KNOCK THREE-ONE-TWO
BY

FREDRIC BROWN

5:00 P.M.

HE had aname, but it doesn't matter; cal him the psycho.

That's what the newspapers and everyone who read them called him now, since his second
murder two months ago. At first held been caled by various designations. insane rapist-killer, homicida
maniac, sexua psychopath, and others. For convenience, for short-hand, it had boiled down to the
psycho. The police caled him that too, athough they had been moving heaven and earth to find a better
name for him, aname like Peter Jones or Robert Smith, aname that would let them find and apprehend
him before he killed again. And again.

And now tonight the Need was on him again. The need to rape and kill awoman.

He stood in the hallway of an apartment building, before a door. Nervous tension was making
him flex and unflex his hands--his tremendoudy strong, strangler's handsthat had dready killed twice
and, if everything went well, were about to kill again. He forced himsdf to hold them till. Not that it
mattered here and now, with no one watching him, but it was a habit that had been growing on him and
onethat he had to break, lest he forget sometime and do it when people were watching him and make
them wonder about him, about why hedid it. And maybe go on wondering from there; in thiscity right
now just about everybody was watching his neighbor suspicioudy, watching for just such littlesignsas
thet.

Hetook a deep breath and then raised ahand and knocked on the door. A light, almost diffident
knock, not a peremptory one.

He heard the click of high heels coming to the door. And her voice called out, 'Y es? Who isit?'

He made his voice as soft as his knock had been, and as unfrightening, just loud enough to carry
to her. "Western Union, maam. Collect telegram, from Fittsburgh.” Collect, of course, so she couldn't
ask him to dideit under the door. And the"from Fittsburgh” should dlay any suspicion she might have,
since that's where her husband had gone yesterday, on a business trip. She might wonder why hed wire
her collect--but there could be reasons for that.

He heard the knob turn and tensed himself, ready. Then the door opened--afew inches, ona
chain--and knew that he had failed. He threw himsalf back flat against the wall a ongside the door so she
wouldn't get aglimpse of him.

And ran, down the flight of stairs and out to the street. Thank God her apartment was a back one
and didn't have awindow on the street from which she could still get alook a him. Once out the door he
forced himself to walk dowly to hiscar. He got in and drove away, being careful not to drive too fast or
too dow.

What a hdll of alousy break. HEd checked that gpartment three days ago and there hadn't been
achain bolt on the door then. Her husband must have put it on for her just before he left on his business
trip.

Well, at least he had got away safely.

Hewasfive blocks off and had just turned into a main traffic artery when he heard the sound of



squad car sirens converging on the building he had just I ft.

5:02 P.M.

After hiswife had left, Ray Fleck paced theflat in rage and despair. With rage, at firg,
predominating. Damn her, damn her, he thought. What kind of wife would flatly refuseto help her
husband when hewasin ajam, area jam? The bitch, she could give him the money so easily, and never
fed it. All she had to do was cash in that accursed insurance policy. What did she need it for? A policy
on herself. And it had a cash surrender vaue of over three thousand dollars--maybe amost four
thousand by now; severa payments had been made since they'd last argued abot it.

Or she could at least borrow against it, and al he needed was five hundred bucks. Four hundred
and eighty, to be exact, but hed made around figure. But no, that damned policy of herswas sacrosanct;
shewouldn't even borrow against it. Sacrosanct for what, for God's sake? Sure it was her savings, her
stake, and sheld taken it out hersdlf, had started saving that way, before they were married. But now that
she was married and had a husband to support her, why should she fedl she needed a stake? Unless she
was planning to leave him, or thinking that she might decide to do so--that was possible. They had had
some pretty bitter quarrels, the past two years out of the three they'd been married. But she'd fought to
keep that policy even during the first year, and they'd been pretty happy at first. Hed been in alucky
gtresk, riding high, and they'd both been in love. Women love you when you're in the chips. When it
comes to money, women are aone-way street. Y ou can spend it on them, but try to get some of it back.
Just try.

Besdes, some of themoney in that policy was his, rightfully his. Hadn't he, for most of that first
year, given her money to pay the premiums on it? Under protest, of course; he'd tried to talk her out of
wanting to keep on carrying it. "Honey," held said, "what do we want apolicy on you for? | don't want
you to die, but if you should diel don't want ten grand out of it." But she/d had an answer for that.
Women adways have an answer.

"Ray, darling," shed said, "I'd agree with you if thiswere just an insurance policy--but it isnt. It's
aten-year endowment policy, and that'saway of saving. A good way. I've carried it for over four years
now and in lessthan another six yearswell have ten thousand dollarsin cash. Won't that be nice?’

"Y eah, but it'salong time away--and those are damn high premiums. Why short ourselves now
to have money when we're old? What good will ten thousand do usthen?”

Shelaughed. "We won't exactly beold in six years. I'll be twenty-nine and you'll be thirty-five.
Asto what we can useit for--a houseg, if we haven't dready bought one by then. It doesn't have to be big
or expensive, but | want usto have ahome by then, maybe it would be enough to let you start in business
for yoursdlf; you've said you would liketo, if you had capital.”

That made sense to him. Not the part about "ahome of our own"; he was a city dweller and
wouldn't livein ahouse in the suburbsif somebody gave him one, but he could talk her out of that idea
when thetime came.

But with ten thousand capitd, dl at once, he could do himsdlf alot of good. Hewas aliquor
sdlesman and seldom made less than a hundred aweek in commissons: he averaged congderably higher
than that. He worked for J. & B. Liquor Distributors, and he had a good following among taverns and
liquor stores al over the city. And he had at least some contacts with salesmen for wholesalers and
digtillers; they knew he was agood salesman. If he could set himsalf up as an independent distributor,
make a profit on what he sold instead of just acommission, hed be on hisway toward making big money
instead of peanuts. But it would be along, dow pull. Hed need capitd, dl right.

He'd made only one more effort. "But wouldn't it be better to put that much money in the bank
ingtead? Then if there was an emergency, we could get &t it easier.”

But Ruth had shaken her head firmly. "We could put money in the bank, but you know you
wouldn't most weeks. Having regular premiumsto meet will make us save. And if an emergency comes



up we can borrow againgt the policy--and get the money the same day, since the company has an office
here. But, Ray, I'd do it only for ared emergency--an accident or seriousillness, an operation, something
like that. Not to let you bet heavily on a horse race because you've got ahot tip, or to let you pay off a
gambling debt if you runinthe hole Well, shed warned him.

But held given in, and had given her money to keep up the premiumsfor awhile, ten or eleven
monthly premiums. Then held run into astreak of bad luck instead of good and had told her he couldn't
give her the money; hejust didn't haveit.

Shed taken it camly. "All right, Ray. But I'm not going to cash in that policy. I'll take ajob, part
time anyway, and make enough to pay the premiums myself. More than that, | hope."

And she had taken ajob, and had worked ever since. He hadn't objected. Why should he? If the
damn policy meant that much to her, why shouldn't she earn the money to keep it up? And, for that
matter, to kick in on household expenses or at least to buy her own clothes? Why should he haveto earn
everything for both of them and let her do nothing?

She'd held several jobs. Checker at a supermarket, ticket seller at amovie. Currently, and for the
past eight or nine months, she was working an evening shift asawaitressin aGreek restaurant. Thirty
hours aweek, from five-thirty to deven-thirty five nightsaweek. Usualy when hewas home at thistime
he drove her to work--and sometimes when he was doing nothing important around e even-thirty, picked
her up after her work. But this after-noon he'd had to leave his car a a garage to have some work done
on it (that would be another damn hill on top of everything else) so the question hadn't arisen. Just as
well, sncethey'd quarreled so bitterly. They'd probably have kept on quarreling in the car, and it would
have done him no good. He recognized by now that he'd lost the argument; she was adamant and she'd
dtay that way. She hadn't believed him when held told her he wasin physical danger.

Well, hedidnt redly bdieve that himsdf. Joe Amico wastough but he wasn't agangster, and he
wasn't going to risk having anybody killed for four hundred and eighty bucks.

True, he might go to the length of having someone begt up alittleif he thought the guy was
welshing on him, didn't even intend to pay off. But Joe knew him better than that. He'd owed Joe before
and had aways paid off--although never anything like dmost five hundred bucks, how had it ever run
that high? Joe knew he had a good job and was good for the money eventudly.

All he needed was alucky streak, and he was due for one. Overdue for one. At poker, maybe if
the horses kept running badly for him. Sometimes when the horses ran badly the cards ran well for him.,
Andviceversa

There was a poker game tonight that might do thetrick, if he had or could raise enough of a
gaketo stinonit. Yes, thiswas Thursday night, and Harry Brambaugh aways had a Thursday night
poker game a his place. From eleven o'clock on, sometimes well into the next day. But--

Although he knew approximately how much money he had, he took out hiswallet and counted it.
Twenty-eight bucks, twenty-eight lousy bucks. Not enough to Sit in on agame at Harry's. He ought to
have ahundred to start with to buck that game, not a stake that could go in the first pot he got into
beyond the ante. But if he could raise a hundred--well, alucky stresk could easily run it to enough to let
him pay off Joe Amico and maybe some lft over.

Raising ahundred didn't sound nearly asimpossible asraising four hundred and eighty. Eveniif he
had to borrow ten bucks apiece from ten guys. With al eveningtodoitin.

The phonerang. He picked it up and said "Ray Fleck."

And then recognized the voice that said "Hi, Ray," and wished he'd | et the phonering. It was Joe
Amico.

Hesaid, "Listen, Joe, | haven't been able to do anything yet--but I'm working oniit. I'll raiseit
somehow, pretty soon. I'm sorry, but you know I'm good for it."

"I know you're good for it. Y ou'd better be. But | want you to drop in and see me this evening.”

"Sure, Joe, if you want meto. I'm coming downtown anyway. But it won't do any good. I'm flat."

"Hat or not, you comein. I'll be heretill ten. Any time between now and then. Got me?"

"Okay, Joe. I'll sseyou.”

He sighed as he put down the phone. Well, he was going down-town anyway; that had been the



truth. And probably Joe was going to give him an ultimatum, atime limit. And it would be an unpleasant
interview but at least he'd know the worst. Hed know how long he had to raise the money. Or whether
Joewould take it in weekly paymentsif he smply couldn't raiseit any other way. Hed hate that; he'd
hateit like hell. Because, for ahdl of along time, it would leave him no surplusto do any betting with.
And hisluck was dueto change; it had to change.

He gtrolled to the front window and stood looking down at the street, wondering whether he
should go downtown now and egt whenever he got hungry, or save himsaf money by rustling some-thing
to eat here before heleft. Since Ruth had to leave for work at five he had to fend for himsalf or eat out
the five evenings she worked, but he didn't mind that; sometimes he enjoyed cooking smple things for
himsdlf, and of course she did the cleaning up and dishwashing the next morning.

Asde from that he was glad she worked an evening shift; in fact, he'd talked her into doing it. He
was out amogt every evening himsdf; held explained to her that it was his best time for sdling. And that
was partly true. Some of his bar owner customers dele-gated the duller daytime hours to a bartender
who wasn't author-ized to do any buying and themsalves took over the bar, with or without the help of a
bartender or two, during the evening hours. Even tonight he should probably make abusiness cal or two,
athough he didn't fed in the mood to do it. Just downtown bars, of course, sSince he wouldn't have his car
till tomorrow. Y es, he could see Harry Webber and Chuck Connally; they were both dueto be caled
on.

Brakes squesaked on the street below and his eyes swiveled toward the source of the sound, the
nearby corner. It was a near accident. A kid, aboy about ten, had run across the street right in front of
an oncoming car and the driver had dammed on his brakes and skidded, had managed to stop with only
inchesto spare. A closething, avery closething. But the kid ran on and the driver must have been the
more shaken up of the two; he sat there dmost aminute before starting up the car again.

Accidents can happen, even though this one didn't. And unbidden athought rosein Ray Fleck's
mind. What if an accident should happen to Ruth, on her way to work right now or on her way home
tonight? Not that she'd run in front of acar like that crazy kid had, but pedestrians can be hit even when
they're not at fault. By adrunken driver or adriver who loses control of his car. Sometimes cars even ran
up onto asidewak and--

Oh, the chances of anything like that happening, of Ruth being killed, were amillion to one
againg. Pretty poor odds--but good God, wouldn't it be a perfect answer to his problem, to dl his
problems; if it should happen? As beneficiary of her policy held have ten thousand dollars, ten whole
grand, dl at once. What he owed Amico would be peanuts; hed till have nine and ahalf grand. It would
be enough; he could make the break right away. Hed no longer be Ray Fleck, liquor salesman, but Ray
Heck, Digtributor. And on the way to ared income.

Funny held never thought serioudy about the possibility of hisever collecting that ten grand asa
beneficiary. Maybe because Ruth was such a hedthy girl; she hadn't been sick aday in the three years of
their marriage. But even ahedthy person can have an accident.

Or-- He pushed that thought aside. He was no angel and held done alot of dishonest thingsin his
life, but he wasn't amurderer. Even if he was held never get away withiit. If awomaniskilled her
husband is aways the prime suspect, even if he hasn't any insurance on her.

Forget it, hetold himself, and forgot it. Abruptly he made up his mind not to stick around the flat
until he got hungry enough to eet here, to save abuck. What was abuck in the jam hewasin? And the
sooner he got downtown the more chances held have to raise a stake to get in that poker game with, at
eleven. The gamethat wasthe only chance he knew of to win any real money tonight. The game he had
to get into.

He left the flat, walked down the two flights of stairs and out to the street. He was lucky; ataxi
was going by and he flagged it and got in. Downtown was only a short cab ride, haf abuck plustip, and
he hated waiting for buses. "Main and Willis" hetold the driver. "Drop me off &t the northwest corner.”

That was the corner where Benny had his newsstand and hisfirst stop would beto pick up a
Racing Form. Not that he'd be placing any bets tonight--or tomorrow unless he won redly big at poker,
but he always liked to study the Form anyway and do his handicapping. Besides Benny aways--when he



remembered; Benny's memory wasn't too good--held out a Form for him and if Benny had, he didn't
want to leave him stuck with it. Poor Benny. Crazy Benny, some people caled him; but Ray didn't think
hewasredly crazy, jus alittle lacking upstairs, prone to forgetting things. And sometimes (Ray had
heard, dthough hed never run into this himsdlf) to remembering things that hadn't really happened. But he
ran the newsstand al right and never made a mistake in making change.

He paid off thetaxi and strolled to the wooden enclosure from which Benny sold his papers. "Hi,
Benny," he said. "Remember to hold aForm for me?"

"Sure, Mr. Fleck, | always remember to." And thistime Benny really had remembered. He
reached behind him and took a copy of the Racing Form down from ashelf at the back of the stand. Ray
put down the coinsto pay for it and picked it up, started to fold it as he turned, then had a sudden
thought and turned back. Since he was going to have to raise his poker stake by borrowing alittle each
from as many friends as he could put the bite on, why not start here and now by seeing if Benny was
good for asawbuck? He'd never borrowed anything from Benny before, but what wasto lose trying.

"Benny," hesaid. "I'm alittle short on dough, wonder if you could lend me ten bucks. Just till
Saturday, day after tomorrow, when | get my commission check.”

Benny's big moon face didn't show any surprise. He said, "Why--why, | guess| can, Mr. Fleck."
Hetook from under the counter the cigar box in which he kept bills--coins he kept in a change dispenser
on his belt--and opened it. There were quite afew billsinit and for a second Ray considered whether he
should ask if Benny could make it twenty instead; then he saw that dl of the bills he could see were
snglesand maybe dl of them were. In fact gpparently al of them were because Benny didn't fish through
themto look for aten or two fives, he started counting out ten singles, one a atime, with the dow
carefulness with which he aways counted money or made change. He handed the ten bills over and Ray
guffed theminto hiswallet. "Thanks, Benny."

"Mr. Heck. | just thought uh somethin’. Y ou'll have to mail that money to me. | won't be here
Saturday.”

"Sure. Taking avacation, huh?Y ou better give me an address.”

"Y ou won't need no address, Mr. Fleck. | mean, you'll know from the papers. | been thinkin' it
over dl day and made up my mind. I'm goin' to give mysdf up to the pllice, before | do anything more.
Soon as| close up the stand tonight.”

"What are you talking about Benny? Before you do any more what?*

"Y ou been readin' in the papers about this sex psycho--" He pronounced the ch asin checkers.
"Psycho-- whatever it is?'

"Psychopath. What about him?"

"I'm him, Mr. FHeck. | killed them two women."

Ray Fleck put his head back and laughed heartily. "Benny, you're cr-- | mean, get that idea out
of your head. Y ou didn't kill those women. | know. Y ou wouldn't hurt arabbit, Benny."

He started chuckling as he turned and walked away.

Feding alittle ashamed of himsdlf, too, for having laughed in Benny'sface. But he hadn't realy
been laughing at Benny at al, athough he'd never be able to explain that to poor Benny. Hed been
laughing at the crazy fact, the ridiculous fact, that Benny had chosen to make his confession to the one
and only person in the entire city--outside of the psychopathic killer himself--who could know and did
know, immediately and certainly, that Benny, no matter how crazy he might be, was not thekiller.

