his
hand, dumped it into the pitcher, and made the Martinis
with no more than a token splash of vermouth. Juggling
the pitcher and two glasses, he went back through the
house, turning off lights with his elbow, and stepped out
to the broad patio that overlooked the bay. There was no
moon. His cyes, having adapted themselves to the lights
in the house, were of little use to him for the moment.
Nina had not yet come out, he thought, and he stumbled
across the patio, bumping into some kind of potted plant,
in a blind effort to find a table to put the pitcher and
the glasses on.

“Why so far away?"” Nina asked unexpectedly. “There’s
a table over herc.”

He walked cautiously toward the direction of her voice
and bumped into the foot of a chaise longue. He finally
found the table and set down the pitcher. “How am 1
going to pour? | can’t sce the damned glasses.”

She struck a match. He poured the drinks by the flicker-
ing light. He turned toward her to hand her hers, and in
the instant before the flame touched her fingers and she
hastily shook out the match, he saw that she was nude.
She laughed. “Aren’t I presentable?”

“Eminently.” He tossed off a drink and, able to see
now, pourcd another. He looked down at Nina. Her
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flesh glowed white against the dark covering of the chaise
longue. She moved and he thought she was making room
for him next to her, but then she swung easily to her [eet
and walked toward the steps that led to the sea wall and
dock. “Where are you going?”

“For a swim. Is the bay clean enough?”

He laughed, wondering why it struck him as funny.
“Oh, sure, it's clean enough.”

“Ciome on, then.”

“I'll stay here.”

“Suit yoursell,” she said indifferently.

He watched her walk down the dock, a gracelul, alive
figure moving across the lights on the bridge to St. Arm-
ands, a mile away, blacking out the lights one by one
and flickering them on again after her passing, like an
animated sign that spilled its advertisement across the
clean sweep of water. He finished the Martini and poured
himself another. They were beginning to get to him and
he thought he was cockeyed drunk when hce saw green
lights bubbling up from the bottom of the bay. He real-
ized then that the water was unusually phosphorescent to-
night and that Nina was leaving a churning wake of
grecnish-white bubbles. She swam back to the ladder and
climbed up. When she walked along the dock, she drip-
ped sparklers.

“There's a towel on the chaise,” she said from the step.
“Bring it to me.” e started to hand it to her. “No. You
dry me.”

“Stop ordering me around,” he said irritably. He was
feeling the cocktails more than ever. That was natural.
He hadn’t eaten since breakfast. The fried chicken had
gone into the water to [eed the gulls, but the gulls hadn’t
wanted any.

“I'm not ordering you. But that stupid Herbert would
break his neck for the chance.”

“Oh, hell.” He dried her back roughly, rubbing almost
hard enough to take the skin off. He hoped to make her
cry out, but she gave a shrill, triumphant laugh and
squirmed around to throw her arms around his neck and
press her body against him. She was a moving, mur-
muring pillar of flame that licked at him and tried to
bring him down in its hungry destructiveness. Ile
resisted but a moment and then gave himselfl up willingly
to the fire. . . .
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“What's the matter?” she asked him later.

They were on the chaise. By moving his eyes only a
little he could see the town's lights reflected against the
clouds to the north. “Not a thing,” he said. “Why? Wasn'’t
it good?”

*Yes,"” she admitted, “it was all right, but it could have
been better. You're strong, lusty, fairly good-looking.
When Herbert and T first went out with you, I looked at
your back and legs and thought how wonderful it would
be.”

“Nothing is ever as good as you think it will be.” He
rolled over and put his back to her. “It’s only good in the
dreaming.”

She snuggled against him. “I'm not really worried
about it. When you stop fighting it and let yourself go—""

“I'm getting out of here,” he said abruptly. He swung
his long legs over the side of the chaise and stood up.

“What is she like?”

“Who?”

“Your wife, of course.” Nina laughed teasingly. “The
woman who spoiled you for every other woman.”

“Constance is—well. Constance is wonderful.”

“Is she as pretty as I am?”

“That'’s a.stupid question.”

“No. I really want to know. Is she?”

“All right,” he said solemnly, “but you won't like it.
She’s beautiful. I've never seen the woman yet who could
match her looks.”

“You don’t have to be so damned truthful,” she said
sharply.

“I told you you wouldn't like it.”

“I can’t figure you out at all. She divorced you to marry
another man. Now she’s coming back to show off her
wealth to her old friends and—"

“Constance doesn’t have to show off. People have al-
ways loved her for herself and wealth never meant any-
thing to her. She never had much extra cash when we
were married, but she got along all right. Oh, she wanted
nice things and spent a lot of time window-shopping, but
I never heard her complain because she couldn’t buy
everthing in sight. The only reason she married Anthony
Maile was to make a better life for Ginny. Maile under-
stood that. If you're trying to make Constance out to be
greedy, you're off the track.”
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deeper shadows as if he rolled on well-oiled bearings. He
stood waiting while Dan opened the door and turned on
the light inside. “Care to invite me in, Skipper?”

“Why should I? And cut out that Skipper stuft.”

“No harm intended,” Kurtz said with an unctuous
smile. He shoved his greasy brown fedora toward the
back of his head and wiped his brow with the flat of his
hand. “It's mighty warm. I guess it takes quite some time
for a man to get his blood just right for Florida. You
got any cold beer in the house?"

“Say what you have to say, then beat it.”

“A man can talk better when his throat’s cool, now
can’t he?” The private detective sidled past Dan and
went into the house. He wandered around the living
room with an air of aimlessness but his glittering black
cyes were missing nothing. He went over o the new
toys piled at the end of the sofa and, clucking his tongue,
he squeczed the stomach of a curly-haired doll to make it
cry. “Sad the way things turned out.”

“It didn't take you long to get the ncws.”

Kurtz looked around in quick surprise. “Well, that's my
job, ain’t it>"" He let out a wheezing sigh and looked
mournfully at the ceiling. “Did you say whether you had
any cold beer, Mr. Taylor:"”

“Get it yourself.”

Kurtz nodded thoughtfully and went back to the kit-
chen. Waiting for him to return, Dan lighted a cigarette
and nervously paced the floor. Each time he made his
turn at the end of the room, the doll was staring at him.
He put two of the sofa cushions on top of the toys, and
when he straightened up, Kurtz was watching him from
the doorway.

“Out of sight, out of mind, eh?” Kurtz came into the
room with two cans of beer and gave one to Dan. He
was no taller than five-seven and suggested a glutted
raccoon with sharp little ears projecting stiffly from a
moon-shaped head and sooty rings under his alert eyes.
He wore a wrinkled gray seersucker suit that was stained
down the front with food droppings and sloshed beers.
Sweat had turned the light-colored suit black at the arm-
pits and across the back. “The kid would of loved that
stuff.”

“1 thought you left town.”

“Oh, Lord, no. Well, to tell the truth, 1 was thinking
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about going back to New York the job being over you
understand. One way I was kind of glad to be going—I
get homesick for Broadway—but in another way I wasn’t
looking forward to it much. I ain’t never had a job as
nice as this one. Mr. Maile, now he's been paying twenty-
five a day and expenses. I guess you can sec how expenses
would run up in a town like Saras—"'

“I get the picture.”

“So you can see how I wouldn't of looked forward to
going back. A man in my business don’t often run into a
case that'll keep him going a yecar.” Kurtz turned the
can in his hands and slowly read the label, his thick lips
shaping the words. He glanced obliquely at Dan and
smiled. “But I'm still here. I was here a couple of nights
ago when you tried to drink up all the liquor Joe had in
the place.”

“And how long did it take you to get off the telegram
to Maile?”

“As a matter of fact, I didn’t send him a telegram. A
thing like that seemed important enough to call him
long-distance about.”

Dan's brown eyes burned into Kurtz “Your report
qucered me. You've been watching me for months and
you know I've tried to—"

“Why, Mr. Taylor, you've got to understand it's my
job to report [acts. That’s what I get paid for. But as for
judging you,” Kurtz said in a humble voice, “well, who'’s
Ben Kurtz to judge anybody? A man’s entitled to some
fun, 1 always say, and 1t sure never occurred to me Mr.
Maile would take exception to a little bender.”

“You knew very well he would if you twisted the facts
and made one night in a respectable bar sound like a two-
weck binge. You'd be perfectly willing to twist them if
you thought it would keep you on the job.”

“I'll admit it couldn’t of happened at a better time for
me [rom a money point of view, but now you've got to
admit every man's got a right to make a living according
to his own lights. And don't start saying I've been hound-
ing you, ‘cause I haven’t. You might say I'm just a kind
of spectator at a fight—and it was a pretty good scrap you
put up for a time.”

“I lost custody of Ginny to help you keep your filthy
job.”

“That’s a little rough, Mr. Taylor. You got to keep in
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with a little sigh, “but it'’s a chance I'll have to take. An
occupational hazard, you might even say.” He lifted
Dan’s hand from his shoulder and opened the door. “I'm
a mild sort of a fella, and if there’s ever been anybody
less willing to get into a fight, I sure would like to see
him. But if you'll take my advice, Mr. Taylor, you'll
think twice about what you'll do the next time you see
me. Good night.”

He went out, quietly closing the door behind him. He
was whistling tunelessly as he walked down the street.

Dan stood stifly by the door and spasmodically
clenched and unclenched his big, tanned hands. Only his
great contempt for Kurtz had kept him from battering
that oily face to a bloody blob. And in the long run, it
would have been Kurtz who got the most satisfaction
from the beating, for it would have been one more thing
to report to Anthony Maile; not that that made any
difference now, but it was crucifying to have one’s eflorts
wrecked by the distorted reports of a slimy bum. What
made it an even more bitter blow was that Maile must
have gloiated over every onc of Kurtz's reports, good and
bad alike, because he alonc knew that Dan was working
for nothing. Maile had built a wall around him that was
cven more soul-crushing than the barbed wire of a prison
camp.