5:20 p.m.

GEORGE MIKOS surveyed hisdomain, his restaurant, and found it good. Everything was set
up and ready for the dinner hour. No customers at the moment, except for one man having coffee at the
counter, but they'd start coming in soon. Only one waitress on duty at the moment, but Ruth Fleck would



be coming in ten minutes, and he knew he could count on her getting there; Ruth was dependable.

He turned and went through the swinging door back to the kitchen, ducking his head alittle ashe
did so. Hewas abig man, six feet two inchestal, and that doorway was an inch or so too short for him.
When held first bought the restaurant held intended to have the doorway made higher but he hadn't got
around to it and by now he was so used to ducking that it was completely automatic; he didn't even
know hedidit.

The cook was scraping the top of the range, but looked around as he heard George come
through the door. "Everything under control ?* George asked him. "Sure, George," the cook said.

"Fine. I'll bein my officeawhile. Giveayd| for meif and when | might be needed, either back
here or up front."

He went into the room, afair-sized room, off the kitchen that served him asan office. Heleft the
door gar. Thekitchen and restaurant noises, the banging of pots and the clatter of dishes and such,
wouldn't bother him; he was conditioned to hear them and eva uate them subconscioudy. To know,
especidly from the frequency with which waitresses called back orders, when things were getting busy
enough o hishelp might be needed, even if the cook did not, as he suggested, give ayel for him.

He sat down at the oak typewriter desk. The typewriter was already raised into typing position.
There was asheet of paper init, blank except for anumera 3 at the top; it was to be the third page of a
|etter held started early in the afternoon.

Before resuming the letter he picked up the two pages of it he'd aready written and reread them

rapidly.

Dear Pary:

It was wonderful to hear from you again after |o, these many years (almost ten of
them, isn't it?) Snce we roomed together at college. I'm so glad you happened to run into
Wi, that he was able to give you my address.

Congratul ations on having gone to aPs.D. And on having opened your own
office asaconsulting psychologist--in New Y ork and on Park Avenue, no less; it must
be redlly ahappy hunting ground and if you're not coining money aready you will be
soon.

No, | have not continued my formal education. Nor do | intend to, any more. By
now | yam what | yam, a Goddam Greek who runs arestaurant. But | read alot, study
some; I'm not letting my mind stagnate completely. | try to keep up with things. For
instance | subscribe to and read the Journal of Psychology, even though--I redize
now--1'll never be more than alayman in that field. And athough about haf of my reading
is escape reading, the other haf isn't; | read classicstoo. My knowledge of and taste in
literature isfar ahead of what it used to bein our college days.

Asfor keeping in shape, | go to agym two, sometimes three, mornings awee. |
gill go in for Graeco-Roman wrestling, when | can find an opponent, and | haven't found
one herewho can takemeat it.

Y ou want adescription of my restaurant, what it's called, everything about it.
Everything about it would be alarge order and wouldn't interest you unless you think
you might start one of your own, and | doubt if you havethat in mind. But I'll giveyou a
rough idea.

Firg, it'scalled Mikos'; | don't goin for fancy names and have no intention of
trying to hide the fact that a Greek runsit. It's small--but not tiny. Between counter and
tablesit will seet thirty people, and during rush hours, usualy does seat that many or
amog that many.

It'll never make a Duncan Hine'srating, but neither will anyoneever cdl ita
Greasy Spoon; it's clean. Our forteis good food at reasonable prices.



| employ an average of ten people. Not that many al at once, of course; they
work varying shifts, snce we're open from 7 A.M. till 11:30 P.M.

| mysdlf comein a about 11 A.M., before the lunch hour, and stay until closing
time. That sounds along working day--twelve and ahaf hours--but don't let it fool you
because | actudly work only about hdf of thetime. Therésafair-szed room off the
kitchen which I've converted into a combination office and den. | do my bookkesping
here, write checksfor billsand sdaries, type menus, al that sort of thing--but that doesn't
take over an average of four hours aday.

Another two or three hoursaday | spend in the kitchen or up front, helping out
wherever needed. Some days more than that if someone failsto show up and we're short
handed. But other days things go smoothly and I'm not needed &t dl. Cdll it an average of
two hoursaday.

So you see my actua working day isabout Six hours; therest of thetime I'm
around, in case of emergency or to solve problemsif any arise, but in general my timeis
my own. | read or study or think. If for any reason I'm short on deep | take naps. Or |
write letters, as1'm doing now.

And so much for the restaurant, except for the most important thing about it: it
makes money. Morethan |, as abachelor with relatively smple tastes, can spend. I've
been invedting in land just outsde the city limitsto the west, and asthe city isgrowingin
that direction, and rapidly, the land is equaly rapidly gppreciating in vaue. So, within
another five years--but I'm beginning to sound as though I'm bragging and I'll stop.
Sufficeit to say thereisno wolf at my door.

Y ou ask me how my lovelifeisdoing. Probably your question was facetious, but
I'm going to giveit an honest answer.

That was where the second page of the letter had ended. George Mikaos turned to the typewriter
to go on and then decided, before starting page 3 to take alook to make sure Ruth Fleck had shown up;
it wasjust five-thirty, her garting time.

He went to the door and opened it wider, and had to look no farther. She wasjust about to pass
it, coming from the closat where the employees hung their coets.

"Hdlo, Ruth," he said. And then, "Ruth, you've been crying. Is something wrong? Isthere
anything | can do? Can you comein and talk amoment?’

She hesitated. "I-- There is something I'd like to ask you about, George. But please not now.
Later, after the dinner rush, I'll be calmer and much more sensible.”

She went on, without giving him achanceto say anything more, through the swinging door into
the restaurant. George watched until it had swung shut behind her. Then he pushed his own door partly
shut again and went back to the desk. Thistime he started typing.

Now, and for thefirst timein my life, at least Snce late adolescence, | amin love,
deeply inlove, and with awoman with whom | have not had an affair and with whom |
don't want to intend to have an affair, evenif | could. At least | have found theright
woman for me and | want everything or nothing. | want to marry the girl.

Thereisafly in the ointment; thefly isthe husband she dready has. | antrying to
convince her to divorce him and to marry me. Offhand, this may sound reprehensible, but
| do not think that it is, really. Her husband is, if | may change my entomologica
metaphor, alouse.

Heisaliquor salesman; that's nothing againgt him, but thereis plenty dsethat is.
Heisacompulsve, congenita gambler, mostly on the horses; he'satype of horse player
who does his own handicapping and thinks he can begt the game, which of course he



can't. He probably earns at least a hundred aweek but spends, or rather loses, at least
half of that gambling, for which reason hiswife hasto work--and worksfor measa
waitress. Most of the time he's broke and in debt, living on his next week's commission
check.

| don't think he's bruta to Ruth (that's her name; hisis Ray Fleck) physicaly. |
admost wish hewere, because | think that if he ever struck her shewould leave him,
which, of course, iswhat | want to happen.

| know quite a bit about him, including the fact that heisat least occasionaly
unfaithful to her--which initsdf judtifiesto me my bresking up their marriageif | can.

No, | didn't tell Ruth anything about what | heard. | was afraid that, whether or
not those reports would decide her to divorce Fleck, sheld be angry at me for having had
the presumption to tell her. Besidesfor dl | know she may aready know or at least
suspect that Fleck cheats on her. Wives, | am told, can usudly tell. What's the opinion of
aconaulting psychologist on that?

But that's not what | really want to ask you about. It's something that doesn't
concern me personaly.

We have among us here arapist-killer, obvioudy a psychotic, who has aready
raped and killed two women. Raped and killed in that sequence; heis not a necrophile.
Hisfirst rape-killing was about four months ago, his second two months ago. Theinterva
between two crimesis hardly sufficient to establish atimeinterva. But if it does, if it takes
him about two months to build up pressure to make him kill again, then heis about dueto
grike athird time. His method--

But wait. Before | givethe details, such asthey are, I'll tell you where | comein,
and where you comein. The captain in charge of our homicide department isafriend of
mine. Heis understandably avery worried guy. He's been under pressure from the chief
of the police, the police commissioner, the newspapers and the public to get friend
psychopath. He may get demoted if he doesn't. And he hasn't asingle clue or lead.

He knows, of course, that | majored in psychology and every time we see one
another he heckles me to make deductions about the killer. Or even guesses. I've made a
few, but I'm afraid that, whether they are correct or not, they're not very helpful on the
practicd leve of police work.

Maybe you can do better. Y ou've studied alot more abnormal psycho-logy than
| have. Anyway, I'm going to toss you the few known facts about our psycho and ask if
you can make any suggestionsthat | haven't dready made. I'll passthem onto the
captain. If you can come up with anything at dl helpful, it may save alife, or severd lives.
Here goes.

Both victims were young housewives. Both were attractive. Each was home
alone (home was ahouse in one case, an apartment in the other) at the time of the attack.
In one case the husband was out of town on business, in the other working a swing shift
at an airplane partsfactory.

In neither case was there any sign of forcible entry; the woman herself must have
admitted him or at least opened the door for him.

Both women were knocked unconscious with a blow to the chin, then carried to
abed; their clothes were torn off them and they were raped, then strangled to death. Still,
from the lack of anything indicating a struggle, unconscious from knockout. (Don't ask
me how the autopsies could prove or even indicate that the rape preceded the strangling
but my friend tells me that the medica examiner isabsolutely certain, so I'mwilling to
take hisword for it.)

Both crimes occurred in the evening. We happen to know the exact time of one
of them, ten o'clock. Thiswasthe one who lived in an gpartment. The couple who lived
in the apartment under hers heard athud at that hour; they're certain of the time because



the hushand was just switching channels on the television to get their favorite ten o'clock
program. Knowing that their upstairs neighbor was home aone they |ooked at one
another, each wondering whether she might have had afall and need help. But before
either spoke to the other they heard footsteps moving around and decided shewas all
right, that she'd either dropped something fairly heavy or had afdl that hadn't hurt her.

That was thefirst of the two murders. We don't know the time of the second one
s0 accurately. The woman's body wasn't found until early the next afternoon when her
husband returned from hisbusnesstrip. After so many hoursthe M.E. could only say
that death had occurred late the previous evening, probably between nine o'clock and
midnight.

We know him to be aman of considerable strength, not only from the steam
behind the knockout blows he struck but from the way in which he ripped the clothes
from hisvictims after carrying them to abed. One of the women was wearing aquilted
house coat that zipped open about hafway down the front; hetoreit the rest of the way,
and quilted material does not tear easly.

From the speed and accuracy with which he struck the police theorize that he
may be or may have been aboxer. Also, from his strength, they believe heismorelikely
to be alaborer than awhite collar worker. I'll go aong with both of these deductions as
possibilities or probabilities and not as certainties. A man with no boxing experience but
with good coordination and alittle luck could have struck those blows. And if he hasa
good mind (except for itswarp) and/or agood education held certainly be doing
something better than manua labour.

So much for the physical side, and to the mentd. Firgt, | do not believeheisa
moron. He must have cased those jobs and known that the woman would be done a the
time he came. Otherwise he had incredible luck--and | refuseto credit the incredible.
Also, heleft no fingerprints at the scene of ether crime; he either wore gloves or avoided
touching any surface that would take them. A moron wouldn't think of fingerprints.

But to amore important point, the nature of his psychosis. | have atheory; |
hope you'll be able to expand onit if you agree or to offer abetter oneif you disagree.

| believe that he fears women to a psychotic degree, and hates them because he
fearsthem. Call him awomanophobe. And because of hisfear of women heis
self-conscious in the presence of oneto the point of complete impotence, even if the
woman iswilling; only with an uncon-scious woman can hefind an outlet for his sex
drive. Hisreason for killing women after he has used them can be sheer psychopathic
hatred, flaring to highest pitch with or immediately after the orgasm. Or it can be caution;
adead woman can't describe him or identify him. My guessisthat hisreason for killingis
amixture of both those reasons.

If this description of hispsychosisiscorrect itisamost certain that heisa
bachdor. | usethe"amogt” because he may have been married once; an early very bad
marriage might have been the starting point of his psychosis. But, whether once married
or not I'd say it's certain that heisnot currently living with awoman.

And I'd say that it's probable that, if he has any choice of occupations, he's
working at ajob that brings him into aslittle contact with women as possible. And living
aaY.M.CA., amen-only hotel or--if he makes enough money--in abachelor
apartment.

Those are only probabilities, though. He may be smart enough, and actor
enough, to have perfectly norma business and socid contacts with women. If that'strue
he'sgoing to be alot harder to catch.

Speaking of how smart heis, well have astrong indication of that if and when he
atemptsathird crime. If hetriesthe same modus operandi he used thefirst two times
hell show himsalf to be much more stupid than | think heis. Because that method Ssmply



won't work athird time.

Thewomen of this city are scared, have been scared ever since the second
crime. Women donein ahouse or flat Smply don't open the door, even by day, until and
unlessthey're damned sure who's on the other side of it. Chain bolts have been selling so
fast that the hardware stores keep reordering by air express and still can't quite keep up
with the demand. And from the number of speakeasy-type peepholesthat have been
made in doors you'd think we were back in the days of Prohibition again.

The scare has had an odd incidental effect on our economy. Normally, in acity
this sze, there are severa hundred house-to-house salesmen and canvassers working.
Here and now there are none. For the past two months, since the second rape-killing,
they have been able to gain entry into such asmall percentage of homesthat they smply
can't make aliving. They've dl had to move on e sewhere to greener pastures or switch
to some other occupation. Even big outfits like Fuller and Watkins have closed their loca
offices--temporarily, they hope. And not only salesmen are affected, but mailmen--if they
have aC.O.D. or aregis-tered | etter that must be signed for--hill collectors, deliverymen,
meter readers, collectorsfor charity drives, what have you.

It'samazing what strange effect two crimesby a...

George Mikos paused to think out the rest of the sentence and in the pause heard his cook's
voice. "Hey, George, better come out and give ahand.”
"Coming," he called back. And came.

6:15P.M.

Hewasn't hungry, but Ray Fleck decided that he'd better eat. HE'd dept late and had only coffee
for bregkfast, and only alight lunch. And this evening hed had two drinks aready in his quest for money
to get him into the poker game; like as not he'd have to take at least a dozen more in the course of the
evening, and if he wanted to be able to play good poker he'd damn well better lay afoundation of food
under that dozen drinks.

The bad thing about the two drinks held dready had was that held taken them in vain. Worse
than in vain because instead of helping him raise money they'd cost him the ten bucks he'd borrowed
from Benny and had put his dender capital back where it had been before. Hed seen through the
window of the Pdace Bar that Dick Johnson wasthere; Dick was usualy a soft touch and he went insgde
and bellied up the bar beside Dick. Hetried to buy him adrink, but Dick best him to it by signaling the
bartender with two upraised fingers, so Ray waited until he'd had a chance to buy back before he put on
the bite, for twenty. And, because held genuinely forgotten, he was startled when Dick reminded him that
he aready owed him ten dollars from three weeks before. "My God," Ray said, "I clean forgot. Why the
hell didn't you remind me sooner?' And then, because it was the only way out, he laughed and made a
jokeof it, pulled aten out of hiswallet and handed it to Dick. "Now were al even; let's start over. Can
you lend metwenty, just till Saturday?' He'd till come out ten ahead, he thought. But Dick Johnson had
shaken hishead. "Sorry, Ray boy, I'm short thisweek myself. Need dl I've got, and thisten comesin
handy too." And there went the ten held just got from Benny.

He stopped at the corner of Fourth and Main, the middle of downtown, to make up hismind
whereto eat. Feratti's seemed like agood bet; they put out good dinners for two-fifty--unless you
ordered steak or lobster or something fancy--and he wouldn't be tempted, as he might be in some of the
other good restaurants, to waste some of his drinking capacity on acocktail or two before dining;
Feratti's didn't have aliquor license. He turned on Fourth and headed for Feratti's.



And, ashewaked, found himsdlf thinking about Benny again. He never should have laughed like
that a Benny. Especidly now that he'd learned Benny was good for a sawbuck in an emergency oncein
awhile. Of course maybe he was worrying about nothing; maybe Benny'sfedings hadn't been hurt at all.
But if he passed Benny's stand again this evening he ought to stop, buy a paper as an excuse, and see
how Benny acted. If Benny was mad or had been hurt, hed know easily and now, the same evening,
would be the time to square things. And he wasn't a sdlesman for nothing; he could convince Benny that
he hadn't been laughing at him but at ajoke hed just thought of, and tell Benny ajoke. Some smplejoke
that even amoron couldn't help getting.

And then, if he could figure out away to doiit, try to talk Benny out of going to the copsto give
himself up as the psychopathic killer. Not that the cops would redly believe Benny, but they might keep
him out of circulation for awhile and maybe work him over a bit for details, until they were sure,

Because the cops couldn't eliminate Benny as readily and surdly as he, Ray Fleck, could. The
cops didn't know what the psycho looked like, and he did. At least enough to be positive that he didn't
look even remotely like Benny.

It had been about two months ago, the night of the second murder--although he hadn't known
that until the next day. It had been somewhere around ten o'clock in the evening. And it had happened in
the nineteen hundred block on Eastgate. Howie Borden lived at 1912 Eastgate and Ray had agreed to
pick him up around ten that evening; Howie was going to take him to astag party at Howi€'slodge, and
Ray was to provide the transportation since Howie had a badly sprained right wrist and couldn't drive.

Hed got there just about ten and had parked in front of Howie's house and beeped the horn.
Howie had raised awindow and caled out, "'Be about five minutes yet. Come onin." But hed cadled
back that he'd wait in the car. He didn't want to go in because Howie's wife might be around, and she
aways made him fed uncomfortable.

Since he knew that five minutes might easily mean fifteen or twenty, heturned out hiscar lightsfor
the wait. He was Sitting there staring at nothing through the windshield afew minutes later when he saw
the man.

The man came through the gate in the fence in front of a house on the other side of the street and
three or four houses away. Ray noticed the man at al for only two reasons. One wasthe fact that in an
otherwise completely static vistathe eye is drawn to the only moving object. The other was the fact that
as the man stood there just outside the gate he looked both ways and while he did so hishands at his
sdeswereflexing and unflexing, as though they were cramped from gripping something very tightly and
for quite awhile. The gesture an oarsman might make when he unclamps his hand from the oars after
rowing amile or so, or alumberjack when helets go his axe to rest his hands after about of chopping.
Or that astrangler might make-- But Ray Fleck didn't think of that at the time. The man went the other
way and was out of sight and out of mind by the time Howie came out and got in the car.

It wasn't until late the following afternoon, when he read the mid-afternoon edition of the evening
paper, that he knew he had seen the murderer leaving the scene of his second crime. The addresswas
1917 Eastgate, on the opposite side of the street from Howie Borden's, and about three houses away in
the direction in which Fleck's car had been facing. If the address had | eft any doubt in his mind that the
house was the one held seen the man leaving, the doubt was dispelled by a picture of the house's exterior
that was published with the story. It showed athree-foot iron fencein front; the house the man had | eft
had been the only house on that sde of the short block that had been fenced in. And that flexing and
unflexing of thehands. . . .

Give him credit. He considered going to the police to tell them what he had seen, considered it
serioudy. Hewas home and done a the time, as Ruth had just eft for work, so he had dl thetimeto
think that he wanted. He paced the gpartment for al of twenty minutes before coming to adecison. The
decision was negative on three counts.

Firgt, he couldn't give them adescription that would really mean anything and he couldn't--or he
wasfairly sure he couldn't--identify the man if he ever saw him again. Hed seen him at adistance of
about a hundred feet and in pretty dim light; the nearest street light had been behind Feck's car, farther
from the man than Feck had been. Hisimpression had been of aman of average height and average



build--or maybe alittle heavier than that. It could have been his own description, except-- Except what?
Thinking back, he decided that, athough their welght was probably about the same, the man had been a
bit narrower in the waist, abit broader in the shoulders. But he could have been wrong even about that,
the nearest to apositive point he could think of; after al he was trying to describe avague and elusive
memory, something he'd hardly noticed at the time. He thought the man had worn adark suit and adark
hat, but he wasn't sure of those things either. The face had been awhite blur in the instant it was turned
toward him, before the man had turned and walked the other way.

What good could adescription like that do the cops? It could fit a hundred thousand guys. It
could diminate afew, sure--teenage kids, skinny guysor fat ones, runts or sx-footers. Yes, it would
eliminate afew who might otherwise be suspects. Benny, for instance; Benny waswell over six feet, well
over two hundred pounds.

But would the cops believe that hisimpression, hismemory, was asvague as dl that? He
doubted it. Having nothing to lose they'd operate on the theory that he might have got a better look than
he remembered, that if he saw the man again his memory might come back and let him make a positive
identification.

And he knew what that meant--line-ups. They'd expect him to attend the line-up every morning
for God knows how long. Could they force him to? Maybe not, but they could be damned unplea-sant
about it, maybe make trouble for him, if hetried to refuse. Maybe they could even hold him, for awhile
anyway until alawyer could get him out of it, assamaterid witness.

But even that wasn't the worst thing againgt taking his story, such asit was, to the police. Even if
the police tried to keep it under wraps there was aways a chance some damn reporter would get hold of
the story and print it. Complete with his name and address. And how'd you like to have acrazy killer
know who you were and think, however wrongly, that you knew him by sight and could put the finger on
him thefirgt timeyou saw him?

The copswould try to protect him, sure. But what if the killer was smarter than the cops? He had
been, so far. And how long would the cops be able to keep up a twenty-four-hour guard duty on him,
and wouldn't it mess his personad and private lifeto hell and back while they did?

So Ray Fleck had sensibly kept his mouth shut about what he'd seen that night. Hed even almost
forgotten about it himsalf; he was thinking about it this evening only because of that ridiculous would-be
confession of Benny's. Crazy Benny might be, but the sex killer, no.

At Feratti'she took hisfavourite table. It was asmal one againgt one side of the room but alight
fixturein thewall right aboveit madeit the best lighted table, and he needed good light to read thefine
print and hieroglyphics of aRacing Form. He took hisout of his pocket and unfolded it, turning first to
the Aqueduct results for yesterday. He swore under his breath when he saw that Black Fox had wonin
the fifth and had paid ten to onefor awin ticket. Black Fox was ahorse held been following and hed
figured was due to win. If heldd had twenty-five bucks on the nag it would have made him more than half
what he owed Amico and would have taken the pressure off. Damn Joe for having cut off his credit;
otherwise he'd probably have made that bet, phoned it in. He glanced over results of the other races but
with lessinterest; none of them were races held have bet anyway. He'd handicapped some of them but
he'd haveto play thefavoritein each if he played a al, and he dmost never played favorites. Y ou didn't
win enough money to matter if they camein and they could dwaysfool you and run out of the money.
Redly long shots weren't good either. The way to cash in on handicapping isto find ahorse that pays
better than the real odds against it, say ahorse quoted at five or six to one but with one chance out of
three or four of coming in. Then was the time to get the bank roll down, when the odds were in your
favor.

He heard the deferentia clearing of athroat and looked up; Sam, the waiter who aways served
thistable, was standing there with amenu in his hand. " Scuse me, Migt' Fleck. Y ou wanna order now?
Or ghdl | come back when you've had more time to figger them ponies?”’

"I'll order now, Sam. Won't need amenu. Bring methe Specid Sirloin.”

"Yes, suh, Migt' Fleck. Medjumrare, likedlus. An' Ahl tell th' chef to pick out anice big one"

Ray Fleck frowned asthewaiter ambled off. He hadn't redlly intended to order a steak. But it



didn't matter much. He'd be able to edt it; he was dways able to eat. And it was probably better at that
to get agood med under hisbdt whilehewas d it.

Hekilled time with his Racing Form--not that he was going to do any betting tonight and
probably not tomorrow, but a horse player hasto stay in touch whether he's betting or not--until Sam
brought hisdinner. Then he gladly put the Form back in his pocket and dived in. Just ordering a steak
and waiting for it had made him hungry, and he ate heartily. And rapidly, wolfing the stesk asfast ashe
could cut it into bites. Ruth aways kidded him about how fast he ate, but he could never see any usein
dawdling over food.

And them, replete, hetook acigar from his pocket, unwrapped and lighted it. He sSighed with
satisfaction as he inhaled the rich smoke.

The evening stretched ahead of him, a pleasant evening now, an exciting evening. True, he had to
see Joe Amico, and that would be unpleasant, and a bit embarrassing. But he could handle Joe dl right,
no swest &t all.

And, true, he had to spend part of the evening raising money for apoker stake, but that ought to
be easy; he knew hundreds of people; held run into dozens of them during the course of the evening. And
once he had astake, he was going to be lucky in the game. He had more than ahunch. He fdlt sure of it.

He caught Sam's eye and lifted afinger, asigna for Sam to bring over the check. Sam brought it
over and put it face down in front of him. But he didn't haveto turn it over; he knew asirloin stesk was
four bucks and this one had been well worth it. He counted our four singlesfrom hiswallet and then, the
fifth onein hishand, hesitated. Sam liked to gamble. "Double or nothing on thetip, Sam?"

Sam'steeth flashed, white and black. "Sho', Mist' Fleck. How?'Y ou want flip a coin and me call
it?'

Suddenly Ray Fleck had a better idea. He didn't mind Sam winning, but if he did win it would be
two bucks cash tonight. And cash tonight was more important than something he could pay off the next
timeheatein Feratti's. He said, "Got a better idea, Sam, I'll give you two tips. One of 'em's on a bestle
named Birthday Boy in the fourth at Aqueduct tomorrow. Oughta pay about six to one, but | dopeit he's
got abetter chance than that of winning. Want me to make book on him for you for abuck?"

Sam laughed. "Birthday Boy! Man, that'sarea hunch bet, fo' me. Tomorra's my birthday, Migt'
Fleck. Sho. An' I'm goin' to try to put some more dough down on him aftah wuk tonight. Y ou said fourth
race, Aqueduct?’

"That'sit. Say, I'm seeing my bookie tonight. Want me to put down your bet for you? Might as
well saveyou thetrouble.”

"That'd be fine, suh. Ah might missthe man Ah mostly bet with." Sam pulled wadded bills out of
his pocket. Straightened out they proved to be afive and ahdf dozen ones. He handed the five to Ray
Fleck. "Sho "preciate yo puitin' thisdown fo' me, Mist' Fleck. Thanks muchly.”

"Don't mention, it, Sam. Glad to." And of course he was glad, becauseit put him five bucks
ahead. Unless, of course, Birthday Boy won, but that was something he wouldn't have to worry about
until tomorrow. Not even tomorrow, cometo think of it; if the nag did comein held owe Sam about thirty
bucks but he wouldn't have to drop into Feratti's right away to pay off. He could wait till next week, after
his next pay check. Sam wouldn't comelooking for him.

After Sam had left he put the money in hiswallet and, while he had it open, counted what was
there. He was alittle surprised to find out it was exactly what he'd left home with no more and no less,
twenty-eight bucks.

Then hefigured, and that wasright. Hed got ten from Benny but had had to give the same
amount to Dick Johnson. Thefive hed just got from Sam covered histaxi fare and hisdinner. Hed
bought the Racing Form and had paid for a couple of drinks, but he must have had enough changeto
cover thosethings.

Well, hewas gill even. But damn it, held have to keep his mind on raising more, and damn fast.
By rights he should have at least ahundred to sit in on that poker game. Fifty was rock bottom; he could
hardly go around with less than that. Even with fifty, hed have to count on winning some early potsor
he'd go broke before he hit his stride and got really started.



Good God, wasn't there someone who could and would lend him asizable chunk of cash, say a
hundred, in one chunk without his having to try to chisdl it out five or ten bucks at atime?

There had to be. With dl thefriendshe had. . . .

Ruth now. Shewas not only being sdlfish as hell, but she was being penny wise and pound
foolish. If shed only cashin that ridiculous, horribly expensve endowment policy and turn over the
money to him so held be on his feet again, she wouldn't have to work. He could and would support her.
If shed only borrow five hundred againgt it, sheld take him off the spot. And damn it, wasn't anything she
had half hisanyway? Sure, it was. Thiswas acommunity property sate.

Damn her, if he divorced her everything they owned would be split down the line and he'd get
half of it. But he didn't have any grounds for divorce. He sometimes suspected that damned Greek she
worked for of being soft on her--but he doubted that Ruth had ever encouraged him or had anything to
do with him. And even if she had, how could he proveit? He couldn't afford to put private detectives on
her, not now. Someday maybe. And even if he tried now and succeeded, a divorce took time. And cost
money; it might even cost more than held get out of any property settlement.

Damn the stubborn bitch, he thought; when she getsan ideaiin her head. . . .

But there must be someone besides Ruth who could help him. And who would.

Suddenly he remembered a short story held read once, along time ago. He wasn't much of a
reader, outside of newspapers and the Racing Form, but once--before he had met Ruth--a girl he'd been
going with had given him as apresent abook called Great Short Sories of the World. And not long
after that he'd been home sick for aweek with a case of bronchitis and had read most of the Storiesin the
book and had even enjoyed some of them. One of them--he couldn't remember the title--had been by a
Frenchman, Maupassant or somebody. It had been about a man who'd been in abad financial jam. Hed
needed money in ahurry and had gone to hiswife, in whose name held put alot of his property, and had
asked her for money; she'd turned him down flat. In despair held gone to his mistress for help--and sheld
given him back dl the jewery held given her, and held been saved.

Why not? Dolly wasn't exactly his mistress but she was the next thing to one. And while he hadn't
given her, any jewelry to speak of, except awrist watch once, held given her, times when held been flush,
plenty of other valuable presents. Hundreds of dollars worth over the year and ahalf hed known her. Of
course shedidn't love him; he knew that. But she liked him alot and she was understanding. Wouldn't
shelend him ahundred bucksif he asked her? Suddenly he felt sure that she would. Especidly if he gave
her aprofit motive by telling her that if shelent him ahundred now hed give her back a hundred and
twenty-five in aweek or two. And a hundred bucks tonight would sure be worth more than that some
other time, when he was solvent again.

Sure, Dolly would doit. If not because of Cupid, then out of cupidity. Ray Fleck grinned to
himsalf. Maybe there was something to reading greet literature after al. If he hadn't read that story he
might never have thought of Dolly Mason as a source of money. If only she was home, and done, so he
could see her thisevening. . ..

Wi, he could find out right away. He got up and got his hat first so he could leaveright after the
cal, and then went to the phone booth. He dialed Eastgate 6-6606, Dolly's number--and avery easy one
to remember. When the phone rang a dozen times or so he frowned, redlizing that it wasn't going to be
answered.

Then he thought to look at hiswrist watch and realized why. Dolly was out somewhere egting
dinner at thistime. Her apartment had a kitchen but she never kept food in it; she dways ate out. Alone,
if there wasn't anyone to take her out. She never cooked, either for herself or for company.

He hung up and got his dime back, then | eft the booth. On hisway out he passed Sam turning in
some money at the cashier's desk and said, "Happy birthday, Sam. Hope your hunch hits."

Sam said, "Thanks muchly, Migt' Fleck. Ah hopeswe both hits."

7:25 P.M.



IT was dark outside now, and the blackness pressed againgt the windowpanes of the restaurant.
Funny, Ruth Fleck thought, how black that blackness|ooked, because if you went outside through the
door the Ssdewak wasn't redly dark at dl. It waslighted by a street lamp not far away and by the lights
of the restaurant itsdf shining through the big front windows. But from insdeit looked like asolid wall of
darkness.

Things were quiet now; the early dinner rush was over. There were four people till eating at one
of the tables, acouple had just come in and were studying the menu at another, but both tableswerein
Margiesterritory. At thistime of evening, with two waitresses on, Ruth had only the counter--there were
three people eating at it but they had al been served--and the two tables nearest the back end of the
counter. In afew minutes theréd be only one waitress on; Ruth took off from seven-thirty to eight, to eat
and rest. When she came back on Margie | eft for the day and Ruth took care of things quite easily aone.
Mikos Restaurant was afamily type restaurant on the main street of asuburb; its customers were people
of the typewho atetheir dinnersrlatively early and business after eight wasn't too heavy. Sometimes
there was aflurry between ten and e even--people dropping in on their way home from movies--and
George came on and helped her.

She looked at her customers at the counter. One was just finishing and she walked down the
counter to him. "Dessert, sir?' He was a clean-looking, well-dressed young man with blue eyes and dark
curly hair. He looked up at her. "Thanks, no. I'd like some more coffee, though.”

And, while shewas pouring it, "I beg your pardon, hope you won't think I'm being fresh, but |
heard the other waitress call you Ruth. May | ask therest of your name? Mine's Will Brubaker."

Here comes a pass, Ruth thought. But she didn't really mind; it happened about once an evening
and sheld probably have wond-ered if it hadn't happened--have wondered whether she waslosing her
appedl and attractiveness. Of course there was aways George Mikaos to convince her that she wasn't.
George was arock.

And thisyoung man was nice, shy; held had to work up his courage to take the first step of
asking her name. She amiled at him. "Ruth FHeck”, she said. "Mrs Ruth FHleck." She didn't embar-rasshim
by emphasizing the Mrs. but it was clear enough.

"Oh," hesad. "I'm sorry.”

"For what? I1t's my fault, not yours. | keep my ringsin my purse while on duty because | don't like
to work with them on. So you couldn't have known | was married." Shetook out her pad of checksand
apencil. "I'm going back into the kitchen now to eat my own dinner. I'd better give you your check.”

"Sure. Uh--shdl | pay it now?"

"Oh, no. The other waitresswill take care of you at the register.” She amiled again, alittle
mischievoudy thistime. "Her nameis Margie Weber and shessingle”

He grinned and said "Thanks." He should have, Ruth thought. Margie was avery cutelittle
redhead, much prettier, Ruth thought, than she hersalf was. And occasiondly Margiedid let customers
make dateswith her if they were nice enough; she might well think this one was nice enough.

The clock on the wall now said seven-thirty. Ruth caught Margie's eye and pointed toward the
back of the restaurant to show that she was taking off. Margie nodded.