He went into the kitchen and opened another can of
beer. He drank it without enjoyment. Beer was too mild
and he was in need of something with an immediate
cffect. Ie went to the cupboard and got down the bottle
of bourbon. He tossed down a jigger, knowing that the
bourbon on top of beer and Nina Lewis’ Martinis might
well make him violently ill belore he could get drunk. He
was pouring himsell a second when the phone rang. He
couldn’t imagine who would be calling him; very few
people knew he was living here.

FHe stumbled to the phone. The room was snapping the
whip and he leaned against the wall to keep from falling
off. “Hello?” he said.

“Dan, I-"

“Oh, it's you,” he said, recognizing Anne Knowles’s
voice. “Go to bed. It's time little girls should be in bed.”

“I want to talk to you. Are you drunk?”

“Not enough.”

“You're at fool.”
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“For God's sike, leave me alone. Stop wasting your
time and my own."”

“Don’t worry,” she said curtly. “I stopped wasting my
time the minute you went out on the boat with that Mrs.
Lew-"

“She’s of age. So am L."”

“Sometimes I wonder.”

“Is that what you called to tell me?”

“No.” She laughed hollowly. “T’he Mailes will be here
tomorrow.”

“I've already hecard the happy news.”

“They're {lying. Constance just called me from New
York. She sounded pretty broken up, Dan. She asked me
o tell you how sorry she is that you couldn’t have had
CGinny for the month, but Anthony—"

*That rat. The dirty, sadistic bastard. He wants to rub
salt in the wounds. All right, he can try, but it won’t do
him any good. I'm past caring.”

“Constance wants you to have a chance to sce the child.
She thinks that if you'll try to—"

“Maile will alwiays be able to find an excuse. And I'm
damned if I'll spend the rest of my life pointlessly living
his way while he pulls the puppet’s strings.”

“You're a quitter.”

"“How right you are.” He slammed down the phone. It
began to ring again almost immediately, but he went to
the kitchen to get the bourbon, and when he came back
to the living room the phone was silent.

As the liquor took hold of him, he became belligerently
angry. Bellowing out his frustration, he stormed through
the house to gather together his few belongings and cram
them into a battered suitcase. Somehow his foot became
entangled in the cord of a floor lamp. He kicked furiously
and the lamp toppled over. It crashed, broke against an
end table, and knocked the table over, spilling a litter of
books, bookends, and ash trays across the floor. He peered
around the room, looking for Kurtz and Maile. Sarasota,
the whole world was too small to hold him and them, too.
Maile was the kind of character who was socially shy
among strangers, and his efforts to ingratiate himsell
were pathetic; but once he knew people, he got what
amounted to a sexual pleasure out of dominating them
completely.

Dan went back to what was lelt in the bottle and tried
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colored Cadillac went across at that moment and his
heart rose in his throat. There was no doubt about it this
time. The woman in the passenger’s seat was Constance.
Her soft golden hair was hidden under a pale blue scarf,
but there was no mistaking that fine bone structure.
She was looking directly at him and he could almost see
the dark pupils in her startlingly violet eyes. She
recognized him and opened her mouth instinctively to
call out to him, her hand coming up in a half salute.
Then the hand dropped wearily and her mouth closed
and she turned her head to look toward the front. She
was even more beautiful than he had remembered. An-
thony Maile, who was at the wheel, had not seen Dan.
His mouth was working beneath the gray military
mustache, as if he were talking to someone Dan could
not sce. Then suddenly the top of a pigtailed, straw-
colored head came into view as Ginny, sitting betwcen
Constance and Maile, leaned forward to look at some-
thing. The car disappeared behind a tall hedge of Bra-
zilian peppers.

“Are we in the bay yet?” Nina called.

“Not yet. Make me some coffee.”

“A drink would do you more good. I brought along a
bottle of bour—"

“I'll have a drink later. Make a pot of coffee, if you
know how to do anything as domestic as that.”

“I told you my old man worked for the railroad.”

*Watch out for the stove. It’s tricky.”

“If it works, I can work it.”

“Just don’t turn it up too high.” He entered the bay
and stcered south, making for the bridge that crossed
over from the mainland to Bay Island and Siesta Key.
He changed his mind and came about to head for Big
Pass. He thought about the convertible. It was a relief to
know the kind and color of the car they'd rented. Or
maybe Maile had bought it since his arrival. Cream.
He'd have to duck only when he saw a big glob of cream
coming down the street. The thought of having to duck
at all filled him with an angry, frustrated despair. It
would make him feel like a hunted criminal.

A shrill scream of panic from the cabin jerked him out
of his reverie. The scream went up and up, then broke
harshly. Dan cut the engine, locked the wheel, and
jumped into the cabin.
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of the people, but tonight he felt like a vagrant who had
just drifted in and would soon be asked to leave. He
started aimlessly up the street, a lonely man without
destination, and his mind was as empty of conscious
thought as the minds of all men who stand on the bridge
between noplace and nowhere.

“Dan.” His name came soltly, gently, almost a whisper.

He stopped dead in his tracks and stared fixedly ahead,
afraid to look for fear it might only be an echo in his
mind, yet just as afraid that the voice might be real.

“Dan,” Constance called again.

He turned stiffly from the hips and saw her sitting in the
cream-colored Cadillac at the curb. Ginny was not with
her and the driver's seat was empty. His first instinct was
to run, but Constance held him with her steady violet
cyes. e went toward her leadenly and stopped when he
was five feet from the car.

“Hello, Constance.”

“How are you, Dan?"

“Fine, fine.”

“You're looking well.”

That was a lie and they both knew it. He had lost
weight since she had scen him last, and his eyes were
still red-rimmed from last night's drinking. He was acute-
ly conscious of the stubble of black whiskers on his face.
But what else could she have said? Small talk. Lightness.
The correct thing to say. Two people who had met casu-
ally a few times before, seeing each other again at a cock-
tail party and saying all the proper things because they
had no backlog of memories to share.

“Oh, sure, I'm feeling great,” he said. “Never better.
You're looking well, too.” At least that much was the
truth, for he had never seen her looking better. She wore
no scarf to hide her hair now and it had the soft sheen
of old gold. It was parted at the middle and pulled back
severely to the back of her neck where it was caught with
a navy-blue ribbon that matched her expensively simple
dress. His pet name for her had been Golden Girl, and
it still suited her. There was gold in her eyebrows, even a
golden cast to her beautiful complexion, but the long
lashes over the violet eyes were startlingly dark.

“Thank you, Dan.”

He wanted to ask her about Ginny, but he somehow
found it impossible. He couldn’t do it without letting
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Ie cocked it at his shoulder like a baseball bat. “Come
any closer and I swear you'll be sorry.”

The threat meant little to Dan. Kurtz might be able to
get in one hard blow with the long pole, but before he
could get into position for another swing, Dan would be
all over him. Dan kept moving it. Kurtz swung and Dan,
turning his head, took the blow on his raised shoulder.
Kurtz retreated hastily, trying to bring the pole up again
before Dan could reach him. He swung in the same haste.
Dan ducked. The grappling end whistled harmlessly over
his head. 'The momentum ol the wild swing spun Kurtz
halfway around and threw him off balance. He took a
stumbling step backward, caught his foot in a coiled line,
swayed drunkenly, then teetered backward and fell off the
dock. His strangled cry of terror broke off sharply as he
sank under the water.

It came to Dan then that Kurtz could not swim. He
knew he could not let Kurtz die now. It would be almost
impossible 1o make anyone believe that the death had
been accidental.

Kurtz’s head bobbed up. His [edora had come ofl, and
in the strange ability of the mind to register a photo-
graphic impression in a split second when under emo-
tional tension, Dan saw Kurtz's bald head fringed with
feathers of oily black hair. It was the first time he had
ever noticed that Kurtz was bald.

He snatched for the detective. Kurtz went under just
as Dan touched his coat collar.

He kicked off his shoes and dove in after Kurtz. The
water wasn't much more than seven feet deep here and
he thought he would have little trouble, but though he
searched thoroughly in the area where Kurtz had disap- -
peared, he could find no trace of him. The only other
place he could be was under the dock, carried there by
his frantic eflorts to save himsell. Dan swam under the
wooden crossheams and went to the bottom. lHe found
Kurtz immediately. Grabbing him under the arms, he
hauled him to the surface. Somehow he managed to push
and pull Kurtz’s weight up on the dock.

He stretched him flat on his belly, extended his right
arm overhead, and rested his check on the clbow of his
bent left arm. Straddling Kurtz's right thigh, he went to
work on him with artificial respiration, pressing down
with the heels of his hands for the count of two, then
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*“T'he great man put his stamp ol approval on it.”

“Just the same-"

“Are you going to let me see her or not?”

“All right.”” Constance stood up with a troubled sigh.
“I'll see if she wants to come out.”

“Wants?”

“Yes.” Anguish lay deep in the violet eyes. “This has
been very awkward for you, Dan. T think it's too soon—"

“Let me be the judge of that.”

“Very well.” She left the terrace and Dan began to pace
the waxed and polished bricks. After a few minutes, he
heard the rustle of Constance’ taffeta dress and he turned
cagerly 10 her. She stood alone in the doorway. “She’s—
she’s plaving records.”

He grinned. “I'll go there, then. I'd rather meet her on
her own ground.”

He brushed past Constance' outstretched hand and
went to the bedroom wing. A phonograph was playing
onc of the adventures of Bozo the Clown and he went
down the hall toward the sound, stopping when he came
to the open door to Ginny’s room. She was sitting on a
bench with her back to him and was looking at the pic-
ture book that accompanied the record. Bozo was ap-
parently at the circus and a lion was roaring in the back-
ground. Dan waited patiently, smiling when Ginny
laughed aloud at something the elephant said. Her pig-
tiails, tied by plaid bows, came down to the small of her
straight, strong back. It was obvious that she had grown
at least three inches in the year and that she had put on
several pounds.