Ruth went back into the kitchen and through it to the closet-dressing room where the waitresses
put their coats and those who didn't wear their uniformsto and from work (Ruth did) changed into them.
Shelooked into the full-length mirror on onewall and liked what she saw there. Shewastal for a
woman; in high hed's she was only an inch shorter than Ray, who was five feet ten. But she was dender
and had anicefigure. Thetiny waitress cap enhanced rather than hid her golden hair. Her eyeswere
deep blue. The only fault she could find wasin her face; it was a square, honest face, attractive but not
beautiful, with high cheekbones dmost like an Indian's. The mouth was perhaps atrifle too wide, but the
better for that when she smiled.

Right now, though, she wasn't smiling and her face looked tired. Well, it had aright to be, she'd
cleaned the house thoroughly today, quite abit of work to undertake before coming on for an evening
shift that kept her on her feet dmost al thetime. That and the quarrdl with Ray; quarrels dways left her



physicaly aswell asemotiondly exhausted.

But her eyes no longer showed that she'd been crying; two hours of work had taken care of that.
Her nose was alittle shiny though and she powdered it lightly, turned and looked over her shoulder to
make sure her dip didn't show, and then went out into the kitchen again.

Tex, the cook, was taking advantage of a hiatusin order to scrape the big range. He nodded to
her. "Some nicelittle club stegks, Ruth. Shdl | fry onefor you?' She shook her head. "Thanks no, Tex.
I'll just help mysdlf to something." Shetook a plate and went with it to the steam table, helped hersdf toa
stuffed bell pepper, asmall helping each of beets and peas, and took it to the table in the corner. It felt
good to st down and get off her feet.

She heard George Mikos come out of his office and wak up behind her. Hesaid, "That isn't
much of amedl for a hedthy wench, Ruth.”

She looked up at him over her shoulder. "I'm just not hungry. I'm going to have to make mysdlf
egt thismuch. | guess| don't fed very well."

"Want to take the rest of the evening off? | can handle things easily. Or maybe Margie would
want to get in alittle overtime.”

"Oh, no, George. I'm not sick. Just alittletired." She smiled up at him. "I'll get my second wind
soon." She wasn't exaggerating; it happened every evening when sheld done quite abit of house-work.
Sheld betired for thefirst few hours of the evening and then get second wind and fed fine the rest of the
time

"All right," he said. "When you'e through eating don't forget you wanted to talk to me about
something.”

He waked away and she could tell by the sound of his footsteps that he went through the
swinging doorsto the front of the restau-rant. She noticed for the hundredth time how lightly he walked
for so big aman. She wondered if he was agood dancer and decided he probably was; most men who
arelight on their feet are. Ray hated dancing and she'd danced only afew times since shed been married.

Ray took her out about once amonth, on one of her evenings off, never to ashow and never to
dance. Evenif they went to anight club where there was dancing between floor shows. Ray'sideaof an
evening out with her wasto st at abooth in atavern or, if hewasflush, at atablein anight club, to drink
andtak. Totak, that is, if heraninto friends of hiswhom he could get to St in the booth or & the table
with them, as generally happened. If they were done he was generaly quiet and moody as though taking
her out was aduty and he resented the loss of an evening that it entailed. And in either case they generally
got home earlier than he himsalf would have come home had he been without her.

She supposed she might aswell admit it--to herself; her marriage with Ray had been, thusfar a
leadt, afalure. But she dso had to admit that it was partly her fault; she should have known him
longer--and got to know him better. She had known, of course, that he enjoyed gambling, but she had no
objection in principle to gambling, aslong asit wasin moderation. Her father, whom she had loved
deeply, had gambled dl hislife and had been awonderful man. Shejust hadn't known Ray well enough
to know that with him gambling wasn't amild vice, asit had been with her father, but was an obsession,
the most important thing in hislife. He was addicted to it as some even more unfortunate people become
addicted to morphine or heroin. He had neither the will nor the will power to stop, and shefelt sorry for
him.

She wondered sometimes if Ray redlized by now that their marriage had been aworse mistake
for him, inal probaility, than it had been for her. His mistake had been not in marrying her in particular;
she was probably astolerant awife as he could have found. It had been in marrying at al. He had been
made to be abachedor. (Spoiled by a doting mother? He never talked about hisearly life and all she
knew about his parents was that they were dead, as were her own.) He wasn't made for married life, for
domedticity. He didn't want ahome of his own; held have been happier living in ahotel, as he had lived
before marriage, even than living in arented flat. She wondered if held ever thought of their getting a
divorce; held never mentioned one, not even late this afternoon when they'd had their worst quarrd to
date. Or had that been because he still hoped that she might relent and either cashin or borrow against
that policy to give him the money he wanted?



Sheld finished eating and got up and put her plate, knife and fork with the dirty dishes. The
kitchen clock showed her that only ten minutes of her lunch period had gone by, and George was still up
front.

It was uncomfortably hot in the kitchen. The door to the dley was open and the light outsde was
on. Shewent through it and astep to one side to stand there for a breath of cool, fresh, air. Well, cool
air, anyway; therow of garbage cansto the other side of the door kept it from being too fresh.

There were quiet footsteps again, and then George stood beside her. He said, ™Y ou shouldn't be
out hereinthedley done.”

"It's safe, George. It'sright under alight and right outside the door. I'd have plenty of timeto get
back ingdeif | saw or heard anyone coming from ether direction.”

"l suppose s0," hesaid. "'l guess| worry too much. But did you read the editoriasin both of
yesterday's papers?”’

"No, | didn't. Something about the--the psycho?"

"Yes, and it was something that needed to be written. In fact, the police suggested to the editors
of both papersthat it be written, and my friend, the captain in charge of homicide, talked it over with me
before he made the suggestion to them. I've got a copy of one of the editorials--and the other says
gpproximately the same thing--in my officeif you'd careto read it. Or | cantell you what it says, if you'd
prefer.”

Ruth said, "I think I'd as soon you tell me, if you don't mind. | suppose it warnswomen to stay
out of dark dleys."

"Among other things, yes. Y ou see, Ruth, acrimina--whether sane or psychotic--doestend to
repeet the pattern of acrime. The modus operandi. But unless hesamoron hell vary the pattern if and
when his modus operandi becomesimpossible, for any reason, for him to repedt.

"And that's exactly what our psychotic killer isgoing to find himself up againg if and when he
decides to commit another crime. We don't know what kind of agimmick he used to get hisfirst two
victimsto open their doorsto him, but whatever it wasit's not likely to work for him again. Every woman
inthe city is scared and has been since the second crime, sinceit'slooked as though he may be starting a
seriesof such crimes.”

"l see" Ruth said. "And the police think helll try adifferent--uh--modus operandi the next time?!

"They do. HEll dmost haveto, to succeed. Just what hell try, they don't know, of course. He
might dug awoman on the street and drag or carry her into an dley or an areaway. He might break into
her place while she's away and be there waiting for her when she comeshome and lets hersdlf in. Those
are the two main possibil-ities, but there are others. The point is, awoman can't consider hersdlf safe just
because she keeps the door bolted whenever her husband is out. Not that she should neglect that
precaution, either. He may try hisformer method severd times, and vary it only if hefinds out that it
doesn't work. Y ou do have achain bolt, don't you?"

"Not achain balt, just an ordinary one. I've been using it since the scare started. Ray doesn't like
it much, having to wake me up to let him in when he gets home after | do, but he goesaong with it."

"I hope you make sureit's Ray before you unbolt the door.”

"Ohyes. And not just by recognizing hisvoice. We have acode. It's-"

"Dont tdl me." Heinterrupted dmost sharply. "I mean if you have arecognition code that's good,
but you shouldn't tell anybody what it is. Ruth, you said at five-thirty there was something you wanted to
talk to me about. Shall wetalk here, or go into my office?"

"l guesswe can go insde. I'm cooled off now."

Hefollowed her through the kitchen and into his sanctum, leaving, asaways, the door alittle
gar. He motioned her to the comfortable reading chair, then turned the chair at the desk around to face
her and sat down. He said, "'l hopeit's not bad news, Ruth. That you're thinking about leaving or anything
likethat."

"No, nothing like that, George. Do you know a man named Joe Amico? He's abookie."

George frowned. "I know him dightly. And know alittle aout him. He's not smal time but not
quite big time either, somewhere in between. He operates from an gpartment on Willis. | don't know



whether or not he livesthere too. What do you want to know about him?”

"Ray has gonein debt to him, betting, and can't pay off. About five hundred dollars, he says. He
wantsmeto cash in or at least borrow against my insurance policy--the one | told you about--and give
him the money to pay off Amico. He saysif he doesn't pay Amico will have him beaten up badly, maybe
evenkilled. I-1 didn't quite believe him and | said no. But what if I'mwrong?1'd never forgive mysdlf if
something did happen to Ray, something bad, because | wouldn't give him the money. What do you
think?'

George Mikos shook hishead dowly. "It'sabluff. | don't know whether Ray wastrying to bluff
you or Amico wastrying to bluff him, but Amico isn't going to risk everything he'sgot by going infor
violence, over an amount like five hundred dollars.

"He'safairly dimy character, 1'd say--a half-pint who wouldn't weigh over ahundred pounds
soaking wet who has an inferiority complex over hissize and triesto act like a Little Caesar to make up
for it--but he's also a smart operator who has a good thing and knowsit. He pays protection, and getsit,
but the police aren't going to let him get away with beating up people, let alone rubbing them ouit.
Besides, hes moreinterested in getting his five hundred dollarsthan in fixing things so he can't get it.”

Ruth sghed audibly with rdlief. But she couldn't quite believeit. ™Y ou mean Ray could just not
pay him and nothing would happen?”'

"Not quite that. Hed make trouble, | imagine. But not in the way of physica violence. He could
get Ray marked lousy with al the other gamblers so they wouldn't have anything to do with him. He might
even manage to make him lose hisjob; Amico has connections. But held do that only asalast
resort--he'd much rather get his money even if he had to take it so much every week, and he couldn't
very well dothat if helost Ray'sjob for him. No, Ruth, | don't think you have anything to worry aboui.
Nor has your husband, except that he's going to have to get aong with less spending money--or gambling
money--for awhile."

Ruth Fleck stood up. "Thanks, George, thanks an awful lot. I-I was horribly worried that 1'd
done the wrong thing, but what you told meis exactly what | hoped you'd say. Thanksamillion."

"Sit down again, Ruth. It isn't eight o'clock yet, isit?!

"I'm afraid it is-amogt. And | don't want to make Margie have to stay overtime. Maybe we can
tak again later."

When Ruth got back up front the firgt thing she noticed was that the shy young man had | eft.
Either he hadn't had a chance to talk to Margie or she had turned him down, otherwise--since sheldd be
getting off work so soon--he'd have waited around. There was one customer at the counter but Margie
had served him and he was just starting to eat. There were partiesin one of the booths and at two of the
tables, but they'd been served too.

Margie came over and talked a minute and then, cold on the stroke of eight, went back to
change into her street clothes. Since she was so often picked up at eight for adate Margie never wore
her uniform to and from work, as Ruth did.

Ruth checked the big chromium coffee urn to make sure there was plenty in it and then went up
to the cash regigter; there was astool behind it where she could sit down when there was nothing for her
to do. She sat down and looked out through the window, at nothing.

She did, as she had told George, fedl better now, much better. Her conscience didn't bother her
asto whether or not she had done the right thing in turning Ray down on the money. She'd hated the
nagging thought that she might be getting him into serious trouble, sent to the hospita or even killed.

But if losing hisjob was the worgt thing that could happen to him--well, that might be for the
better. He was a good sd esman and could easily get another job--sdlling hardware or groceries or
something safe. With hiswesknesses the job he had, making him spend most of hisworking timein
taverns, was the worst job possible for him. In another job he might make less money for awhile but that
would bedl right. Or even if he kept his present job, having gone into debt over his head from gambling
might be a good thing to have happened to him. If he had to pay Joe Amico off alittle at atime out of his
earnings he wouldn't have much left to gamble with and might, during however long it took him, get out of
the habit of gambling so heavily. That was al she asked. Shedidn't mind if he kept on betting on the



horsesif he made small bets, ones he could afford to lose.

At any rate he was past the limit of his credit now; held have to behave himsdlf for awhile. And
if, after hed worked himsdlf out of the hole thistime, he didn't straighten out--

She didn't carry through with the thought conscioudy, because she dill did love him, at least a
little, and she hated the thought of divorce. But down deep she knew it was something that would haveto
happen eventudly, unless Ray changed--and down deep she knew that he would never change. And her
insurance policy was an ace in the hole there; if he should want to contest a divorce sheld haveto go to
Nevadato get one--but her policy would cover even that.

George Mikos would be more than glad to finance one for her, but shed never let him do that.
Nor would shelet her growing fegling for George, her knowledge of how secure it would beto be
married to him, affect her decision. Whether or not she would stay with Ray depended soldly, in all
fairness, on Ray himself, whether he overcame hisweakness or let it overcome him.

She wondered what he was doing now, out there in thedarkness....

8:03P.M.

Out there in the darkness--but downtown, where it wasn't dark at al--Ray Fleck was passing a
tavern. It was caled Chuck's Chuckhouse, although it was basically atavern and served only cold
sandwichesin the way of food, and was run by Chuck Connally. It was the one business siop Ray redlly
should make this evening: he was overdue to make a cal there and Chuck aways gave him agood
order, including half adozen to a dozen cases of Ten High, which he used as his bar whisky. Ray had
been digtracted by hisfinancid troubles and hadn't worked very hard that afternoon. He had only afew
smdll ordersto turn in and seeing Chuck tonight would make the difference between having agood batch
of ordersto turnin at the office tomorrow or apoor one. Besides, if he waited too long to call Chuck
might possibly change his bar whisky and order from another outfit. Losing Connolly as a customer
would cut into hisincome gppreciably.

Just the same, tonight, he wanted to be sure the place wasn't crowded before hewent in. It's
customary for aliquor salesman to stand around of drinks for the house when he walksin to get an order
and Ray Feck didn't want to get stuck for ten bucks or so for that round. True, held put it on the swindle
sheet--and makeit alittle higher than it actualy was--and get his money back eventudly. But that
wouldn't help tonight; he'd spent three bucks since his steak dinner and hadn't been able to borrow
anything so he was down to twenty-five dready and getting serioudy worried about that stake. This
seemed to be ahdll of abad night for running into people he could borrow from, and a ten-buck round
would put him down to fifteen dollars.

So hewalked past firdt, turning his head to glance in the window, but staying on the outside of the
sdewak so Chuck would be unlikely to see him.

But he was lucky; Chuck was behind the bar and there were only three menin front of it, so he
turned and came back and thistime went in. He could see now that there was dso acouple sittingina
booth. That meant seven drinks, counting one for himself and one for Chuck, but it till wasn't too bad.

Chuck said, "Hi, stranger. Wondered if you'd deserted me." Ray said, "Hi, Chuck. Set 'em up,
huh? I'm going to use your telephone aminute.” He went on past and to the phone booth a the back and
didled Dolly Mason's number for the third time this evening. There still wasn't any answer.

He came back and sat down at the bar, watched while Chuck made drinks. He made two for the
people in the booth first and took them over. He said, "Compliments of Mr. Fleck there." The couple
looked over and thanked him and Ray nodded to them. He didn't know any of the customers so he didn't
have to talk to them; he was just as glad because he didn't fed like talking.

Damn Dolly Mason, he thought. Was she going to be out al evening, just when he needed to see
her? The more he thought about it the surer hefdt that Dolly was his only good chance to borrow money



in any sizable chunk thisevening. And dso that shed giveit to him if he could connect with her. Hed ask
for ahundred; surely sheld have at least haf that much on hand. It made sense, that short story held read
once; the Frenchman knew what he was talking about. A wife will turn you down when amistresswontt.
A wife has got you hooked, and knowsit; a mistressis more understanding. Well, held keep phoning
every fifteen or twenty minutes until he got her.

Oh, hewasn't the only man in Dally'slife, not by along shot. He knew that. But sheliked him a
lot; he didn't think it was only because of the presents he gave her that she was so niceto him. If it was
only that, then shewasreally awonderful actress, she should bein Hollywood instead of here.

Dally wastiny, not over fivefeet tal, and very dightly on the plump side, a brunette with olive
skin. Just the oppodite of Ruth on al counts; that was probably what had attracted him to her in the first
place. A man likes achange. And she was vivacious while Ruth was quiet. She liked to drink; Ruth
didn't, much. Shewas frankly passionate whereas Ruth--well, Ruth hadn't been cold at al when they
werefirst married but she was tending more and more to become that way. Of course she said that was
hisfault, but he had a hunch that wives dways said that.

Connolly was making drinks for the bar now, one screwdriver and two highballs for the strangers
and ahighbal for Ray; heldd pour hisown drink last, the short straight shot he dways took when someone
bought him adrink.

Ray watched him, thinking how easy it would be to borrow ten or twenty bucks from Connolly,
once held got his order. But it was the one principle held always stuck to--never borrow money from a
customer. His one virtue, he thought sourly; let them carve it on his tombstone when he was dead: "He
never borrowed money from acustomer.” Besides, if he ever did and J. & B. Distributors ever found out
about it he'd lose hisjob like ashot. A salesman aways had to, appear prosperous whether he was or
not.

Connolly passed around the drinks. There were thanks and skoals and everybody took asip
except Connolly who downed his short straight shot a a gulp and then looked quizzicaly a Ray. "Wadll, |
guess you want an order, huh?'

"Could use one." Ray grinned a him. "And you could use some liquor by now, I'd guess. Here,
let me pay for thisround before | forget.” He put afive on the bar and Connolly rang up three-seventy
and put adollar, aquarter and anickel on the bar in front of Ray. Ray jittered; the bar owner didn't
sound too friendly. Was he going to say he'd aready given an order to someone else?

"Yep," Connolly said. "'l can use someliquor. Don't stay away so long next time. I'll give you an
order, but you better mark it rush soit'll be delivered tomorrow. I'm damn near out of afew things.
Come on down to the other end of the bar."

He moved that way and Ray picked up his drink--but |eft his change where it was—-and
followed, walking around the three men held bought drinks for. On the way, now that hismind was
relieved about the order, he had a sudden thought. Maybe he could leave here with more money than
hed comein with at that. Connolly played the ponies, not regularly but frequently, and they often talked
about the races and traded tips or hunches. If he could talk Connolly into making up his mind about
something for tomorrow, he could say he was going to see Joe Amico later, which he was, and offer to
place the bet. And, of course, keep it to cover himsdlf, as held done with Sam the waiter. It could be a
nasty walop if it hit, worse than Sam's bet would be, but tomorrow was another day and it was tonight
he was worried about.

But he'd better get business over with first so the other matter would look casual, so when he sat
down across from Connolly at the front end of the bar he took out an order blank and spread it open on
the bar in front of him, took out hisball point. "Okay, Chuck," he said. "How many Ten Highs?'

He got agood order, better than expected. Ten cases of the bar whisky, a case each of gin and
vodka, the equivalent of a couple of mixed cases of Scotch, rye and other brands of bourbon, and some
wine. A mixed case of vermouth, half dry and half sweet, and afew odd bottles of cordials and liqueurs.
It didn't take long; Connally aways knew exactly what he wanted and the exact quanti-ties and talked
amost asfast as Ray could writeit down. And Ray had learned long since not to try to increase any of
the orders Connolly gave him or to try to sal him anything he didn't ask for.



Connolly wasjust saying "That'sit, Ray," when two more men walked into the bar. Again
srangersto Ray; hisfriends seemed to be staying home in droves this evening. Connolly excused himsdlf
to serve them and Ray called after him, "On me, Chuck.” That would just about kill the change out of his
five and he hoped no other customers would walk in till he could get away.

Hetook the Racing Form from his pocket, spread it open on | he bar in front of him and
pretended to be studying it; that would automatically bring conversation into the right channel when
Connoally came back.

It did. He was actually studying, not pretending at al, when he heard Connolly'svoice. " See
anything that looks good?!

Helooked up. "Sure, Chuck. Blue Bdlein thefifth. That'safilly you've been following, an't it?"

"Y eah, but she's cost me money doing it, damn her. Hasn't run in the money last five times out.
Used to be agood horse, especialy on afast track, but I'm beginning to think she's had her day.”

"Hell, Chuck, ten to one they've been holding her back. She was running too well for awhile and
it shot the hell out of the odds. Now the odds are good again and | figure she's due. Now'sthetimeto
win back, and maybe get even more than she owes you."

"Maybe you got something there. | ain't seen aForm today. Lemme see who she's running
againg.”

Ray handed him the Form and pointed out the race so held not have to look for it. He said, "And
Aqueduct'll be afast track tomorrow. No rain there for two weeks and nonein sight.”

"Yeah." Connolly said after aminute. "I guess|'ll put something down on her."

"I'll be seeing Amico soon as| leave here" Ray said casudly. "Got adate with him. If you want
meto save you cdling him I'll put your bet down for youwhen | put mine."

"Might aswell," Connolly said; he took hiswallet out of his hip pocket and then hesitated.
"Wonder whether to put ten on the nose or fifteen across the board.”

An across-the-board bet, Ray thought, would get him five bucks more--and would cost him less
if thehorsedid win. "I'm playing her across mysdlf,” he said. "Thirty bucks, ten each way. Soif sheeven
runsthird I'll bresk even.”

Onething hed learned long ago: if you give aman atip on ahorse let him think you're betting at
least as much asheisand preferably more. That way if the horse loses he blames you less, because
you've logt too; youre afdlow sufferer.

Thistimeit paid off even better than held expected. Connolly hesitated only a second and then
took atwenty and aten out of hiswallet, handed them over. "Make mine the sameway," he said. "If you
cangothirty | guess| can.”

"Good," Ray sad. He put the billsinto hiswallet, holding it with the open edge toward himsdlf so
Connolly wouldn't be able to see how little had been in it before--a ten and two fives.

Helooked at hiswrist watch and pretended to be surprised by what he saw there. "Good God,"
hesaid. "A quarter after--and | told Amico I'd seen him at eight. 1'd better run. Maybe see you later in
the evening, Chuck. So long."

Outside he took a deep breath of the cool evening air and decided that he felt swell, and that his
luck had turned. Thirty bucksin one crack, evenif he'd had to spend fiveto get it. And he now had
fifty--enough, if abare minimum, to get into the big game that would really change hisluck.

And snce hisluck had changed maybe held find Dolly home now if he called again.

He went into the drugstore on the next corner and dialed her number in the phone booth. And
thistime, after seven rings--alucky number?--Dolly's voice answered, abit breathlesdy.

8:17P.M.

Dolly Mason heard thefirgt ring of the phone when she wasin the halway outside her apartment,
returning from dinner with Mack Irby. Mack was with her and she thought she had afree evening to



spend with him. She ran to the door, fished the key out of her handbag and stuck it in the lock. It jammed
therefor severa rings of the telephoneinsde, till Mack said, "L et me, Doll." He reached mound her and
turned the key. Dally got to the phonejust asit finished the seventh ring. "Hello,” she said, a bit
bregthlesdy.

"Hi, Dolly," the phone said to her. "Thisis Ray. Ray Hetcher."

"Oh. Hi, Ray honey. Long time no see”

"Too long. Can | see you awhiletonight? Just for afew minutes?'

"Well--maybejust for alittle while. But not right away. '‘Bout an hour from now, huh?'

"An hour? Can't you makeit alittle earlier than that, Dolly?"

"Wdl, maybealittle earlier.” Shelooked at her wrist watch. "Nine o'clock? That'salittle over
forty minutes”

"Swel. Seeyou a nine. '‘Bye now, till then."

The phone clicked before Dolly could say anything more, o she cradled it.

Mack Irby, who had made himsdlf comfortablein an overstuffed chair, looked at her with
amusement. "Y ou wouldn't of had to gtal the guy, Dall," he said. "He could of comeright avay. Me, |
chase easy. I'm on thefreeligt.”

"Damn you, Mack honey. You're not on thefreelist. You are thefreelist. And the reason |
didn't tell him to comeright away is| didn't want him to comeright away."

Dally didn't mind Mack kidding her about the freelist, but that was because Mack was specid; if
anyone else had ever said anything like that, shed have bawled the hell out of him--and meant it.

Dolly Mason was not a prostitute. She'd never taken money from aman and never would. She
earned her own living, as abeauty operator. And it was afairly good living because she owned a
one-third interest in the beauty shop and shared in the profits. Her two-room apartment--living room and
bedroom, with a kitchenette off the first and a bath off the second--was in agood building in agood
neighborhood. Despite the fact thet it wasfairly expensive aswere her clothes and her standards of living
in other directions, she had amodest balance in the bank. Her living standards would not, of course, have
been quite so high if she did not accept presents--some of which she used and some of which she
converted into money--from ascore of men, but shewould still have lived comfortably. And why
shouldn't she accept presents from men--for doing something she thoroughly enjoyed and would have
donefor freeif it were not for the fact that there were men, more men than she could possibly take care
of, who would gladly bring her presents for doing what she most enjoyed.

Dolly Mason had been graduated five years ago from high school in asmal town ahundred miles
downstate with areputation that made it quite inadvisable for her to stay in that town. If she hadn't had
sex relations with every boy in her classit hadn't been her fault, and she/d made up the deficit by having
dept with quite anumber of older men.

Fortunately for Dolly her father had died just aweek after her graduation, leaving Dolly--since
her mother had died years before--the sole beneficiary of afew thousand dollarsin insurance. She had
left town and had come to the city immediately after the funerd. She had kept her capital mostly intact by
working part time while she took a beauty course, had worked two years as an operator for someone
elseto gain experience, and then had used what was | eft of her capita to buy her way into asmall but
profitable suburban beauty shop.

Sheliked any and al men, but since she had awide choice of them shelimited her friendships (as
she thought of them) to ones who were reasonably young, reasonably attractive, and reasonably
prosperous. They had to be reasonably generousin giving her presents from time to time. And no matter
how generous they were, they had to be reasonably good in bed.

Of al men she liked Mack Irby the best. She'd met him when she'd been working about ayear
as a beauty operator and about ayear before she'd bought into the shop. She'd thought at first that she
wasin lovewith him and for afew weeks had actually eschewed promiscuity and given herself only to
him. But love, to Dolly, meant only that she enjoyed sex with Mack more than with anyone ese. Sheld
probably have married Mack during the first week or so that she'd known him if held asked her, but
fortunately he hadn't, for she soon found out that no one man could possibly keep her happy. Not even



Mack, who was more virile than most men.

So sheld gone back to promiscuity, but since Mack wasn't jed ous she'd kept him as a paramour.
It was about thistime that she began to get the idea that, while she was going to keep her amateur
standing by never accepting money, there was no reason why men--other men, not Mack, that
is-shouldn't give her presentsin appreciation of her favors. In fact, Mack had suggested it.

By now, only Mack was on what he caled her freelist. She expected presents from him only at
Christmas and on her birthday. Not that she didn't get anything else at dl from him. He took her to dinner
severa nights aweek; most of her other male friends were married and afraid to take the risk of being
seen with her in public. And, because of hisline of work, Mack was able to do her other valuable favors.
Hewas"in" with the cops and able to fix traffic tickets. Once he'd even managed to square adrunken
driving rap which, since it was a second offense, would otherwise have carried amandatory jail sentence.
He had connections through which he could sdll for her at afair price, certainly more than she herself
could have got for them, presents which were given to her and which she didn't want to keep for hersdlf.
And afew times when aman whom, for one reason or another, she had dropped from her friendship
roster had become troublesome in his efforts to see her again, Mack had talked to him and Dolly had
been bothered no longer.

Mack had been a policeman once, on the vice squad. Now he was a private detective, alone
operator who, if he was abit on the shyster side and did mostly divorce work, stayed nearly enough
honest to be on good terms with the police. Which made him avery valuable friend and protector for a
girl like Dolly, who, athough she did nothing serioudy illegd, frequently skated on somewhat thinice.

"Ray," Mack was saying to her. "That's the guy who's aliquor sdlesman, no? The one who brings
you acase of whisky oncein awhile?’

Dally nodded. "He said he just wanted to stay alittle while, Mack honey. If he meansthat and
doesn't change his mind maybe | can phone you after he goes and you can come back. Wherell you be?!

"At the office, | guess. I've got some skip-trace reports | might aswel write up. I'll betherea
couple of hours. I'll go home after that if | haven't heard from you. Should hit the pad early tonight
aywey."

"Swell," Dally said. "Mack honey, you make us a couple drinkswhile | take aquick shower. |
won't be three minutes.”

She waked quickly into the bedroom. She undressed quickly, putting away the clothes she took
off since she wouldn't have to dress again this evening; she could just put on arobe when Mack |eft.

Shewondered if Ray would bring a case of whisky with him tonight; that was something she was
always glad to get. She thought back and decided that he wouldn't. Hed brought a case the last time he'd
come. Dolly didn't expect her friendsto bring her apresent every time they cameto see her, if they'd
brought some thing fairly valuable the previous trip. Something like adozen pair of nylons, dollar
forty-nine variety, anything that cost no more than twenty or twenty-five dollars (and it had better not
cost much less than twenty) was good only for the time it was brought. Some-thing worth fifty was worth
acouple of vistsand so on up the line. Dolly didn't keep books on the presents brought her but she had
agood memory and aways knew who was due to bring something and who wasn't. She didn't have her
rules printed and posted on theinside of her door, as rules and prices are posted inside hotel room
doors, but the men who came to see her soon got theidea and could figureit the same way Dolly did.
No, Ray probably wouldn't bring anything tonight and she didn't expect him to. A case of whisky, the
brand he'd brought, was worth at least fifty dollars. He would have paid less, of course, since hed have
been ableto get it wholesale, but Dolly didn't care about that; it was till worth at least fifty to her.

She wasin the bathroom almost exactly the three minutes sheéd predicted. Two minutes under
the shower and one with the bath towel; she didn't dry hersdlf too thoroughly because Mack liked her
with her skin atriflemoist. And during the minute of toweing she had timeto admire her body in the full
length mirror on the inside of the bathroom door.

Her breasts were especialy beautiful, she thought, and why shouldn't she think so when she
knew they drove men crazy. Already their shell-pink; tip-tilted nipples were hardening in anticipation.

Naked and glowing she waked through the bedroom and into the living room. Mack was sitting



on the sofa; two freshly made highballs, strong ones, were on the coffee table in front of it.

Naked sheran lightly across the room and sat in hislap, kissed him. His arms went around her,
one of his hands cupping one of her breasts, a perfect fit.

He pulled back to break the kiss, groaned softly.

"Little bitch," he said. "How can aman enjoy adrink with you like this. The drinkswill haveto
wat."

He picked her up and carried her into the bedroom. She laughed; thiswas what she'd wanted, to

haveto wait for her drink until afterward.

8:24 P.M.

He stood outside aliving room window of the little three-room cottage looking in, watching her.
By moving from one side of the window to the other he could see dmost dl of the room, and she, even if
she looked toward the window, would not be able to see him. There was anet curtain insgde the
window. From the outer darkness he could see through it clearly into the lighted room, but from where
she sat the curtain would be opaque. He could--except for his Need and his desperate impatience--stand
here aslong as he wished to make his plans and ca culate his chances.

He thought they were good. The cottage was on the outskirts of town, in a neighbourhood not
very built up asyet. There were only afew housesin the block.

There was one aimost directly acrossthe street but it was dark and there was no car inthe
carport dongsideit. Obvioudy either no onelived there or no one was home.

The nearest house on the right was vacant and had a "' For Rent" sign on it. People were home
and lights were on in the nearest house to the left--but it was well over ahundred yards away and
besides either aradio or televison set was turned on quite loudly. He could hear it from here. Over the
volume of sound so close to them would they be able to hear the sound of a scream? He didn't think so.
But it was arisk he would have to decide to take--or not to take. Hed never be able to get through the
window and get to her to knock her out without her having time to scream once.

Thewindow at which he stood was &t the side of the house and he could seethe insde of the
front door--and the chain bolt on it. Probably just about every house or apartment in town had one now.
Wéll, the method held tried three times had succeeded twice but now he might aswell forget about it.

The danger that was greater than a scream being overheard wasin plain sght on astand right
beside the door. The telephone. Would he be able to get through the window and to her before she
could get to the phone and finish dialing anumber? If she got acal through--even managed to get an
operator and call help--hewouldn't have timeto have hisway with her. But if by then he wasin the room
with her, if sheld seen him, he could il take afew secondsto kill her quickly, so sheld never describe or
identify him, and still, he hoped, be out of the neighborhood before the police came.

It would all depend on how quickly he could pry that window up and get into the room.

He weighed the other chances against him. He'd checked the garage behind the house; the door
was open and the car was gone. That meant that her husband, if she had one, was out and not in the
bedroom or the kitchen. Of course the husband might return too soon, but that would be too bad for the
husband unless he was a heavyweight champion boxer. Hed hate to have to interrupt himsdlf to do it, but
he could handle any ordinary unarmed man. The only difference would be that hed be leaving two
corpses behind him thistime instead of one. Or three or more corpsesif by any chance achild or children
were adegp in the bedroom. He wouldn't mind killing them at dl; he hated children dmost as much ashe
hated women.

His eyes went back to the woman. She was sitting on the sofa, her feet curled under her, reading
amagazine. Well--what was he waiting for?

He took the heavy chisdl out of his pocket and put its edge between the bottom of the window
and the sill, then put both hands on the handle and leaned hisfull weight againgt it. It made no appreciable



sound; she hadn't looked up from her magazine. But it wasin asfar ashe could push it, and wasit in far
enough?

Therewas only oneway to find out. He threw dl his strength into pushing down on the handle of
the chisdl, and thistime there was noise--but it was anhoise of splintering wood and not the snapping of
the window catch above. He had failed.

She looked up now, and there was fright in her face, but not panic. She didn't scream. But she
ran for the telephone and started dialling.