The record ended and he stepped into the room.
“Ginny,” he said.

Her shoulders stiflened. She turned her head a liule,
saw him, and snapped her eyes to the front again. He took
a few more steps and put his hand gently on her shoulder.

"Ginny,” he repeated.

She uwisted out from under his hand and darted across
the room to stand with her back to the wall. Either she
did not recognize him, he thought, or the surge of emo-
tion at seeing him again was too much lor her. She had
never been a crying child and she seemed now to be fight-
ing back a flood of tears. He'd have to be as gentle as
possible. He smiled at her and reached in his pocket for
the yo-yo he had brought for her.
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so I figured you'd be anxious to get him off you. I bet one
of the guys that you wouldn't give Kurtz the right time. |
had the moncy spent already.”

Dan forced a laugh. “Sorry, Brad. Come on, I'll buy
you a cup of cofice.”

“I'll get something out of it, anyway.”

They went aboard the Ginny T. and Dan led the way
to the cabin. He poured bottled water into a saucepan
and set it on the stove.

“This is sure a crazy, mixed-up world,” Majoley said.

“How do you mean?” Turning the feed knob, Dan
looked back at Majoley over his shoulder.

“Like you and Constance, for instance. She divorces
you and marries a got-rocks, and you turn into the big-
gest bum on the Gulf Coast. Then you get better, she
comes back to town, and I'll be darned if you don't get
chummy with this Maile. Listen, if my old lady up and
marricd some guy, you wouldn’t catch me="

“Skip it, Brad.” He struck a wooden match.

“It isn’t just you. It's the whole nutty world. People
act like— Hey, for God's sake!” Majoley cried in sudden
fright. “Watch what you're doing!”

Dan looked from Majoley to the stove. In listening to
the policeman, he had taken his mind from the burner
and had given the crratic feed knob a full turn. High
flames were leaping up around the pan and closing above
it to form a cone of fire.

“It’s all right,” he said. He cut the knob to low and the
flames subsided after a few moments.

Brad Majoley's face was pale and damp with sweat.
“You want to burn up the boat#”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“Look, I was in the Navy during the war. I saw a cou-
ple of ships burn, and once I was on S.P. duty when a fire
broke out on a liberty boat that was coming into the land-
ing. There were fifty guys aboard and they were trapped
because the damn boat was covered from stem to stern
with a canvas tarp.” Majoley shivered at the memory.
“Don’t tell me not to worry."

“The flames die as soon as you cut the feed.” Dan took
two mugs from the shelf and dumped a heaping tecaspoon-
ful of powdered coffee into each.

“Sometime something’ll go haywire with it, or some-
body who doesn’t know about the stove will-"
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Her glossy curls were silk between his fingers. He dropped
his hand to her shoulder and shook her gently.

“T'ake your hand off me.”

“I'm strictly one hundred per cent skunk to blame you
for anything.” He massaged her shoulder while he spoke.
“Oh, God, you're too young to get involved in this kind
ol mess. It’s been a rough year for you.”

“I knew it would be when it started,” she snapped.

“This is the age when you should be worrying about
what dress to wear to the dance. You ought to be writing
lovesick letters to some freshman at the university or
crouching around a vic with a gang of girls your own
age.”

"Youngsters,” she said tartly, “no longer swoon over
Sinawra.”

“You know what I mean. This is the best age of your
life. It’s full of misery and blues, but the good kind.”

“There isn’t any good kind."

“Sure there is. There are pains now that are going to be
fun to remember someday. When you get a little older,
you'll under—"

“Will you stop beating it into me that I'm a kid? What
are you trying to prove? Don’t you have sense enough to
know that nineteen isn’t very young these days?” She
wrenched around to look at him, her face flushed with
anger. She propped hersclf up on her elbows. “Take a
good look at me! Am I so young?”

She bore only a superficial resemblance to the thirteen-
year-old he had pulled out of the bay. Iler legs, tan
against the white cover on the bunk, were beautifully
formed. Her slim hips would have made any Hollvwood
heauty envious. Her breasts, under the shortsleeved
white sweater, were perfectly proportioned, and as they
rose and fell with her labored breathing, he knew that
she was in that best of all times in a woman's physical
development: she had reached maturity but still had the
firmness and vigor of youth. "I’hen he saw the light in her
eyes and he was saddened by it. The magic of youth was
gone. He had stolen it from her.

“I'm sorry, Anne.” It was a stupidly inadequate thing
to say when he had brought bitterness and disillusion-
ment to onc who had had high hopes and beautiful
dreams. What good did his sorrow do her now?

She wwisted and the sweater worked out of her shorts
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to expose a strip ol tanned flesh across her flat stomach.
“Do you think I'm a natural-born reformer? My father
and mother wanted me to go awiuy to college. But !
wouldn’t go. Boys—and plenty of them, don’t you worry
—called me for dates. My answer was always the same:
big, fat no. After a time, they got the drift and stopped
calling. And why did I act that way? Because I'm anti-
social or a recluse? Did T turn down dates because 1 was
dog-tired from messing around a drunken bum just to
send him back to his ex-wile if he could get her? Go
ahead. TWhy? You tell me.”

“1 don’t know the answer.”

“Well, I'll tell you, and vou're going to stand therc with
your uuly face hangmg out and listen. I'm (ull of confes-
sion. Confession is good for the soul, they say. And con-
fession is easy when you're young, isn't it?"” she said bit-
terly. “Nothing is important or very lasting to the young.
Leave them alone and they'll get over it. That’s one ol
the favorite savings of you old, wise voices of experience.
Maybe it’s one of the few right things anyone ever said.
I'm over it.” She sat up abruptly on the edge of the bunk.
“I loved you and I'm over it.”

“No, Anne. You never loved me. You got a crush on
me because 1 saved your life. When I didn’t measure up
to your picture of what a hero is supposed to be, you
tried to change me into—"

“Oh, shut up!” she cried. “Don‘t pull that high-school
psychology on ine, and don’t try to tell me how 1 felt.
Call it a girlish crush if it soothes your conscience any,
but I know better. I never stood a chance with you—I
knew that from the start—but don't think [ sacrificed
anything this past year.” She glowered at him. “I can tell
this to you now because you've become a great big zero
in my book of memories. Anything 1 ever felt for you
is gone.”

“I'm glad of that.”

“Yes, 1t must be nice to wriggle off the hook so easily.
Well, now you can go back to your precious Nina. Or
have you thrown her over already? Maybe it’s Constance
you're playing footsie with.” She waved himn toward the
door. “Go away. It makes me ill just to look at you.”

“Promise me just one thing, Anne. Promise you won't
say anything to anyone about Nina Lewis.”

“Alraid her husband will come home and put a couple
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“He intrigues me. Every once in a while I meet a man
who was born to be murdered. Kurtz is one.” He raised
his glass in a toast. “To Kurtz, and good riddance, eh? . ..
\What, won't you even drink to that:"

“No.”

“Born to be murdered.” Smiling distantly, Maile sa-
vored the phrase. “Many people are, you know. Not the
gentle, considerate souls with the little human frailties,
but the strong ones who want something and don’t care
how they get it or whom they step on to get it. I'm one of
them. I could count on one hand the people who don’t
wish me dead. That doesn’t bother me any. It takes
precious time to make friends. I only have time to make
cnemies.”

“You took the time to marry Constance.”

“That was something I wanted, and you were one of
those I stepped on to get it,” Maile said simply. “You'd
like to kill me, wouldn’t you?”

Dan’s hands trembled. He gripped the arms of the
wicker chair to still them. “I don’t know."”

“You'd know if you had the guts to face it.” Maile’
cocked his gray head at the sound of gravel crunching
in the driveway in front of the house. “"I'hat will be Con-
stance and the child. If you came here to say anything,
you'd better say it before they come in.”

“Just this,” said Dan. “It's true 1 hate you more than
I ever thought it possible for one human being to hate
another, but as for wanting you dead, you'll be dead soon
¢nough without my lifting a finger to hurry you up. On
the other hand, if you ever do anything to hurt Ginny—
hurt her more than you already have with your roticn
lies about me—I'll beat the hell out of you. If it kills you,
well .. ."

Dan held out his hands in a gesture of indifference.

“You seel” Maile exclaimed, laughing delightedly. He
slipped his feet into his shoes and popped to his fect.
“It's the predicted pattern 1 was telling you about.” He
went quickly to the door as footsteps tapped across the
tile floor inside the house. “Look who came to visit!” he
said heartily.

From the position of his chair, Dan could not see into
the house, but he knew Constance and Ginny would be
coming out on the porch at ainy moment. He snatched for
his glass and took a long drink to fortify himself. The
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“You might take a good look at that danmed ex-wile
ol yours, that paragon of virtue.”

“You're way ofl,” he scoffed.

“She’s the one who's making you crazy mad. But you
am’t get at her, so you try to take it out on="

“That's foolish. I'm not mad at Constance.”

“You don't have the guts to admit it even to yourself,”
Nina said with a scornful laugh. “But you know good and
well she could hive seen to it that you got the child for a
month. She's the mother.”

“I'hat was Maile’s doing,” he snapped. “Maile’s and
Kurtz's.”

“And what about the way she came down here? You
know that was deliberate. Under the circumstances, any
other womin, unless she wanted to drive you out of your
mind, would have="

“That's enough!” he roared.

“You asked for this. You'll listen and like it. Maybe
you can find some justification for her in those other
things, but how do you explain the house they rented
almost two months ago? Arc you sappy enough to believe
she didn’t know what her husband was doing? She knew
all along that—"

“Shut up!” He was shaking with rage and the blood
pounded in his ears. “You're wrong. It’s a lie. Every word
of i.”

*Are you sure? You were married to her long enough to
know a little something about her. Ask yourselt il it isn't
exactly the kind of thing she'd do.”

He shook his head stubbornly. “It's a lie.” e leaned
down and, glaring, put his face close to hers. “You're
jealous of her because she—"

“The wouble with you,” Nina broke in coldly, *is that
you're so blindly in love with her you can't recognize a
first-class bitch when you see one.”