And there was no chance of getting to her in time now, with a second try at the window. Heran
to the car he had parked a quarter of ablock away. Stupid, he thought; he should have found the
telephone wire outsde the house and snapped it. Then held have had time to get in while she struggled
with adead phone. Next time, if hetried this method again, he'd do that. And he'd have ahammer to use
with the chisd, to driveit far enough in so the catch would snap instead of the wood splintering.

Thistime hewas sx blocks away when he heard the gpproaching sirens. But would one of them
by any chance stop and investigate a car driving away from the address to which they'd been caled?
There wasn't much traffic out here, and the cops just might get that bright idea. They weren't in Sight yet
30 he quickly parked at the curb in front of ahouse, turned off hislights and lay down across the front
seet out of Sight. They wouldn't investigate an gpparently empty parked car thisfar from their destination.

They didn't. Two of them screamed past him. No more seemed to be coming, so he sarted his
car and drove back into town, thinking despairingly that he wouldn't dare make a third attempt tonight
after two unsuccessful ones. HEd have to case and plan his next kill carefully.

For tonight, he thought, the Need would have to go unsatisfied. HEd have to settle for the poor
consolation of afew drinksto calm his nerves, and then deep.

That'swhat he thought. But then, he had not yet met Ray FHeck.

8:26 P.M.

Ray Heck's reuctant footsteps stopped on the sidewalk of an gpartment building on Willis
Streset, just on the edge of the downtown business district and he hesitated before entering it, asaman
hesitates before stepping under a cold shower.

Thistalk with Joe Amico was bound to be an unpleasant one. But Joe had told him to come, and
before ten o'clock, and Joe was mad at him aready and would be madder if he didn't show up. So he'd
better get it over with.

Inaway, he thought, it was lucky Dolly Mason had told him not to come before nine; that gave
him time to come here--Joe's gpartment was only three blocks from the drugstore from which heldd
phoned Dolly--and il get to Dally'sin plenty of time. Surely Joe wouldn't want to keep him more than a
few minutes. What was there to say to Joe except to reassure him that he'd pay the money as soon ashe
could possibly raiseit?

Yes, it wasfar better to get the interview with Joe over with now. That way, if Dolly lent him
money, even fifty dollars, he could stay with her awhile, dmost two hours, until time to head for the
game. That way he'd at least be sure of keeping his capital intact. And he knew that if she was free shed
let him stay. For that maiter, it might be just aswell for him to stay with Dolly even if she couldn't or
wouldn't lend him money. If he spent thetime e sewhere hewas at least aslikely to diminish hisfifty
dollars asto augment it.

He entered the building and saw that the salf-service elevator door was closed and that the
indicator aboveit showed that it was at the fourth floor and going up. So he didn't wait for it but went to
the door that led to the staircase instead; Joe's apartment was on the third floor and he'd rather walk two
flightsthan wait.

Going up the gairs his mind went back to Joe. Damn him, he thought, it was as much Joe's fault
as histhat he wasin thisjam; Joe should have told him how deep in the hole he was getting. He hadn't



kept track and had thought he wasin only for maybe a couple of hundred. Until yesterday when held
tried to phonein afifty dollar bet. Big Bill Monahan, who worked for Joe and who usudly answered the
phone at the apartment, had said, "Just aminute, Ray. Joe said he wanted to talk to you the next time you
phoned."” And Joe had come on. "Ray-boy, don't you redlize you're in the soup for four-eighty? Y ou'd
better pay that off before you do any more betting.” He'd told Joe that he'd stop in, thinking at first to ask
Joe to show him the dips on the bets; from the names of the horses and the amounts held know whether
all the betswere his or not. Maybe Joe or Big Bill had made amistake. But after the call held tried to
remember al the bets he could and had added them. They'd come to four hundred and ten dollars and
since he was sure that he hadn't remembered al of the bets, he was willing to take Jo€'s word on the
total.

But why hadn't Joe called him on it sooner? Twice before Joe had called him on running into
debt, both times when the amount involved was a couple of hundred. Both times, held been ableto raise
the money within afew days. Thefirgt time hed doneit on asignature loan, but that wouldn't work again
because he'd got behind on his payments and had had afight with the loan outfit. Hed paid it off
eventudly but the damn company had marked him as a poor credit risk. And |oan companies keep one
another posted on things like that. He'd found out when held applied for a second |oan from another
outfit and had been turned down. He'd raised the money that time by putting up his car for security but
that wouldn't work again ether right now. He'd had his present car only six months and had made only
five paymentsonit. It wasfinanced over atwo-year period and he sill owed too much onit for himto
borrow anything againgt it. He could probably sdll it for afew hundred more than he owed on it but he
needed a car to hold down hisjob.

He pressed the door buzzer and after amoment Big Bill opened the door afew inches on the
chain and looked out through the opening. He said, "Hi, Ray," and then closed the door momenta-rily so
he could take the chain off and open it wide. It was asilly system; Ray had kidded Bill about it once and
he'd shrugged and said, "Bosssorders.” It was dtill sllly. Were they afraid of araid? Amico paid for
protection and got it. He had to take araid oncein awhile but he was aways tipped off in advance
exactly when one was coming--usudly just before alocal dection. When araid came, Amico wouldn't
be there nor would there be any clients. The cops would serve the warrant on Bill Monahan or whoever
wasworking for Amico at the time, and find and confiscate some betting dips--phony oneswith fake
names on them; Amico would have the real ones. Monahan would appear in court and pay afineor, if
the police wanted to make a better showing than usua, sit out ashort jail sentence. Amico wouldn't even
get hisnamein the papers, and would meanwhile be opening up in anew location, already rented in
advance, and spreading the word on his new address and phone number. No raid was expected tonight
or Big Bill wouldn't have let himin; clients never get caught in one.

Big Bill closed the door behind Ray and said, "Joe's laying down. Had a headache and took
some aspirins.”

"Maybe he'sadeep,” Ray said, "Maybe | better come back some other--"

"No, he wantsto seeyou. Said if he was adegp when you came to wake him up. Just aminute.”

Big Bill crossed the room--aliving room furnished like any living room except for the addition of
adesk with two telephones on it--opened the door of the next room and looked in. He turned back and
sad, "Hesawake. Goonin."

Ray Fleck went in and, in case he was going to have to take a bawling out, closed the door
behind him. The room was a bedroom and Joe Amico was lying on the bed but on top of the coversand
fully dressed. Ray had never seen him otherwise; like many small men Joe prided himself on being
dapper. Even on the hottest days of summer he aways wore asuit coat over awhite shirt and a necktie
and the shirt was always so fresh and clean that Ray thought he must change shirts at least twice aday
and possible oftener. The bed was abig one and Joe was so smdll that he looked amost like adoll lying
thereonit.

"Hi, Ray-boy," he said. "Pull achair around where| can see you from here. I'm gonna stay flat.
This damn headache--"

It was going to be dl right, Ray thought; Joe wasn't angry and wasn't going to get tough about the



dough. He pulled a chair around to the side of the bed and sat down. He remembered that Joe had once
mentioned sinus trouble and asked, " Sinus headache?'

"Yeah. Get 'em every oncein awhile, in stregks, in serieslike. One a the same time every day
for about two weeks. They get worse each day for the first week and taper off during the second. I'm
over the hump thistime; thisis about the tenth day.”

"Can't adoctor do anything for them?"

"Naw, | been to adozen of 'em. The pillsthey give me don't help any more than plain aspirin.
And it ain't bad enough for an operation; | get astreak of headaches only about once ayear and I'd
rather stand 'em than have a--what do they call it?-sinusotomy. What are you doing about that money,
Ray-boy?'

"Trying toraiseit, Joe" Ray said. And then, to give himsdlf someleaway: "Might take afew days
or even aweek, but I'll get it."

"What if you can't?'

"Hell, I can--somehow. I've dways paid you before, haven't 17

"Yeah. But what if you can't scareit up thistime, in one chunk? 1 know how much you
make--about how much anyway--and that's quite a piece of cash for you. Close to amonth'sincome. |
shouldn't of let it get that big but | wasn't keeping track and didn't realize how far into me you weretill Bill
caled my atention to it yesterday."

"Sure, Jog, it's quite a piece of cash. But don't worry; I'll get it. And this damn losing streak can't
last forever.”

"Maybe not, but one can last ahell of alot longer than yours has. That'swhat | wanted to talk to
you about. | think you'd better lay off any kind of gambling till you're back even again--and that'll give
your luck timeto turn maybe. | don't run an ingtalment business but I'm willing, in your case, to let you
pay it off by the week. Say fifty aweek; that'd take you alittle |ess than ten weeks."

Ray winced. "My God Joe! | can't pay fifty aweek--1 wouldn't have enough left to live on. How
about twenty-five—-if | can't raisethewholething, that is."

"Fifty might be rough on you, yesh. How about thirty-five?'

"Okay," Ray said. "Give meaweek to seeif | can raisethefour-eighty. Thenif | can't pay you at
least most of it I'll start forking over thirty-five every payday. A ded?’

"A ded. All right, that's settled. 1sn't anything el se you wanted to tell me, isthere?"

A little puzzled--what was Joe getting at?--Ray said, "Nothing | can think of. Except thanks, and
I'll do my best to raise the dough without having to makeit in instalments. Well, so long.

Crossing the living room on hisway out he walked almost jaun-tily. It was over with, and it hadn't
been haf as bad as he'd expected. He had afull week to raise or win the money and even if hedidn't
succeed things wouldn't be too bad. At thirty-five aweek it would take ahdll of along timeto pay off
four-eighty but it would il leave him money for small bets and as soon as he started winning he could
pyramid.

Monahan went to the door with him and opened it; they said so longs and then the door closed
behind him. But it opened again when he was hafway to the stairs and M onahan stepped out into the hdll
and said, "Come back, Ray. Y ou forgot something."

Forgot something? He hadn't forgotten anything. As he walked back he was thinking of Joe's
"lsn't anything ese you wanted to tel me, isthere?' That had been puzzling too. What went on?

He went back. Big Bill held the door open from outside, then following himin and closed it. This
time there was the sound of the chain.

Joe Amico had come out of the bedroom, and in a hurry, because for the first time Ray saw him
lessthan completely immaculate; his straight black hair was mussed from having lain on the bed and he
hadn't taken time to comb it. He was sitting on a corner of the desk, legs dangling, and he no longer
looked likeadall. Y ou could have taken him, though, for amalevolent little marionette with eyes as cold
and hard asmarbles.

Hedidn't raise hisvoice but it was as cold and hard as his eyes. "How long you been making
book yoursdlf, Ray-boy." Thistimethe "Ray-boy" didn't sound like an affectionate nickname; it sounded



like a swear word.

"Wha-" Suddenly in the middle of aword Ray Feck redized what had happened, what must
have happened. "My God, Joe," he said. "That bet | took to place with you for Chuck Connolly--he
must've phoned you to change it or something and said | had the money for you. | have, but honest, Joe,
| forgot, completely forgot.”

"How many other times have you made book yourself on dough somebody gave you to give
me?"

"Never, Joe, honest to God, never." And, in fact, he'd never before done it, to spesk of. A few
times, not over half adozen, held taken asmall bet, never over two or five, to give Joe, thinking that he'd
be seeing him or phoning in some bet of his own; then had decided againgt laying anything that day
himself and hadn't bothered to phone in the peanut bet. Once one of the horses had won and he'd paid
off onit, twelve-forty on atwo-dollar win bet. But never until tonight had he deliberately held out abet to
rase money.

Hewastaking hiswallet out of his pocket with ahand that he tried to keep from trembling,
opening the wallet to take out the three tens Connolly had given him. But Joe was saying. "Thewhole
thing, Ray-boy. Thewallet."”

His eyes had been looking down at the billsin the wallet, trying to focus on it to pick out the three
bills. Helooked up in surprise and that made it too late. Big Bill jerked thewalet out of his hand and
tossed it to Amico, who held it in his hand, tapping a corner of it on hisknee, not asyet opening it.

He said, "How many betsin here besides Connolly's?"

"None, Joe. Honest to God. I've never--"

"Shut up. You gtink, Ray-boy. Chuck Connolly didn't call me up to change his bet; | wouldn't of
even known about it if you hadn't told me. Sam Washburn called me, Sam the waiter at Feratti's. | eat
there often and know him; he dmost dways takes a buck bet instead of atip, and sometimes adds cash
of hisown.

"So he cdled just before you came here, said held got worried about his bet on Birthday Boy
and wanted to changeit alittle. Said he gave you five besdes aonetip, al on the horse's nose. Got a
little doubtful about the hunch and wanted to play the six acrossthe board. And | had a hunch about you,
Ray-boy--that you've dragged down on me before by playing bookie on your own. | decided to seeif
you'd give methat six bucks. | gave you every break, even asked you, God damn it, if you had anything
esetotdl me. Waited till you were clear out the door before | sent Bill to get you back. And what
happens when | get you back?Y ou know I've got something on you and you pop off on aded |
wouldn't of known about otherwise. And then stand there with your bare face hanging down and swear
Connally'sisthe only bet you ever dragged down." He held up the wallet. "How many other betsfrom
today and tonight you still got in here?!

"None, Joe. Honest to God, 1----"

"Shut up,” Joe Amico opened the wallet and, without taking them out, checked the billsinit.
"Fifty bucks. How much was Connolly's bet, and on what? Don't bother lying because I'll check with
Connally onit."

"Thirty," Ray said miserably. "Thirty across, on Blue Belle; Fifth, Aqueduct.”

Amico put the walet down on the desk beside him. "Bill," he said, "take thirty-six out of that.
Make dips on both bets-you heard 'em. Then give him hiswallet and hislousy fourteen bucks change
back."

Monahan went around behind the desk.

Ray sad, "My God, Joe, | know thislookslike I was dragging down on you on purpose, but--"

"Shut up. From now on don't say a God damn word, till | finish and ask you if you understand,
and then you damn well better say yes. Just yes and nothing else.”

"Somebody e se taking betsin my name, dragging down on me, that's one thing--the onething |
won't stand. Don't matter if it's Sx bucks-that'sdl | knew about for sure at first--or thirty-six or a
million. Or six cents, for that matter.

"We're through, Ray-boy, finished. Y ou come around here with agrand in cash and want to lay



it, | don't takeit. | don't deal with chisdlers.

"I made you anice easy ded--four months I'd of took to get dl that four-eighty at thirty-five
bucks aweek. | meant it and you could of had the dedl, but at the sametime | was testing you, to seeiif
you were going to give methat lousy six bucks. | knew if you ever dragged down on me you would
tonight, on account of you're behind the eight-ball.”

Monahan came around from behind the desk and held out Ray'swallet to him. Ray took it and
put it back into his pocket with a hand that was shaking badly.

Joe Amico was saying, "Do | haveto tell you that dedl's off now? Y ou got anew deal and hereit
is. | want that money, all of it, by thistime tomorrow night. Y ou got twenty-four hoursto raiseit. | don't
care how you raiseit. Sdl your car. Sdl your wife. Rob abank."

"Joe, | can't--"

"l said shut up. Bill, if he opensthat yakker of hisagain put afist init. Ray-boy, | dmaost hope
you can't. Because I'll get afour-eighty kick outawhat 1I'm going to do if you don't.”

He looked at hiswrist watch. " Just twenty-four hours from right now | start putting out theword
that you're marked lousy, that you're acheap crook and awelsher besides. | start with all the tavern and
liquor store owners | know--and | know plenty. Chuck Connolly will be on top of thelist. | tell ‘'em if
they're friends of mine they won't deal with arat like you. I'll ask 'em to pass the word to the other guys
inthelr racket, the ones | don't know. And some of the boys, the ones | know best and do business with,
are going to phonein your boss and complain about you, about the way you treat 'em, the way you act in
ther joints.

"It'l take alittle while for the word to get al the way around, but you'll be lucky, Ray-boy, to
make fifty bucksin commission next week or to hold your job for two weeks."

"Oh, and you'll never lay another bet, even if you ever get any money to lay. | do know every
other bookie in town and they come right after the bar owners. And | know who at least some of your
friends are, too, and | spread the word there. By a couple weeks from now you won't be ableto sitin
even a penny-ante stud game in aprivate house."

"Okay, that'sit. Now you can talk--one word and it better be yes, and no more than that. Do
you understand?’

"Yes," Ray sad. Hopelessly he turned to go; nothing he could possibly say would help right now,
evenif hedared to say it.

"Not quiteyet," Amico said. "Bill, touch him up alittle. Take it easy and don't mark him. Just
something to help him remember.”

Ray had sense enough to know that it wouldn't do any good to fight back; he'd get hurt worse if
he did. He stood still and tried to make himsdf limp when Big Bill left's hand grabbed a handful of the
front of his coat and shirt, thinking that if he went down from whatever came first maybethey'd let it go at
that.

But what camefirst was a pair of flat-handed daps to the face--back of the hand to one side,
palm to the other. Sapsthat rocked his head, stung like hell, and made his earsring.

Then Big Bill, till holding with hisleft, pulled hisright hand back and drove afigt like the business
end of abattering ram into the pit of Ray's scomach. The pain was so grest that, as his hands went to his
stomach, hetried to double over and would have except for the big hand still holding his clothes bunched
infront of his chest. From somewhere miles avay and through a haze of redness he heard Monahan's
voice say, "Enough, Joe?' and Amico'svoice say, "Y eah. Put himin achair. Don't put him out in the hdll
till he can walk. We don't want him laying on our doorstep.”