His open hand came up swiftly and slapped her face
hard. When he dropped his hand, he saw the imprint of
his fingers on her cheeks. He brought his hand up to slap
her again but she sprang out of the chair and darted
across the room. “Fouch me again,” she said through
clenched tecth, “and I swear to God I'll kill you."

He stared at her stupidly for a moment, then turned
and stumbled out of the house to the car. His hand
burned from the slap. He wanted to cut it off. e
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shouldn’t have slapped her. She had only told him what
he supposed he had known in his heart from the start.
Of course Constance would have had to be in on Maile's
plans.

Constance.

The ironic connotation of the name increased his fury.
It was just the kind of trick she would pull. He knew very
little about her family background except for the vague
story she had once told him of having been snubbed by
other children in a small town. It was her ambition to re-
turn there someday and lord it over those who had looked
down their noses at her. That same drive had led her to
modcling dresses in New York, where he had met her.
She had liked to wear the expensive clothes and pretend
they were her own, feeling a sense of smug superiority
when she walked gracefully in front of prospective buyers
who would never look as well in the stylish creations
as she.

And now she was back in Sarasota to show herselfl off
to those who had only known her as a charter-boat cap-
tain’s wife. But the town had never snubbed her. It had
accepted her for herself, and the yarns she had spun about
a wealthy family and a finishing-school cducation—so
much at variance with the story she had told Dan—had
been unnecessary. \Why would she be looking for revenge,
then? There was only one conclusion he could reach: She
wianted to strike at him by showing him the things an-
other man could do for her and which he himself couldn’t
have afforded in a million years.

Curiously, he thought now of a pair of [orty-dollar
shoes she had wanted. When he’d told her that the boat
was not yet paid for in full and that they couldn’t afford
the shoes, she hadn’t become angry. It wasn’t Constance’
way to get angry. Cool logic and placidity were her
weapons. Very quictly she had said, “You're quite right,
darling. I'll take them back to the store.”

But on the way to town—as she’d told it to him later—a
rowdy boy had bumped her, knocking the box Irom her
arm. In the fall to the sidewalk, one shoe had been
scraped on the heel. Naturally she hadn't been able to
take damaged goods back, so in the long run she had got
her shoes; and though she’d said the scratch detracted
from the value of the shoes, she had penalized hersell by
wearing them on dress-up occasions.
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was early morning and there was a moderate wind with
a [alling barometer.

“When did you hire the pitchman, Dan:” Corwin
Raney asked, motioning toward Lewis.

Dan laughed. “A satisfied customer, Mr. Raney.”

It was a relief to take out men who knew what they
were doing. They went about the business of fishing
without making a lot of unnecessary conversation and
asking a sttng of [oolish questions; and when the mack-
erel began to hit their Bullhead rigs, they contained
their excitement. Herbert Lewis would have been jitter-
ing all over the hoat. But these men, Raney, Krestle, and
Shane, reeled in, brought the fish to gaff, then paid out
line again, letting the yellow feathers dart with a lifelike
motion twenty or thirty feet behind the boat.

Dan spent most of the morning trolling slowly closc
to shore. With little else to do but pilot the boat, he
thought stormily of the new picture Nina had given him
of Constance. The open water was the best place for him
in his present mood. lie knew that if he were on shore.
the temptation would be great to phone Constance or go
to see her at her rented housc to tell her off.

The wind was picking up a little but he didn’t think it
was enough to worry about. I1c looked at the watch over
the compass, saw that it was cleven o'clock and time for
the Coast Guard weather report. It listed squalls for the
Sarasota area. He switched on the ship-to-shore and heard
the usual jumble of counversation. He switched off for a
moment, gave the channel a chance to clear, then called
Tex Renow, who had gone out after king mackerel.

“How they doing, Tex?"”

“Good cnough,” Tex came back in his hard-bitten,
Western drawl. “Come on out.”

“I'm acomin’, baby. Move over. This is the Ginny T.
Over and out.” He released the switch and turned to his
eroup. “When Tex says ‘good enough,” he means it's some-
thing out of this world.”

“What about the weather, Dan?” Rancy asked.

There was a leaden avercast, the wind was out of the
southwest, and the barometer had dropped a bit more.
“It will be all right.”

e was anxious to give his party a crack at the king
mackerel while they were still feeding. Fish were sensi-
tive to changes in the barometer. A dropping barometer
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Tex replied immediately. *“This is the Termite answer-
ing the Ginny 'T". Over.”

“Where are vou, Tex* I can’t find vou.”

“Well, bub. the way I'm receiving vou, vou must be
sitting on my lap. I'm getting vou loud and clear. But
vou can stop looking for me. I'm heading in. I don’t like
this weather.”

Dan signed off and looked around at the fishermen.
“Tex is heading for home. I[ you men wiant to do the
same thing, just say the word.”

Krestle grinned. “It would be a shame to leave all these
fish out here without anything to eat.”

Raney was the worrier in the party. “What do you
think, Danz"

“Asquall won’t hurt us any.”

“I'm for trying our luck,” Shane said. “I hate to come
all the wav out here and not even get the bait wet.”

Pan nodded and turned back 1o the wheel. He began to
troll in a wide circle. ""I'here they are!” he said suddeniv.
The king mackerel were feeding close to the surface, their
dorsal fins cutting water no more than two hundred feet
off the starboard how. He had no sooner spoken than
Shane got a strike, then Raney, then Krestle, and the lines
sang out. The kings were fast, unpredictable, fighting fish
and could put up as fierce a struggle for a few minutes as
almost anything that swam in the Gulf.

By the time Shane brought the first king to the boat,
the fisherman was puffing and blowing like a swellfish.
He fed the long stecl leader through the Y bracket on the
stern and Dan stood by with a club to hit the king before
it came aboard. A king. fighting right up 1o the end, had
powerful jaws that could take a healthy bite at a man’s
leg if given the chance. Dan had once seen one bite
through a stout line.

The fish kept striking and running for home every
time the baited hook was presented. They seemed bent
on family suicide. Raney, Krestle, and Shane were work-
ing like happy madmen and Dan was growing weary ol
keeping ahcad of them with mullet strips,

“Hey!” he finally shouted. “They'll bite at anything.
The devil with cut bait. Spoons will be faster and better.”

The exhausted fishermen switched to Reflecto No. 7's.
The change made no difference to the kings. I'hey kept
right on striking [erociously while the men wrestled them
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in and Dan held the boat to its broad circle around the
edges of the school.

‘T'hen suddenly the fish no longer struck.

It was as il a huge hole had opened up in the bottom
of the Gulf and had swallowed every swimming thing. In
a sense, that was just about what had happened. The fish
had taken to holes in deeper water where they could
hibernate with full bellies until the storm ended.

It was just as well. Further fishing would have heen
practically impossible. The Gulf was kicking up, churned
by the rising wind, which was still out of the southwest.
The shoreline was completely hidden behind a screen
of rain.

“Will we be all right, Dan?” Raney asked nervously.

“Iasten your seat belts,” Dan replied with a grin. I
might be rough.”

The bout rolled and pitched but she was seaworthy and
had been through weather much worse than this. He
recalled one time off Captiva—they had gone south for
tarpon—when the twenty-eight-footer had kept her bow
pointing doggedly into gusts that must have gone as high
as fifty knots and had come out of it [immously. Constance
had been horribly seasick that day, but he and Ginny . ..

Mustn’t think of that. Mustn’t remember any of the
times that had been fun or exciting.

“Sure, Mr. Raney. We'll do all right. This isn't any-
thing.” e sent the three men into the cabin to keep
warm and to get themselves dry.

With his usual landmarks invisible, he stecred by com-
pass on a course of ogo. That would bring him within
sight of land and he could feel his way along the shore to
one of the passes. New Pass was out. That channel could
be treacherous in nasty weather. Big Pass was his best bet,
but if he made his landfall to the north of it, he would
have to turn directly into the wind, buck it until he was
far enough south, and then come completely about, run-
ning the risk of capsizing, in order to get a straight shot at
the mouth of the pass.

The cold rain rode the wind on a slant. Shane had
found a bottle of bourbon in the bottom of his tackle box
and passed it around to ward off the chill. Dan declined.
Raney accepted ungraciously, mumbling that they would
never have been in this fix if the others had only listened
to him. He'd warned them about the weather. He had
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been against their fishing when anyone with a brain in
his head would have known that—

“Shut up,” Shane said without rancor. He stood at the
hatch und peered out at Dan, who was drenched to the
skin. “That wind must be blowing a million miles an
hour.”

Dan laughed, straining to see through the sheet of rain
and spray. “Twenty-five to thirty. No more than that.”

He let out a sudden whoop. No more than two hundred
vards ahead was the blurred but unmistakable outline of
Siesta Key's PPoint o’'Rocks, and to its lelt the beautiful
sweep of Crescent Beach. He couldn’t have asked for a
better Landfall. He was well to the south of Big Pass and
would not have to come about in the wind. He now had a
straight shot at the mouth with a following sea and wind.

It was easy from then on, and Runey’s spirits began to
perk up considerably. Not ¢ven the huge waves that pur-
sued the Ginny T. and seemed to hover above the stern
like mountains readying themsclves to fall could faze
him. By the time Dan entered the rough, wind-swept bay
and started across it to the bavou, Raney was singing; and
when Dan brought the boat alongside the dock, Rancy
grinned from car to ear.

“What were you birds so worried about?” he said,
guffawing at Shane and Krestle. “T'hat wasn’t anything.
Why, I remember one time T was—"

“Yeah, yeah,” Krestle said. He thrust the bottle into
Raney’s hand to keep him quiet.

The fishermen divided the catch, paid Dan, and ran
through the rain to their car.

It looked to Dan as if this were a rain that intended to
stick around for another day or so. Small-craflt warnings
would be up along the coast. He smiled stiffly. That
solved one of his problems, at least. I1e wouldn’t be able
to take out cither the Lewises or the Mailes tomorrow. It
would be a long time before he could face Nina without
embarrassment or Constance without losing his temper.

Cold and dampness had penetrated through to the
narrow of his bones. Shivering, he went into the cabin,
stripped, and rubbed himself briskly with a rough towel.
While he was putting on clean, dry clothes, he glanced
out a port and saw a light burning on the Seaborne. Anne
was back. Thanks to him, she had not been down to the
boat for several days. The fact that she had at last re-
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“You must be very bappy in New York.”

“You don’t like him. ¢ither,” she said coldly, and then,
with a child’s innate ability to hurt through bluntness,
she added, “Why did you make us live with him?”

That tore it. \With tremendous effort he had managed
to keep his emotions more or less under tight rein. But
now her accusing tone showed him the fudility of trying
to convince her that he was not an ogre, that he really
loved her and wanted her to love him as she had once
done in brighter days. Tt was no use trying to make her
understand the way that marriages ended and others
began. and that sometimes little bridges, which could
be crossed only by those who had faith. remained Dbe-
tween the old and new.

The tears that had been buried deep within him rose
to sting his eyes. She had never seen him ary. He didn’t
want her to see him cry now. Knuckling his eyes, he
turned his back to hide the helplessness and despair that
rode roughshod across his face. Mme tears’ came silentiy.
‘Thank God he could cry without making a lot ot noise
about it. When he thought he once more had himsell
under control, he turned slowly and started toward the
child.

She screamed in tervor. “Go awayl”

He nodded miserably and lelt the cabin.

He stood for a moment on the deck and stared through
the drizzling rain at Anne, who was walking across the lot.
ter cves were on the muddy ground, but then she looked
up and saw him. She came to a dead stop and waited for
him to walk Ieadenly toward her.

“It didn’t work,” she said flatly.

He kept staring at her, unable to spcak.

She looked down at the package in her hand. I
brought some ice cream. 1 thought we'd be able to make
a party of it.”

“Not too long ago,” he said, “I slapped you because you
wouldn’t leave me alone. 1 didn’t hit you hard enough.”

“All right, Dan. 1 deserve that, 1 guess. But I only did
what I thought was right.”

“You didn’t even stop to think,” he said sharply. “If
there was ever a chance for Ginny and me to get together,
you've killed it by barging into something that isn't any
of your damned business. The only way this could have
worked out was through time, but this way—throwing






























110 WHO EVIL THINKS

“Iec left herc—oh, it must have been two or three days
ago.”

“Did he lcave a forwarding address?”

She shook her head. “le said he wasn’t expecting any
mail he couldn’t get along without.”

“Thanks, Mrs. Winmade.” Worried and disappointed,
he started away.

She called him back. “You know the Gunny Motel?
T'ry there. I'm not saying he /s there—he told me not to
tell a soul—but if you should happen to be out that
way . ..

He grinned at her. “Thanks again.”

The Gunny Motel had been built long before the
word "motel” had become an important part ol the Fng-
lish language. In the day when it had been known simply
as Gunny's Cabins, such places had had a tawdry aura
and were popularly believed to be roadside brothels. The
supposition bad been false in Gunny’s case, but when a
rash of modern, chrome-plated motels cut deeply into his
profits, he had yielded to the incvitable, and now cars
with local license plates could be seen in [ront of the
cabins at ahnost any hour of the day or night. No one
asked questions. C(namly not old Gunny. tle had taken
him a young, blondined wife named Mickey and she ran
the establishment.

She was painting her nails when Dan went into the
office. He knew her, too, but not under the same high-
minded circumstances as he knew Mrs. Winmade. Mickey
had once tried to pick him up in a bar, and when he had
declined with polite thanks, they had parted friends, she
promising to be immediately available whenever the
whim seized him, he swearing to give the invitation seri-
ous thought and let her know.

Obviously with that occasion in mind, she gave her
fingernails a critical examination and said, “I'll be with
you as soon as they dry.”

“Fate conspires to keep us apart,” Dan said with a
smile.

“You can give a hdy the brush-off in seven languages
and make her like it.

“How’s Gunny?"”

“Drunk,” she said ﬂ.nly “How elsc has he ever been?
. . . What's on your mind, now that I know what isn’tz"

“Is Ben Kurtz staying here?”
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Mickey made a grimace of disgust. “Ile blew in here a
couple of days ago with a roll of dough, three bottles of
rotgut, and that redheaded waitress Elsic from the Ko-
rono Café.”

“Is he around now?”

*“Cabin Four. Don’t bother to knock. You know the Dr.
Pepper ad? *I'en, two and four.” That's Elsic. It's twelve
o’clock now, so you're safe enough.”

“How much money do vou think he has left?”

“I don’t know what he had to start with, but this Elsie
isn’t in it for love. It's pay as you go with that hooker.
Let'ssee . . . 1 got a week in advance. 'Then there's more
liquor, a little food, a lot of Elsic. I guess maybe two hun-
dred bucks gone down the drain. Does that help you
any?”

Dan nodded. Kurtz could have little more than fifty
dollars left. He would soon be looking around for a fresh
bank roll.

“When do 1 start counting the towels?” Mickey asked.

“At the rate he's going, 1 wouldn’t put it off till morn-

ing.”
He left the office and went down the muddy path to
Cabin . Knowing where Kurtz was holed up was not
enough. Time was running out and he could no longer
lic with his head on the block and wait for the ax to
fall. He had to take positive action. T'o Kurtz's nasty,
twisted mind it would be a great victory if Dan were
to beg him not to tell the story of Nina Lewis; and
humiliating as it would be, Dan knew in his heart that
he would beg if he thought it would do any good. Not
only would an account of that aftair wreck forever any
chance of getting Ginny back, even if he could win her
over, but he was beginning to see Herbert Lewis in a new
light. T'he little man would be dangerous under emotion-
al stress.

Noon had become dusk under the drizzly, rain-laden
sky, and a light was burning in the cabin. The black
car that Kurtz had been renting was parked in front.
Dan hadn’t realized that Kurtz would continue to keep
the car and he immediately revised his estimate of Kurtz's
bank roll. Twenty-five dollars was closer to it. A cheap
radio with a tinny, constricted throat was blasting at
full volume inside the cabin. The girl who was singing
the recorded song sounded like a host of wailing banshees.
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He went past Kurtz and out into the rain. ‘The coupe
wus parked in front of the oflice, and when he got to it,
he saw Elsie waiting for a1 bus under a trec.

“I'll give you a lift,” he cualled, and she came over to
get into the car.

They were halfway to town before she spoke. “He
couldn’t do anvthing right.” she said. “He couldn’t even
hit. Hell, I've been hit harder than that plenty of times.
Oh, well, I got no squawk coming. He paid me the
extra five.”

Dan let her off near the calé where she worked most
of the time. It was still only a little after ene o’clock and
he had time to kill. He didn’t want a drink. One would
only lead to another and drunkenness was no solution.
He went down the street to the moving-picture theatre.
The movie was pretty bad, but he sat through it twice.

By the time he'd dawdled over dinner, dragging it
out so that he would not have so long to »it alone on the
boat belore turning in, it was seven-thirty. Fle drove
slowly to the Ginny T. and cursed the rain, which was
now coming down much harder. There were times when
rain was a lovely, relaxing thing: thosc were the times
when you were with somcone you loved in a parked car
or on a living-room sofa or in the cabin of the boat,
and you withdrew into a private world with that some-
one, listening to the rain patter on the roof and swish
across the panes. There was a fine sense of warmth and
sccurity and you wanted the rain to last torever.

But there were other times when the rain was as
solemnly depressing as a [uneral dirge, reminding you
with its incessant beat that you were lonely and alone;
and those times were the now and the tomorrow.

He sat on the bunk, a pillow propping him, and tried
to read a magazine. But he threw it down in disgust. [t
was no use. The boy always got the girl, and this, said
the blurbs, was very true to life.

He heard a faint sound outside and at first thought that
it was the wind. Then he heard it again and recognized
it as the fall of [ootsteps.

T'he door opened and Constance stood there.
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He returned the stare.

“Don’t you see, Dan? It wouldn’t have been any use.”

He took a drag on the cigarette and said nothing. He
knew he wouldn’t have to. The woman had never lived
who could leave a remark like that hanging in the air. He
waited for the rest of it

After a minute’s hesitation, she said, “You saw how
Ginny acted toward you the first time. You saw her yester-
day too, didn’t you?”

“Did she tell your”

“After her attitude on the dock this morning. 1 asked
her and she admited it But I'd suspected it last night.
When she came home, she looked as if she'd been through
anightmare. I knew it would be like that between the two
of you, but I couldn’t have explained that to you in a
Ietter. You wouldn’t have believed it. T doubt il 1 could
have made her come without throwing her into hysterics.
But suppose 1 had been able to? Think how the visit
would have been. She would have been atraid, you would
have been terribly hurt. You would have sent her back
to New York in less than three days.”

Despite his anger, he had 1o admit that there was some
truth o what she said. But he was still wary, remember-
ing how easily her calm reasoning had always been able
to bring him around to her point of view. A hothead
himsell, with the irrational impetuousness of all quick-
tempered people, he had never been able to stand up
against her brand of logic in an argument.

He listened intently as she continued:

“You're right. I did know Anthony had rented the
house. 1 suggested it to him indirectly, though he thinks
it was his own idea. But,” she said, and her eyes met his
levelly, I didn’t do it to hurt or embarrass you. T hoped
something could be worked out. [ thought if you could
see Ginny once in a while she would eventually get over
her fecling of rejection and all the fcar that goes with
it. . . . Well, that's the story, Dan. I don’t have anything
clse to say.”

She stooped and picked up the coat.