Hewasin achair and nothing was holding him now; he could double over forward in the chair
and he did. He wasretching.

From somewhere not quite so far awvay he heard Amico's voice again. "And don't let him out till
you're sure hewon't puke on the hall carpet, either. If he pukesin here keep himtill hesableto cleanit
up.”

He heard the door open and close; Amico had gone back into the bedroom. He heard a phone
ring and then Big Bill's voice answering it and then saying, "Ten to win on Rawhide in the fourth, twenty



to show on Dark Angel in the seventh. Right, Perry.”

He could straighten up now, and he wasn't going to puke. His ssomach il hurt like hell and his
cheeks stung and his ears rang, but he thought he could stand up now. He had to stand up and get out of
here fast. For amoment he couldn't remember why, and then it came to him. His date with Dolly. She
was his only chance now, or the only one he could think of. Joe Amico had meant every word heldd said.

Heraised hisarmto look at hiswrist watch. Y es, he could still makeitin timeif hewas lucky in
catching ataxi quickly outside. Lucky that thiswas Willis Street and taxis were fairly frequent; He put his
hands on the arms of his chair and stood up. Not quite straight; the pain in his ssomach made him bend
forward alittle at thewais.

"Y ou okay?' Big Bill asked him. Hisvoice wasimpersond, neither friendly nor unfriendly.

"Sure. | got to get out of here. I'm going to be late for adateif | don't leave now."

"Walk back and forth afew times. When | see you can navigate, okay."

Hewas alittle tottery walking across the room the first time, better coming back. After afew
trips he was walking dmost norm-aly, as much asit hurt him to do so.

Big Bill got up and went to the door and opened it. "Okay, Ray. No hard fedings?'

"No," Ray sad.

As hewaked through Big Bill said, "Believeit or not, | pulled my punch on that poke in the gut.”
And then, before Ray could answer, not that there was anything to answer, the door closed behind him
and he heard the chain dideinto the dot.

No gairsthistime. He went to the shaft of the salf-service eevator and pushed the button. The
indicator showed that it was on the top floor, but it started down. He leaned againgt the wall opposite the
elevator door to wait for it.

Suddenly he remembered something and reached for hiswallet. Amico had told Monahan to
take thirty-six out, but what if Monahan hadn't put back the change? But Monahan had; thewallet held a
ten and some singles. Fourteen lousy bucks.

He had to get money from Dolly now. And he might aswdll try for five hundred while hewas a
it--what wasto lose trying? If he got that much--and held offer any kind of interest to get it--he'd stay
out of the poker session and not risk losing any of it. Hed keep it intact to be sure of being ableto pay
Joe tomorrow.

But fifty or ahundred wouldn't do him any good with Joe, so if that was dl he could get, running
it up would be hisonly chance.

Dally, Dolly hethought; please, Dolly. Be like the mistress of the man in the French short
story.

The devator came and the door did open automaticaly. He stepped inside.

A minute later hewas at the curb, looking frantically both waysfor ataxi. Nonewasin sght and
he ran, doubled over abit because his ssomach hurt, to the corner, where he'd have a better chance of

flagging one.

8:47 P.M.

See now asthrough a defective windowpane that letsin light but distorts the images that the light
bears. See now into Benny Knox as he himself sees out. See atwisted cosmos peopled by phantoms
who buy newspapers as they pass and then are seen no more, except for afew who come regularly
enough to becomereal for awhile and to be remembered most of the time. Through this pane Benny
seesafrightening but basicaly smple universe run by agood God of Vengeance when sinisdone.

But firgt let us see him from the outside, as others see him. Benny Knox was born thirty-five
years ago to amother who died in bearing him, her firstborn. Hisfather was a Baptist minister, afiery
fundamentalist to whom Heaven and Hell werefully asred as Earth. Hisfather, who never remarried,



raised him.

During infancy he seemed perfectly norma and not only seemed but was perfectly hedthy and he
was dways big for hisage. If during the next years, those of his preschool childhood, signs of retardation
began first to show and then to multiply, hisfather, who after all had no standard of comparison, failed to
recognize them.

Thefact that he was retarded wasn't known until he was entered in the first grade of schoal (his
father hadn't 'believed in' kinder-garten; al they did there was|let children play and Benjamin aready
knew how to play). Within amonth he had been examined by a school psychologist and the Reverend
Matthew Knox had been called in for conference and advised to send his son to aspecia school for
subnormal children.

Benny had attended that school for eight years, until he was fourteen. Then the school's principal
had told Benny'sfather: "I'm afraid we've done al we can for Benjamin. He has approximately the
equivaent of athird-grade education. Perhaps alittle better than that in some subjects--such asreading
and arithmetic. Not so good in some others, subjects that require memorizing, such as geography or
spdling.

"Socidly, the pictureis neither too good nor too bad. He gets aong reasonably well with people,
especidly his contemporaries, but only when circumstances force him to. He greatly prefers soli-tary
occupations and activities. He seems to daydream; whether or not that will decrease or increase ashe
growsolder, only timewill tell.

"Moraly--wdl, hesamost too good. It's obvious that he had very strong religioustraining at
home and is—-wdll, amost too literally convinced of everything he was taught.”

The Reverend Matthew Knox had frowned dightly. "What he was taught at home was literdly
true," he had said.

"Of course. But, unless tempered with reason, some of the teachings of Christianity
are--ah--hardly surviva characteristicsin our society. Or in any society for that matter. Generosity isa
virtue, for example, but it must be practiced with moderation. Recently | happened to learn of aboy
having come to school without hislunch. Not, mind you, because his parents are poor; they aren't. Just
because he forgot it. Benjamin gave the boy his lunch and went hungry that day. When | learned of it |
talked to him and explained that whileit would have been agood thing for him to share hislunch with the
boy he should not smply have given it away and gone hungry himsalf. There have been other such
instances but that's the most recent one.”

Benny'sfather had nodded thoughtfully. "I'll talk to him about it," he said. Asamatter of fact, he
aready had, agreat many times. Benny smply couldn't keep such things as baseball gloves, roller skates
or kitereds, and when something was gone it was dway's because he had given it to apoor boy who
didn't have one. Severd times, when Benny knew the name of the poor boy and where helived, the
Reverend Knox had gone and got the article back; never had he encountered any poverty more real than
his own. He had finally solved the problem--and without crossing Benny's desire to give to the poor--by
issuing and occasiondly repeating aflat order to the effect that before he gave anything of histo a poor
boy he should bring the boy home with him; he would then talk to the boy and decide whether or not the
boy was redlly poor and needed the article in question worse than Benny did. With rare exceptions,
when Benny had forgotten, this had worked. Apparently none of the boys who had been taking
advantage of Benny had wanted to face an inquisition at Benny's home first. But apparently Benny had
not known that this edict had extended to school.

"And thereis one other thing," the principa was saying “that troubles me about Benjamin. | must
say that it troubles me much more than hisindiscriminate generosity--for | believe you can train him out
of that without too much difficulty. He has atendency to confess to having done things he did not do. His
teacher tells me that several times when some prank or bit of minor vandalism has been committed she
has talked to the class about it and then asked whoever was guilty of it to raise his hand; each time
Benjamin's hand went up. And each time some minor punishment was meted out to him for what she
believed he had done. Then one day the prank in question happened to be one she knew positively
Benny could not have done, and he still raised his hand. It was a caricature of the teacher drawn on the



backboard during lunch hour and it was rather well done for a child's drawing; Benny is very poor at
drawing. The teacher sent Benjamin to meto have atak.

"His answers to me were vague and confusing. | honestly don't know whether he knew he was
innocent and had some compulsive reason for offering himsdlf as a scapegoat--perhaps guilt fedings
about something e se--or whether he redly thought, once the ques-tion was put to him, that he had redly
doneit."

The Reverend Knox was troubled; this was something new to him. True, whenever he had asked
Benny whether or not he had committed some certain derdliction, the answer had amost always been
affirmative, but he had never questioned the boy unless he was dready reasonably sure Benny was guilty,
s0 the affirmation had never been asurprise. He asked, "' Could Benjamin have been with the boy who
made the drawing--aided and abetted him, asit were--and thus felt that he shared the guilt and have
raised his hand for that reason?’

"No. Once the teacher serioudy considered drawing styles, the identity of the culprit became
obvious; only one boy in the class could have doneit. Once the question was put to him directly he
confessed--as a matter of fact he wasjudtifiably alittle proud of the drawing--and admitted that another
boy had been with him but it wasn't Benjamin. Benjamin hadn't even known of the drawing.”

"Il have atak with him," Benny'sfather had said.

And held had anumber of talkswith him during the first year or two Benny was out of school.
He'd made a number of tests, too. For example, if he himsalf should accidentally bresk adrinking glassin
the kitchen, later he'd show Benny the broken glass and ask if he had doneit. All too often, for awhile,
Benny would admit guilt. Thisawaysled to another and longer talk, and findly he felt sure that he hed
cured Benny of thisfault--and he had, for along time. Like the principal, he had never been ableto
decide whether Benny had deliberately made afa se confession to court punishment or whether heredlly
thought, when asked, that he had committed the offense in question.

He had given thought, too, to Benny's being able to make aliving for himsdf intheworld. At fird,
since Benny was too young for afull-time job, he had bought him a newspaper route. After afew
mistakes, Benny had done dl right onit. It was teaching Benny responsibility, he thought, and thefive or
sx dollarsaweek it brought in helped out immeasurably. After awhile the only help he needed wasto be
reminded once amonth when it wastime to make his collections.

When Benny was Sixteen and dready bigger than most men hisfather decided that it wastimeto
help him find anicheintheworld intheway of afull-time job. The good minister was himself in failing
health and beginning to redize that by the time of his own death Benny needs must have not only ameans
of earning afull livelihood but away of living alone without congtant parental care and advice. Theonly
aternative would be, after his own degth, for Benny to be ingtitutionaized and become a public charge.
Thiswasto be avoided if at al possible. Over the course of the next two years he found Benny avariety
of jobs--in vain. Benny could handle dmost any of them, with congtant supervision, but no employer
could afford an employee whom he had to watch dl thetime. Even a manual |abor jobs, dthough he was
plenty husky enough to handle them, Benny managed to get into trouble. Set him to digging aditch and he
would dig it into the next county unless you were there to stop him.

When Benny was elghteen and had never held afull-timejob longer than afew weeks, and few
that long, the Reverend Knox learned that he only had about six monthsto live. Fortunately, at about the
sametime, he chanced to learn that an ederly man who for many years made aliving running a
newspaper stand on abusy downtown street corner was about to retire and wanted to sall hisbusiness,
Newspapers were the only thing Benny had ever got along with; if he could run a newspaper route
maybe he could sl newspapers over a counter. In some ways the latter was even smpler. Every
transaction was a smple cash ded instead of amore complicated monthly collection. Knox had along
talk with the retiring vendor, and bought the concession. The sdller stayed on for afew daysto show
Benny what ropes there were. Knox saw the circulation managers of the two newspapers Benny would
handle and the manager of the distribution agency that supplied him with the items he would sdll; with
each of them he arranged to have Benny's bills sent to the parsonage. There was nothing to it, and Benny
got dong fine from the start. Each evening he brought home his receipts for the day and turned them over



to hisfather, who took care of paying hisbills and managed his money for him, starting him out each day
with the amount and variety of change he'd need to start business at the stand.

There remained only one problem to solve before he could die, and Knox had had its solution in
mind for along time; he had waited only until he was sure his son could earn aliving. A Mrs. Saddler, a
widow and agood woman, was a member of his congre-gation and she ran aboarding house within
walking distance of downtown. He went to see her and made arrangements for Benny to room and
board with her, and for her, for asmall but adequate percentage of Benny's earnings, to take over the
management of hisaffairs

That, too, had worked out. Each night he brought his money home to her, as he had to hisfather.
She managed it for him, took out what she had coming for room and board, gave him an dlowance of
spending money--which went for candy and ice cream sodas, his only dissipation--bought clothesfor him
when he needed any, and put the surplusin the bank, part of it in aspecia checking account against
which she drew for hisbusiness expenses, the rest in a savings account in his name--but which she
reminded him of only when some extra expense or minor emergency necessitated hishelp in drawing
some of it out.

Thisaccomplished, the Reverend Knox had quit fighting the Resper. He had given up hisministry
and his parsonage, had gone to a hospital and died.

And al had gone wdl for fifteen years, until Benny Knox was thirty-three. On the surface
anyway; Mrs. Saddler sometimes wasn't sure what went on down inside of Benny when occasonaly he
had dark, unhappy, brooding spells; she wasn't ableto get him to talk about them athough ordinarily he
prattled to her fredly about anything and everything. And nothing had ever come of the spells; they'd
awaysworn off.

Until suddenly at the height of one of them Benny, she subse-quently learned, had goneto the
police station one morning and had confessed to having committed amurder that had been muchinthe
newspapers for two weeks. It had been, according to how one might look at it, abad time or agood
timefor him to have confessed to that particular crime; the police had just gpprehended the red killer
only an hour before; the news had not yet hit the papers or Benny would have read about it. Benny did
read the newspapers during dull periods at the newsstand--the parts of them that he was able to
understand and make sense of, which included crime stories and the comic page and not much else.

The police knew who Benny was and what he was, &fter fifteen years his downtown newsstand
was alandmark and just about everyonein town knew him by sight. Many policemen knew him well
enough to stop and talk a moment when they were passing his stand. So they brushed Benny off gently.
They asked for hiswallet and looked at the identification init to seeif it had an "in case of accident or
illness notify" card with aname and address and it did. They phoned Mrs. Saddler and, after talking to
her long enough to establish her relationship with Benny, they explained to her what had happened and
asked her to comein and talk with them, after which she could take Benny back home with her. Which
shedid. And she talked to him until he wasfindly convinced that he had just imagined what he had tried
to tell the police. Or perhaps he was not completely convinced until he read an afternoon paper with the
story of the capture and confession of thered killer.

Along with many peoplewith higher 1.Q.'sthan his, Benny beli-eved implicitly everything he reed
inprint.

The next time Benny Knox confessed to a crime he did not commit, again amurder, was two
yearslater--ayear ago, when Benny was thirty-four. That time he did not get off so lightly, for severd
good reasons. The crime was not yet solved, and it had been awanton, purposaesskilling that bore dl
the earmarks of having been committed by amentally deranged person. A few dayslater it turned out to
have been committed by apair of teenage heroin addicts, but until then Benny had rather arough time of
it. His story was hard to disprove; it made senseinsofar asit covered al the facts that had appeared in
the papers. Only one thing saved him from being actualy charged with the crime and getting his name and
picture in the papers as amurderer--which would have been very bad for business at the newsstand,
even though he would subsequently have been cleared. Some people would sill have been afraid of him.
The thing that had saved Benny had been his choice of aweapon. The news stories had said only theat the



man had been beaten to death with ablunt, heavy weapon. After the autopsy the police knew that the
wegpon had been asection of rusty pipe; not only did some of the wounds clearly indicate its diameter
but tiny fragments of rust had been found embedded in the victim's skull. But they had not given this
particular bit of information to the newspapers, and Benny'simagination had supplied him with a baseball
bat as the blunt heavy weapon he had used. Moreover, he was unable to remember where he had
obtained it or what he had done with it afterward.

The police, that time, were not so ready and willing to release Benny Knox. Hed giventhem a
hard time and caused them alot of work. For awhile they'd serioudy consdered charging him despite
the one discrepancy in hisstory. The rest of it made sense and could have been true. Further, they were
convinced that he was, or at least had been, sincerein thinking he had committed the crime. That made
him a psychopath, and it could be that he was a potentialy dangerous one. If he could imagine himsdlf to
have committed a crime possibly someday he might realy commit one.

They held him while Dr. Kranz, an dienist who was afriend of the police commissioner'sand
who usudly advised the police on borderline cases like Benny's, talked to him twice and dso had along
talk with Mrs. Saddler, who knew more about Benny's background and history than anyone else. Dr.
Kranz saved Benny.

"Benny Knox," hewrote in hisinformal report to the commis-soner, "seemsto have amenta age
of about eight. Whileit istrue that many adults with that mentd age find themsaves unable to adjust to
the world and to earn their own way in it, thereby requiring ingtitutionaization, others do make the
adjustment, especially ones who still have parents or other mentors to guide and help them.

"Mrs. Saddler stands in loco parentis to Knox, and sheisavery sane and sensible woman.
With her help, he does all right. Of course sheis about twenty years older than he (that ismy guess; | did
not ask her age) and it is statistically probable that she will predecease him, but even this may not lead to
his becoming a public charge. Mrs. Saddler isaware of the problem and hasin mind solving it when the
time comes, in other words, if and when she finds hersalf getting too old to run her boarding house any
longer. She knows other rooming and boarding house keepers, some younger than hersdlf, and believes
shewill have no difficulty in finding one willing to take over Benny. She says heis pleasant, tractable and
easy to get dong with, and his earnings are sufficient and he will represent a profit and not aburden to
whoever takes care of him. The biggest problem, in fact, will be to find someone sufficiently honest not to
meake too much of aprofit on him.