He took a faltering step toward her. Some instinct told
him that she had not given him the complete story, and
only by hearing all of it would he know whether or not
to believe her. His emotions told him not to, but his
intellect was whispering to hear her out.
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—vyou don't, do you?—but I've had a taste of luxury and 1
like it. Is that so terrible of me? Anthony isn’t an casy
man to live with. He's harsh and domineering. He's had
things his own way all his life and makes no cifort to see
the other person’s point. Maybe you'll think it's mer-
cenary of me—I hope you won't—but I've earned cvery
cent he’s given me and all he'll leave me someday.”

He looked at her somberly. In her eyes was the painful
embarrassment that had come of tclling such a revealing
story. It was her very candidness that convinced him in
the end that Ginny was still her first consideration.

“I was just thinking,” he said, “about something some-
one told me recently. The people who have the zest for
living seldom have the money. The choice comes down
to finding security with an elderly man or taking a chance
on the future with youth.”

“You certainly aren’t classing us with Nina Lewis, are
you?"

The unexpectedness of her question took his breath
away. “What are you talking aboutz”

“Oh, come now, Dan.” She smiled teasingly and cocked
her head to one side. “Don‘t you think I know about the
two of you?”

“Where did you hear about that?’

“From Ben Kurtz.”

Stunned, Dan stared at her speechlessly for fully a half
minute. “You mean he reported that to Maile?”

Constance laughed. “Of course not. Kurtz did all right
for himsclf. Anthony and I were both paying him, though
Anthony doesn’t know about that. I paid for the things
he didn't report to Anthony. The Nina interlude was one
of them. That would have meant absolutely the end for
you if Anthony had ever found out.”

Dan drew a deep breath. *What did you think?”

“Not much ol your taste, now that I've met her. She’s
cheap and obvious. But I suppose I was a little jealous.”

“I'hope you didn’t expect me to remain faithful to you
while you were married to another man,” he snapped.

“Naturally not. 1 could understand your needing an-
other woman. Oh, Dan, my poor Dan, it's been a horrible
year for you. I know you so well.” She held her hands
out to him but he didn’t take them. “No other woman
could know you so well.”

Now he was the one who wanted to talk. He had a
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It was Dan’s first thought that Kurtz had managed to
contact Maile, but if that were so, Maile wouldn’t have
come at all today.

Constance laughed, and her laughter seemed to convey
to Dan the message that Maile knew nothing. The textile
magnate’s anger must stem from something else, Dan
thought. He breathed easier.

“Oh, stop sulking,” Constance said lightly to Maile.
“We'll have a fine day just the same.”

Maile snorted, then glared at Dan. “What are you
gawking at?”’

“Your friendly, smiling face. You look like a man whose
taxes have been upped.” Dan took the hamper from Con-
stance. It was much heavier than he’d thought it would
be. “What have you got in here—rocks?”

"“A big lunch, including a couple of cans of broth. Dr.
Vincain likes Anthony to have it in the middle of the
day.” She was standing close to him. She whispered,
“Everything’s all right.”

“I'm not going,” Anthony suddenly declared.

“Don’t be foolish,” said Constance.

“You heard me. I don’t want to go.”

Dan was about to put the hamper aboard. He turned,
looked at Maile thoughtfully, then lifted the hamper to
the dock again. “That suits me fine.”

Constance forced a laugh but Dan caught the worry
behind it. “Anthony is just being stubborn.”

“And so am I,” Dan said. “I've been thinking about
this stupid outing. The money isn’t worth it.”

“Wait a minute,” Maile growled. “You agreed to the
charter and you're not going to squirm out of it. Put
that basket aboard.”

Winking at Constance behind Maile's back, Dan stowed
the lunch under the stern scat.

“Broth!” Maile snapped. “I suppose you brought that
foul medicine, too.”

“In the basket,” Constance said.

“God, you never forget anything! What about the digi-
talis?™

“With the medicine.”

Anthony got aboard grumpily, settled himself on the
scat, and looked irritably down the bayou. ““The whole
damn day is spoiled.”

“He's in a stew because of Ginny,

Constance explained
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to Dan. “She has a cold. She must have picked it up in
the rain yesterday. I thought she'd better stay home.”

“She has about as much of a cold as I have,” Maile
said.

“You heard her snceze.”

“I heard nothing of the kind,” Maile retorted sharply.
“You're the one who heard it. And if she had a cold, the
best place in the world for her would be out in the sun-
shine and salt air.”

“She’ll be better off with Anne,” Constance said. “I'm
tired of arguing about it.”

Stubbornly, Anthony Maile said, “You know how much
I'd been counting on Ginny's—"

“Anthony!"” Constance cried.

The sharpness in her voice quicted him, but his ex-
pression became more sullen, more pouting.

Dan was beginning to get the picture. It was just one
more example of Maile’s desire, amounting to an obses-
sion, to get his own way in everything; and when he [ailed
to get it, he became childlike in his petulance. Dan had a
hunch that Constance seldom bucked Maile, but she had
obviously done so in this case and had insisted upon keep-
ing Ginny ashore, spoiling her husband’s chance to make
Dan more miserable.

“Do you want me to handle the lines, Dan?"” Constance
asked.

“I[ you remember how to doit.”

“I remember everything,” she said, going gracefully to-
ward the bow.

She had tossed the words off lightly but there was no
doubt of her meaning and Dan looked around uneasily
at Maile. Maile was still sulking, his steel-gray eyes fixed
on the toes of his cork-soled shoes, und he seemed un-
mindful of anything except his own grievance. Dan
turned back to watch Constance on the bow. She was
wearing a pair of little-boy white shorts and an abbre-
viated halter that was hardly more than a narrow band
of white ribbon cupping her high, finn breasts. Her skin
was tanned to golden honey, and her sun-filled hair shone
as if it had been sprinkled with gold dust.

She moved skillfully. surc-lootedly, handling the lines
without a wasted motion. She looked back at him once
and the smile she threw to him was so careflrce that he
had to turn away from it. \WWhen he was feeling so tense,
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“You love me,” she said. “You want me."”

“The only thing I want is Ginny, and I'll get her away
from you. She’s not going to live with a murdecress.”

“Murder would have to be proved.” she said coolly,
“and T wouldn’t advise you to stir up a fuss. You're in
this as deeply as I am.”

“The hell I am,” he snapped. “I didn’t have anything
to do with it. But you've been planning it a lang time,
probably ever since you talked Maile into coming to
Sarasota for the winter. You had it in mind when you
asked ubout the stove. And now there's something else T
understand—I couldn’t see how keeping Kurtz away from
Maile tor one day would do any gaad. But”—he nodded
toward the body on the floor—"that’s what postponement
bought.”

“Think abaut the stove, Dan. You knew it was defec-
tive. You could have given a warning. but vou didn’t. Peo-
ple might begin to wonder why. And they'll wonder why
you, charged with the responsibility for your pussengers,
stood calimly by and did nothing to help him. They'll
think of the money and your ex-wife as the motive.”

“And money was your motive. You didn’t do it for me
or Gimny. You did it lor his money and nothing else.”

“You didn’t think I'd come hack to the smell of lish,
did you?” she asked. “Do you honestly think 1 liked
living in a cheap house and pretending it was fun to go
out on a foul, cramped boat? I married Anthony to get
away from all that in the first place. You'll never get me
back to that life. But with money, you and [-"

She left the rest unsaid. Her eyes shone greedily and
he knew he was sceing a Constance he should have seen
long before. She was still the same woman he had lived
with for seven years. tler one vear of luxurious living
hadn’t planted the seed of avarice. It had always been
there, hidden behind a mask of sweetness. He remembered
all the lies she’d lived in their marriage, and yet she'd
had such a logical explanation for them he hadn’t held
them against her. She had looled everyone, and him es-
pecially. He had continued to love her unreasonably
cven after the divorce and her remarriage.

“Keep his money,” he said grimly. “All I want is
Ginny."”

She smiled and, reaching behind her, untied the knot
in the bandeau to let the strip of cloth fall to the floor.
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Dan nodded. “But there must be some way to control
that.”

Dr. Vincain hesitated a moment while his brown eyes
moved from Dan to Constance and back to Dan again.
“There is. What we have to do is depress the conduc-
tivity through the junctional tissues. In that way, only
the most powerful stimuli can pass from auricle to ven-
tricle. The ventricle beats more slowly, has time to rest
between beats, and, as a result, beats more powerfully.”
Again he hesitated and his cyes wandered aimlessly
around the room. “Naturally it takes a drug to do the
job—digitalis.” He looked suddenly at Constance. “I'm
wondering why he didn't get any when he had this
attack.”

She was caught off balance, but only Dan would have
guessed it. “I know it makes me sound like an utter
idiot, Doctor,” she said, looking at him squarely, “but
in our rush to get off this morning, 1 forgot to take it
along.” Her tone of voice implied that she fully under-
stood the enormity of her carelessness and that she would
never forgive hersell, even though she spent the rest ol
her lile trying to make up for it. She should have been
on the stage, Dan thought. There wasn't an actress liv-
ing who could touch her.

Dr. Vincain {frowned. “Your husband might have="

“And,” Constance went on to say with a puzzled smile,
“I was amazed to find Anthony had none in his pocket.
I remember that you warned him about ever leaving
the house without it. But of course that’s no excuse for
my oversight.”

“Well,” Dr. Vincain said gravely, “you’re a lucky wom-
an; damned lucky, if you don’t mind my saying so. With
his history, it’s a miracle he’s alive.”

“I know,” she said, permitting a catch to come into
her voice. “Will he be all right now?”

The doctor patted her arm reassuringly. “Don’t worry
voursell about that. Naturally I can’t make any promises,
but— Ob, the auricle will probably be in paroxysm
for the rest of his life, and you can imagine how much
disability there will be. But il he takes it easy, he'll
have some living ahead of him. He will need the best of
care, and that's where you come in, little lady. A while
longer in the tent—a week to ten days, I'd say—and then
several months of complete rest. No lifting, no strain of
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him nobody was home, he wanted to know where every-
body was, and when I told him that, he hung up. I
didn’t know his name but I recognized his voice. He's that
kind of a dumpy man who come around one time to
get money from Mr. Maile.”

It could only be Kurtz, Dan thought grimly. “I'll
take the call, Lina.”” He strode to the hall and picked up
the phone. “Helloz"

“Mr. Maile?” The voice was pitched low but there was
no hiding the whine that was as much a part of Ben
Kurtz as his oily face and shining bald head. “I got to talk
to you. There's something you should—"

“Forget it, Kurtz,” Dan said, “le can’t come to the
phone. This is Dan Taylor.”

“Put Maile on,” Kurtz spat.

“I told you be can’t come to the phone.”

“Then I'll come out there.”

“It won't do you any good. He's had a heart attack
and no one can sce him. In the shape he’s in, I don't
think he'd be interested in anything you have to say. Go
on back to New York. You've caused all the trouble you
can cause in Sarasota.”

Kurtz laughed, and again it was the wild, hair-raising
cry of the loon. Dan could picture the bared, stained
teeth and the angry glitter of the deep-set black eyes.
“I ain’t near started to cause trouble,” Kurtz said. “I'm
going to grab you where the hair is short, and you'll wish
you never heard of me.” He luughed again. “Sure, I'll be
going back to New York in the morning. But when I go,
I'll be riding Pullman all the way with my pockets full
of money and I'll leave behind me the stinkingest mess
you ever rubbed your nose into.”

“Kurwz! Listen. Kurtz—" But he was talking to a dead
line. He pronged the phone and stared at it thought-
fully for a moment.

Kurtz was broke. The only place he could quickly get
his hands on money and cause trouble at the same time
was at Herbert Lewis’ house. He wouldn’t have to color
his story much to make of it the shameful thing that it
was. Dan could find no justification for Nina Lewis and
himself. 'There had been a strong physical attraction
between them and both had been trying to escape from
something: but the consummation hadn’t been inevita-
ble. They could have fought against it just as other men
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“Ah,” Kurtz said slyly, “and there’s just the point of
all this I'm getting at. It depends on who he enjoys him-
sell with.”

“Mr. Kurtz,” Lewis said sharply, “I'm not interested
in hearing the story of Captain Taylor's life. Personally,
I have always found him to be a decent—"

“A hero, a little tin god,” Kurtz said with a sneer. “He
pulled the wool over your cyes like he's done to everybody
clse. Nice, honest face and a flat belly. A tan and some
muscles. Oh, he’s quite the noble man.” Kurtz looked
around at Dan and Nina with a roll of his head. “Well, 1
ain’t near finished.”

“You haven't even started,” said IHerbert Lewis.

“You went to New York, or the North anyhow, [or a
couple of days. Right?"” At Lewis’ curt nod, Kurtz con-
tinued: “Leaving your wife here alone. Right again:”

“Yes,” Lewis said slowly. A strange light came into his
eycs. He patted his breast pocket for cigarettes, found
none, and walked heavily across the room to pick up a
pack of Camels from an end table. He lighted a cigarette
with a trembling hand, then, leaning against the table
for support, turned to look at Kurtz. “Go on.”

“Well, now, suppose I was to tell you—"

“Please, Herbert!” Nina said in a voice that broke to
a whimper. She buried her face in her hands and her
shoulders shook as she cried soundlessly.

“1 want to hear the rest of it,” her husband said with-
out looking at her. He was staring fixedly at Kurtz.

Kurtz flashed a look of triummph at Dan. “Suppose I was
to say that while the cat's away the mice will playz”

“Never mind the adages. Be specific.”

“I'll be specific enough for you,” said Kurtz. “NMeaning
just this: Meaning that that very morning you left for
the North the fine captain took your wife out fishing.
Mecaning they come in and the noble captain got a bad-
news telegram and then him and your wi{c—now I hate to
say anything against her—went fishing again, and when
they come back that time, sure they had a fish. Buu it was
the same one they had when they come in the first time.
I'll make book on that.”

“I'm not a betting man,” Lewis said hollowly. He
crushed out his cigarette, flumbled another from the pack,
couldn’t find a match with which to light it, and groped
in the drawer of the end table for a fresh booklet. He
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She looked up angrily. “When I saw that gun come out
ol the drawer, I thought, God! Here it comes, and I felt
the bullet.” She put both hands on her stomach and
stared down at them in horror. “Felt it right here, tear-
ing my insides out. I never felt such pain. I wanted to
scream and be sick. . . . You think you’'re the first man
I've horsed around with? Far from it. But you're the
last, because I never felt that bullet before and 1 never
want to feel it again. The next tiinc might be real, and I
never met the man yet worth taking a chance on that.”
She paused a moment, then shrugged her shoulders. “Oh,
I don’t know. A guy like that might come along some-
day, but you aren’t the one, buster, and I can tell you
right now he’s got to be the Bank of England with
nmuscles and Errol Flynn’s face to make me swap Herbert
for him. I like the setup I've got and I damn near lost it
because of you.”

“Don’t take all of it out on me,” Dan snapped. “It
takes two to—"

“Oh, I'm not so mad. One thing you showed me was to
watch my step with Herbert.”” She picked up her drink.
“I'll say another thing: I'm sorry about that two hundred
dollars.”

“That was rough.”

“Sure. You were pretty good in bed.” She grinned over
the top of her glass. “Maybe 1 should have made it five.”
She walked quickly back to the living room. Dan fol-
lowed her with his drink and Herbert's.

“Here’'s to the end of the Kurtzes,” Lewis said, solemn-
ly raising his glass in a toast. “The rest of us will be better
off.”

Dan nodded and tossed off his drink. “I've got to run
along.”

“I’ll walk out to your car with you,” Lewis said.

“There’s no need to bother."

“The air will do me good.” He smiled broadly. “It got
pretty close in here for a couple of minutes.”

Dan mumbled a good night to Nina and went out on
the terrace with Herbert Lewis. Pausing to breathe in the
soft night air, Lewis looked up at the star-lit sky. “Beau-
tiful night, isn't it? You people who live here the year
round are fortunate.” He put his hand on Dan’s elbow
and they went down the steps side by side.

The night was still. The only sound was the crunch
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of the gravel underfoot as they walked down the drive
to Dan’s car.

“I consider myself a lucky man, Captain Taylor,”
Lewis said pleasantly when they reached the side of the
car. “When a man gets to his filties, he can’t put up much
competition against the younger bucks, fellows like you,
so he has to have something else to offer. I was lucky
to get someonc like Nina.”

“She’s a fine woman,” Dan said cautiously.

“And lucky to keep her. 1 like nice things, pretty
things, {ragile things, but I'm a clumnsy oaf, always barg-
ing into something and breaking it. I'm the man who is
always saying ‘Oops!” in the comic strips. Well, I've
been afraid I'd break Nina one way or another. 1
wouldn’t have been able to bear that.”

“You don’t have to worry,” Dan said.

Lewis looked off reflectively toward the house. “Love is
an amazing thing. You mellow under it. You learn un-
derstanding from it. You discover there is much you
can excuse because there is so much left to love. You
also find that some of the virtues you once prized above
everything else aren’t as important as the person you
love and want to love you.”

“You mean,” Dan began [alteringly, dragging out the
words with great effort, “you believed Kurtz’s story?”

“Not at all,” Lewis said blandly. “T would have thought
considerably less of mysell il I had. ... Well, 1 don't
want to detain you any longer, Captain. Good night.”

He was humming tunelessly as he turned and walked
back to the house.

Dan watched the chubby little man stroll jauntily
through the silvery night with his arms swinging and his
head held high. He crossed the terrace, opened the screen
door, and waved to Dan. Dan waved jerkily in return.
Lewis was not the gullible, naive man he appeared to be.

Dan got in the coupé and started back toward the
Mailes” house on Indian Beach, but he slowed up as he
approached the south entrance to Harbor Acres, where
Anne Knowles lived. The chances of Ginny's talking
to him were remote, but if there was any chance at all,
he was willing to take it. The child would be over-
wrought as she faced the prospect of spending the night
in a strange house.

He wrned toward Harbor Acres and drove to the
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Kurtz had seen him cross the lot. At this very moment,
Kurtz might be grinning viciously down the blue steel
barrel of a gun.

A leaping fish fell back in the water with a splash and
Dan jerked instinctively. A car—so near, so far away—
rumbled over the bridge to the west. The bayou lapsed
once more into intense silence, broken only now and then
by the creak of a boat straining against moorings and the
gentle slap-slap of water lapping hulls and pilings. Dan
looked to the sky and saw a cloud sailing toward the
moon. He took ofl his shoes and socks and waited tensely,
watching the cloud. When it was no more than a hand’s
breadth from the clean, silver edge, he came up to his
hands and one knee in a sprinter’s crouch.

The cloud touched, spread over the moon. and the
light faded. It did not bring total darkness to the bayou,
for there were lights burning palely on other docks. but
there was some cover, at least, and he had to take the
chance. He left the hibiscus bush and darted toward the
Ginny T, his bare feet padding soundlessly on the dock,
but as he leaped across to the deck, he knew from a single
glance at the cabin door that he had guessed the wrong
boat. He had locked the door and the ounly way to have
got in would have been to siash it, but it was intact.

At the same instant, he heard Ginny's wail coming from
the Scaborne. The sound broke off abruptly. Kurtz must
have clamped a rough hand over the youngster’s mouth.

“Dan!” Anne scrcamed. “He's got a gun! He—"

A dull thud brought an end to her cry. Dan’s muscles
corded. After everything eclse, he had brought this to
Anne.

There was no longer any doubt that Kurtz had seen
him. He had been counting heavily upon the clement of
surprise, but that was now out of the question, and a
frontal assault upon a crazy fool with a gun would have
been dumb. But Kurtz didn't have eyes in the back of his
head.

Dan yanked off his shirt, then fumbled in the tackle
box for his sheath knife and slipped it down into the
waistband of his trousers. IHe crawled over the side of the
boat and eased himsell quietly into the tepid water.
There was an outgoing tide and he dog-paddled with it,
keeping to the cover ol the boats and docks between him
and the Seaborne. When he reached the last dock, he
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paused under it and listened intently. Feet scuffed ner-
vously on the Seaborne’s how. That would be Kurtz
lying in wait. There was another sound, a muted note
like the mewing of a kitten in a closct. and it took him
only an instant to identify it as Ginny's sobbing in the
cabin. He could hear nothing that could be connected
with Annec: she was probably still unconscious, struck
down by either Kurtz's fist or the butt of his gun.

A fury beyond any he had cver before experienced
seized him and shook him. It was all he could do to keep
from bellowing in rage. He bit his lower lip to hold back
an outburst and waited for the spasm to pass. Fle would
be licked before he started if he launched an attack in
blind anger. When he had his emotions under control. he
surface-dived and swam along the bottom to a point he
guessed to be close to the Seaborne's stern. He floated up.
His head broke water a few vards from the stern and a
scissor kick brought him to it. 'I'he moon was on his side.
It huddled behind the cloud as he groped overhead and
grasped the edge of the fantail. He pulled himself up
cautiously, quietly, but when water dripped from him
and splashed back into the bayou, the noise sounded to
him like the rumble of nearby thunder. He couldn’t see
how Kurtz could fail to hear it, but it brought no answer.

He climbed aboard and his hand dropped toward the
knife. It was gone! He felt a moment’s panic and his mind
churned in a desperate effort to remember where he might
have lost the knife. It must have worked out of his
trousers when he scraped over a crossbeam on one of the
docks. It made no difference now. The knife was on the
hottom, lost forever, and he had only his fists with which
to meet Kurtz's gun.

There was a sudden rustling not three feet from him
and he stiffcned. The rustling continued, then a faint
moan. Hec dropped to his hands and knees and felt
across the deck until he touched smooth flesh. Anne
gasped. His fingers quickly left her arm and moved to her
tace. He put his hand over her mouth and leaned down
to whisper, “It’s Dan.” He took the hand away.

She sat up then. *"Thank Gad,” she said into his ear.

“Are you all right?”

“A lump on the head where he punched me.”

He sensed from the emptiness in her voice that that
was not all.
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“You're going in,” Dan said. “No one's going to pull
you out this time."”

Fear gave Kurtz a superhuman strength. He tore away
from Dan and leaped to the dock. He brought the gun
up and fired. The bullet creased Dan’s left arm and spun
him around. The burning began then, the burning and
the intense pain. He jumped to the dock after Kurtz.
Kurtz fired again. The bullet whined off into the night.
Dan slammed into him before he could shoot a third time
and twisted the gun out of his hand. He threw it into
the water.

He drove his knee into Kurtz's groin, caught him under
the chin with the knee again when Kurtz doubled up.
Kurtz went down and writhed in pain. Dan kicked him
in the side of the head. Kurtz made a frantic effort to
scramble away on his hands and knees. Dan knocked him
sprawling with a kick in the side, then stood over him
and battered the back of his head. He hit Kurtz time
after time, unable to stop even when he knew Kurtz no
longer had any fight left in him.

He was beating him, clubbing him, kicking him, curs-
ing him when someone grabbed him by the arms and
pulled him away. He turned in a daze and saw two police-
men. One of them was holding a gun and a fashlight.
The other was standing ready to grab him again if he
should take it into his head to attack Kurtz again. IHe
looked from the officers and saw their patrol car parked
close to the end of the dock. The red bulb in the little
lighthouse on the roofl was turning and the big spotlight
on the side of the car was beamed at the dock and the Seca-
borne. They must have bumped across the lot with the
siren shrieking and the spot shining on him, but he
had neither seen nor heard anything. Even Kurtz, he
realized now, had ceased to be a human being. He had
become an object of blind hate, something to strike and
kick again and again.

“My God, Dan,” one of the policemen said, and Dan
recognized him fuzzily as Jarvis Kree. “You might have
killed him.”

Dan nodded. The desire to kill Kurtz had been there.
“You got here too soon.”

The other officer. L.uke Onteal, rolled Kurtz over and
gasped at the sight of the battered, insensible face.

“Too soon,” Dan mumbled. Shaking his head groggily,
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he tried to lift his left arm to wipe his brow. The arm
refused to function. Fle remembered then that Kurtz had
put a bullet through the fleshy part. He looked down
curiously at the hand that dangled at his side. The palm
was [ull of blood. A red ribbon ran down his arm.

“What happened here?” Kree asked. “Mrs. Knowles
called us and gave us a little dope, and we went out to
Gunny's. No luck there. We were headed back to the
Knowles' when the dispatcher radioed us that someone
had reported shooting down here. Now what the hell
is—"'

“Ginny. Anne. Are they all right?”” Te snatched the
light out of Onteal’s hand and stumbled down the dock
to shine it into the cockpit of the Seaborne. Anne was
sitting on the dock and rocking Ginny in her arms. He
jumped down to stand over them. “Are you all right?”

Ginny scemed to shiver at the sound of his voice and
his heart sank.

“We're all right,” Anne said, looking at him over the
youngster's head. “But your arm—"

“Don’t worry about it. It's only a flesh wound.” He
stared longingly at the back of Ginny's head. He wanted
to hold her and comfort her, just as he had done so many
times in the old days when she had taken all the tumbles
and knocks of active youth, but that would never be for
him to do again. If only he could explain this so that
she would understand . . .

She turned slowly and looked at him with sober in-
tensity. He wondered if she were waiting for him to say
something. He made up his mind he wouldn’t. Fle had
learned his lesson on that score.

Suddenly she grinned and, twisting out of Annc’s arms,
she darted to him and hugged his legs. “Daddy,” she said
cagerly, “did you bop him?”

A tremendous weight lifted from his heart. It was all
right. Everything was all right as far as he and she were
concerned, and there would be no need to explain any-
thing. This adventure was something she could under-
stand. Fe had come along like the cavalry in a grade-B
Western or her private Hopalong Cassidy.

“You've been listening to too many radio serials,” he
said.

“Sometimes they get clabbered, or somcthing like
that.”
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“Clobbered.- Kurtz is thoroughly clobbered.” [1e
crouched down, put his good arm around her, and pressed
his lips to her straw-colored hair. “You don’t have to
worry now.”

“I wasn't so worried,” she said. “I cried because he
hit me and it hurt, but it's better, and he called you
names too."

Luke Onteal came up just then and saw Anne, who
was trying to gather her torn dress together. He looked
away in cmbarrassient.

“Sorry, miss,” he mumbled. He turned to Dan. “I get
your point. I guess we did get here too soon. What was
his point? Kidnaping? He must have known he couldn’t
get away with it. Not only that, it's the death penalty in
Florida for—" '

“He's crazy.”

“He must be,” Onteal said. “Well, we’ll take him in.
Anvthing we can do for you first, Dan?”’

“Not a thing, thanks.”

“Your arm—"" Kree said. “You ought to sec a doctor.”

"It doesn’t amount to anything. I'll be all right.”

“Just the same, a doctor should take a—"

“After I settle something else. Not until.”

“Drop in at headquarters the first chance you get,”
Luke said. He and Kree went back to Kurtz and hauled
him to his feet. ‘They hustled him to the car and drove
away with him.

With a woman’s ingenuity, Anne had managed to
fasten her dress with bobby pins. Dan watched her as
she started to fix her hair.

Her reward for having stuck by him when everyone
else, himself included, had given him up for lost was
humiliation at the hands of Ben Kurtz. Superficially she
still appecared to be the nineteen-year-old girl with the.
elfin face, the trim, athletic figure, and the dance pro-
grams stuck in the frame of her mirror. But the weight
of disappointment and disillusionment lay heavily upon
her and was reflected in her eves. She had grown up too
fast and had seen too much sordidness in too little time.
He was solely responsible.

She finished putting her black curls in place.

“Any better?” she asked.

“You look fine. Let’s go.”

“To the doctor?” she asked hopelully.
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gentle smile. “Wouldn't you like me to clean the wound
for you? I'm good at things like that. Remember? You
always said I was the best—"

“Constance,” he said, stepping away from her, “we
were talking about Ginny.”

“But I thought you understood,” she said patiently,
“there isn’t anything more to say about it. Let me get
a pan of warm water. I'll be gentle, I promise.”

“You're always so gentle,” he said sarcastically.

“You always thought so,” she replied. “Do you remem-
ber the night we were married? We were both so gentle
one would have thought we were trying to tap eggs with-
out breaking the shells. That was the first night. But
on the second night we="'

“You've got ice water in your veins.”

“Far from i1, darling. You know that only too well.”
She turned quickly as Anthony's door opencd and Dr.
Vincain came out. “Is he awake, Doctor?"

“Yes. He just—"

“And are you still clinging to the theory that Anthonv
was conscious when I thought he was dead?” she asked
with a teasing laugh.

“I didn"t say that was true in your husband's case, Mus.
Maile. In fact, I doubt if he was conscious. He would
have given some indication of it to me. He'd like to sce
you now—both of you.” The doctor picked up his hat.
“I'll stop by in the morning,” he said, and he left the
house.

Constance walked lithely into the bedroom, Dan fol-
lowing.

“My dear,” Anthony Maile said. IHe smiled faintly at
Constance through the transparent canopy that formed
a tent over his bed. The motor on the floor purred evenly
and the oxygen was a gentle hiss as it flowed through the
vent.

Constance apparently took encouragement from her
husband’s smile. He certainly wouldn’t have attempted
one if he had heard anything on the boat.

“I've been so worried, Anthony.”

“Come, come. You shouldn’t worry about me.” He
spoke slowly, conserving the little strength he had, and
he paused frequently to breathe deeply of the precious
oxygen. His voice sounded strangely hollow, muffled by
the canopy.
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