"So much of his adjustment to society despite his subnormality and now to what you've been
waiting for meto discuss, hisabnorm-ality, hisfantasy of believing that he has committed crimes of which
he isinnocent and wishing to be punished for them. From what | can learn he seemsto have been a
wonderfully 'good' boy and probably did nothing that, even in hisown mind, merited the punishment he
now seeks. | would say that his guilt fedings were given to him by hisfather. His father--who raised
Benny done after hismother died in childbirth--was afiery fundamentalist minister. He taught hisson
what he himsdlf believed--agood but vengeful God, origind sn, avery literd brimstone Hell, eternd
damnation for the Snner. These are very heady and frightening doctrines even for a person of normal
mentdlity.

"Hefedshimsdlf guilty of unnamesble sins and since he cannot name them--and thereby obtain
punishment and through punish-ment forgiveness--he builds the fantasy of having committed ared sin,
one of which he can be punished. A nameable rea sn becomes surrogate for an unnameable one.

"The prognosis? Incurable. He may 'grow out of it' or its symptoms may become worse or at any
rate more frequent.

"Does this mean he should be put in an ingtitution? | personally do not think so. He will probably
again--and possibly again and again--become amild thorn in your side by confessing to other crimes. As
ameatter of police routine you'll have to check his story out, and thereby run into alittle extrawork and
expense. But--at his present rate of two years having el gpsed between hislast confes-sion and his current
one--the cogt of thisdight amount of police work oncein awhilewill be aminute fraction of the cost to
society of inditutiondizing him and supporting him for the rest of hislife. So my recommendation isthat
you give society abreak by letting Benny support himsalf aslong as he can.



"I don't think theré's any chance of hisbecoming dangeroudy insane. | can't guarantee that, of
course--but neither can | guar-anteeit in your case or mine. And | can say for himwhat | can say for you
or me: a present none of the three of us shows signs or inclinations toward any dangerous aberration.

"I do suggest one precaution, however. Any time he again comes in with aconfession, whether or
not it'sone you can immediately rule out without investigation, hold him until 1 can talk to him again and
determine whether his degree and kind of mental disturbanceis at that time such that | might want to
change my recommendation.”

That had been ayear ago. Now Benny Knox was disturbed again. Not suddenly, not just
tonight; hisrealization that he was the man who had murdered the two women, the man the police were
looking for, had come to him gradualy over the past week. At first he hadn't been sure, he couldn't redlly
remember. But that wasn't surprising; from timeto time there were so many thingsthat he couldn't
remember. Even now he couldn't remember why he had killed them--it must have been just because he
was bad, evil. People were born evil and only through God and Jesus could they become good and even
then before they could get into Heaven they must confessto the evil things they had done and be
punished before they could be forgiven.

He closed hiseyes and had amentd picture of hisfather and hisfather was holding out ahand to
him and saying, "Y ou've done wrong, Benjamin. Confess and let them punish you so you can be forgiven,
or I'll never seeyou again. You'l go to hdl and burn forever." Hisfather'sface wasredly hisfather's
face, for therewas a picture of hisfather's face on Benny's bureau and he saw it every day and couldn't
forget what hisfather had looked like. But his father's body was clad in shimmering robes and seated on
athrone. Benny often got hisfather in Heaven and his Heavenly Father mixed up and was aslikdly to
pray to one asto the other.

Hesad, "Yes, Father, | will," doud and opened hiseyes. They fell upon hishandslying in front
of him on apile of newspapers. Big, strong hands. Strangler's hands. Hands that could kill easly, and had
killed.

Footsteps approached and stopped, and he looked up. Officer Hoff stood there, grinning down
at him. "Hi, Benny. Will you take your big paws off that pile of papers so | can take one?’

Benny lifted his hands and dropped them in hislap, out of sight, and Officer Hoff took one of the
papers and put it under hisarm. He didn't put down adime, but Benny hadn't expected him to;
policemen didn't have to pay for papers. He didn't know why not, but the man from whom his father had
bought the newsstand had explained to him that policemen didn't have to pay for little thingslike
newspapers. It was part of the cost of doing business, held explained, whatever that meant. Y ou didn't
charge policemen for their papers and then they liked you and helped you if you needed help. Well, he
needed help now. Maybe Officer Hoff would want to arrest him right now. Officer Hoff was anice man.

Hesaid, "Mr. Hoff, | killed them two women. Y ou want to arrest me? Or should | walk around
to the Sation mysdf?*

Officer Hoff had quit grinning. He shook his head sadly. "Not again, Benny. Y ou didn't--"

"I redly did, Mr. Hoff. I--choked them to death.” Benny held up his hands, the evidence.

Officer Hoff shook hishead again. "Wéll--I'll radio in from the car. Maybe they'll want meto
bring you in. I'll see. We're pretty busy tonight.”

He walked downstreet to the curb where the squad car was waiting, another officer at the whesd!.
He got into the squad car. Benny was afraid at first that they'd drive off, and then he saw that the squad
car wasn't moving. And after a couple of minutes Officer Hoff got out of it and came back.

Hesaid, "No, they don't want usto bring you in. Lieutenant Burton--you know him? Red hair?*

Benny hadn't known the name but when Officer Hoff said, "Red hair," he remembered held
talked alot with a policeman with red hair, down at the station. He couldn't remember what they'd talked
about, but he remembered the hair. He nodded.

"Wdll, hewantsto see you. But thereisn't any hurry. Y ou can go ahead and sl therest of your
papers, no use their going to waste. Then you go to the station and helll see you.”

Benny nodded again. "All right, I'll go round.”

"Besureyou do, and don't forget." He shook hishead athird time. "Benny, you didn't kill them



dames--we checked you out on it, long ago. Y ou and alot of other people. But just the same don't you
forget to go to the station. If you don't go there after you quit well have to come to the rooming house to
getyou.”

"I won't forget, Mr. Hoff. I'll go there.”

Benny sadly watched Officer Hoff get back into the squad car and watched the squad car drive
off.

Officer Hoff hadn't believed him ether. But the policeman with the red hair would believe him,
when Benny told him al about it.

9:00 P.M.

A clock somewhere was striking nine as Ray Fleck got out of thetaxi in front of Dolly Mason's
gpartment, and he knew that he was on time. Held had trouble finding a cab and had thought he was
going to be late--not that afew minuteslate would have mattered but if he was very late Dolly would be
annoyed; Dally got annoyed eadly if you were late for adate with her. Then just at the right moment a
cab had pulled in to the curb right near him to discharge passengers, and held caught it.

A turnin hisluck? God, he hoped so. Everything had been going wrong today and tonight, up
till then. What had got into him to pop off about Connolly's thirty-dollar bet when it had been Sam'sthat
Amico had been talking about! A lousy six bucks, and he had forgotten it by then. Connolly'sthirty had
been the one on hismind. Hell, he thought disgustedly, he redlly couldn't blame Amico for not believing
that he'd not been covering bets and dragging down right along, when held come up with aboner like
that.

But Jesus, did Joe have to get so tough about it? Twenty-four hoursto raise four hundred and
eighty bucks, or ese. Hisface was gtill sore from the two flat-handed dgps M onahan had given him and
his ssomach till ached from the blow there. But those things would pass, the pain of them and the
humiliation of them. But if helogt hisjob he was sunk, redly sunk. If helost hisjob the way Joe would
make him loseit, under acloud with the J. & B. Distributors and on the outs with most of his customers
to boot, he'd never get areference and never get another job, here or anywhere else, sdling liquor.

Many people thought Ray Fleck was agood al-round salesman who could do well selling dmost
anything to dmost anybody, but Ray knew better; held tried. Hisfirst foray into saling had been just after
held quit high school about three-fourths of the way through his senior-year--he wasfailing in severd
subjects and wasn't going to be graduated anyway--and it had been atry at selling brushes door to door.
Hed hated it, especialy the long hours the company had expected him to work, and he'd stuck it out less
than aweek, during which time he'd earned seven dollars and some odd cents. He'd tried to stay home
and loaf around for awhile but finaly became fed up with hisfather calling him ano-good and with not
having any spending money, and he started to look for work again. During the next seven yearshe held a
lot of jobs but none of them for very long. All in all heworked about half of the time, but he got by
because hisfather, a certified public accountant, had afairly good income and after awhile gave up trying
to collect anything from his son in the way of room and board, so dl the money Ray did make went for
clothes and entertainmen.

The jobs he held were many and varied. Soda jerk, counterman, assistant shipping clerk, driver
of addivery truck, what have you. He never held any job longer than afew months; haf of them he quit
because the work was too hard or too boring; he was fired from the rest for avariety of reasons, usually
for goofing off. Once, in abad period, hewasfired for dipping into atill but luckily the employer didn't
prosecute so he didn't have a police record because of it. The job he had held longest, and had most
hated, during that period had been with the army when he had been drafted at twenty. And he had held
that job only five monthsinstead of the usud period. He had suddenly devel oped aviolent dlergy to
wool, and since the army wasn't geared to provide specid uniforms and bedding for him, it had the



choice of discharging him or letting him ride out hishitch intheinfirmary. It discharged him. The dlergy
had gradualy diminished; by now he could wear wool suits except in very hot weether, but in cold
westher he till used quilts or comfortersinstead of blankets.

Severd of hisjobsduring that period had been sdlling jobs; held tried insurance, automobiles,
hardware, and afew other things. But he hadn't lasted at those jobs aslong as at others. He could turn
on apleasing persondity and could make peoplelike him, but he lacked the persaverance and
determination necessary to succeed at selling, which isalot tougher job than most people think.

Until at the end of the seven years he found himsdlf and found the one job he both liked and
could dowdll at. It wastime that hefound it, for his parents had just died, his mother, only amonth
before hisfather, and free food and board were out; he had to keep ajob if he wanted to eat regularly.

And thejob he had finaly found was anaturd for him. He liked hanging out in taverns. Heliked
to be able to buy rounds of drinks and being able, within reason, to put them on an expense account. He
liked the hours. The only part of the job that he considered work was the calls he had to make at liquor
stores and he was willing to do that chore for the sake of therest of the job. He liked drinking and he had
an excdlent capacity for holding his drinks. The job brought him into contact with otherswho, like
himsdlf, loved gambling and enjoyed talking horse racing, dog racing, the odds on a pennant race or
matching coinsfor drinks. Best of dl, the job let him make money--and make it doing what came
naturdly.

And now he was going to lose that wonderful job, unless he could raise four hundred and eighty
bucksin twenty-four hours. Joe Amico had meant every word of what he/d said, and Joe could make his
threats good, too. He wouldn't last aweek in hisjob if Joe started spreading the word around. He had to
raise that money now; it was amatter of desperate necessity.

He paid off thetaxi, and that |eft him thirteen dollars, thirteen lousy dollars.

Dally, he thought, don't fail me now! Held already decided, in thetaxi, not to start off by asking
for any special amount; held just tell her he was in adesperate jam and needed every cent he could
possibly get. Maybe sheld come up with five hundred and take him off the hook completely. If that
happened, he wouldn't risk the poker game at al; held make sure of having the dough for Amico, to save
hisjob. That came ahead of everything else, now.

Of course she probably wouldn't have five hundred in cash at the apartment, that would be too
much to hopefor, but acheck would be dl right; hed have dl day tomorrow to cash it. How much could
he offer her for five hundred? To pay her back six hundred within two weeks? That ought to be enough
to tempt her, but hell, he could go even higher if he had to. After dl, he hadn't given her hisright name so
she couldn't locate him to heckle him. Not that he wouldn't pay her back as soon as he could--if shewas
reasonable, like wanting six for five. If he had to promise her anything extortionate, like athousand for
five hundred, then she could whistle for it and it would serve her right for being greedy.

He hurried up the two flights of stairs and aong the corridor, knocked on Daolly's door.

She opened it, first on the chain, and then when she saw who it was she said, "Hi, Ray honey.
Just asec,” and closed the door amoment to dide off the chain and open it wide.

Hewent in and she stepped aside and then closed the door behind him. The chain went on again.
Few women were taking chances these days, even if aman waswith them.

Dolly Mason, he saw, was practically ready for action. Her other-wise bare little feet werein
mules and shewore athin slk kimono, brilliant red, with obvioudy nothing at al--except
Dally--undernegth it. But he was too desperately worried to be interested. Business came firgt, right now.
Of courseif he got enough money from her to end hisworries for tonight, then he could relax and romp.

"Dally,” he blurted. "I'min ajam, ahell of ajam. Life or death, amost. | need to borrow some
money--just for aweek or so. Have you got any?"

She took ashort step back from him; she'd been going toward him to put her arms around him as
she dways did when he camein. "Honey, | haven't got any money. Where did you get awild idealike
that?' She looked toward a handbag lying on an end table by the sofa. "I've got just eight dollars--and |
can't spare any of that becauseit'sgot to last metill payday, three days. Look, I'll show you if you don't
bdieveme"



She started toward the handbag but he said, "Never mind, | believe you. | didn't mean that kind
of money anyway. And cash doesn't matter. A check will do because | can cash it tomorrow and that'll
be intime, because tomorrow night's my deadline. And you'll make money on it--not lose. If you can
lend me five hundred I'll give you back six, in two weeks. That's how God damn important it--"

Suddenly she was laughing. Not acrud laugh, but an amused one. "Ray honey, | haven't got a
bank account, not even asavings account, let alone achecking one. I'm sorry if you'rein trouble, but
what made you think | had any money? Honest, | haven't."

Ray Fleck took a step backward and dropped onto the sofa, put his elbows on hisknees and his
faceinto his hands. He was beat. He hadn't realized until this moment how much held been counting on
Dally--and how ridiculousit had been for him to have done so. He didn't know whether or not Dolly was
lying about not having a bank account, but he knew, and for sure, that even if she had she wasn't going to
lend him any money. Not even fifty bucksthat he might manageto run up in the poker game, let donethe
live hundred that it would take to bail him out of trouble. She didn't trust him that much and it wouldn't do
any good to plead, to offer her athousand back instead of six hundred. Even if she had achecking
account, shed never admit now that sheldd been lying and write him a check againgt it.

"Ray honey, I'm sorry. Honest."

Hetook his hands away from hisface, stared at her dully. "It'sdl right, Dally. | shouldn't have--"
He shook his head dowly. Hed started to say that he'd been adamn fool to expect anything but this, but
there wasn't any point in finishing the sentence. The only thing to do now wasto get going, go some place
where he could think, and try to figure something out. He knew there wasn't mi earthly chance that he
could raise the four eighty tonight, but if he didn't waste time he might still build back his stake enough to
let him st intonight'sgame. Hisluck had to change sometime.

"Ray, you do look beat," Dally said. "Would adrink help? Let me makeyou adrink."

He started to say no, and then nodded instead. He redlly did need adrink now, and it seemed
like ages since held had one. It had been at Connolly's, before that horrible scenea Amico's. "Sure," he
sad. "Makeit astrong one, huh?'

"One strong drink coming up,” Dolly said. She went around the screen that hid the kitchenette.
He heard her taking down glasses from the little cupboard over the sink.

What an ass he/d been to remember that short story about the mistress who had given her--

Jewdry? Dolly had jewery. He didn't know how much of it or how vauable it was, but it could
be worth plenty. Not that she'd give or lend it to him, of course, but he knew where she'd kept it, or
some of it. It wasin alittle hand-tooled leather box on top of the dresser in the bedroom. He'd never
seen down ingdeit but he'd seen her open it and put jewdry into it. The last time held been here sheld
been wearing long dangling earrings with green stones--emera ds?--and sheld taken them off the last thing
and put them into the box before she'd thrown herself face down on the bed and rolled over into his
walting arms.

The jewdry in that little box might be worth plenty. Did he dare? There wouldn't be time now,
even though the bedroom door stood gjar; it was clear across the living room from him and she'd surely
hear him moving if hetried to go there. HeEd have to go to bed with her to get a chance at the box, but it
would be easy then; she always went to the bathroom for aminute or two immediately after.

Did he dare? Why not? He'd taken chances before, dthough never quite in thisway, but then
he'd never been in thisbad afix before either. Besdes, it wouldn't realy be stedling; it would be
borrowing without telling Dolly about it. Hed make it up to her someday, when he was solvent again. If
he couldn't get her back the same jewelry he could get her other stuff likeit.

Thank God he hadn't given her hisright name. Fletcher instead of Fleck wasalittle close for
comfort, but &l she knew about him outsde of hisright first name wasthat he was aliquor salesman. But
there were alot of liquor salesmen in the city--and the police wouldn't know that hed given her hisright
first name, since they could find out quickly enough that he hadn't given aright last one. Dolly came back
with two drinks, both dark enough to show that she'd really made them strong.

Hetook the drink she held out to him and downed haf of it at agulp. It was strong enough to
burn on the way down and it did help, it did make him fedl better.



Doally sat down on the sofabeside him, not pulling the kimono closed, and snuggled up againgt
him. "Ray, honey," she said, "there's something might make you fed even better than adrink.” "A sure
curefor everything?' he asked; "Maybe, Dolly. Maybeit would help. But | got to think aminutefirst, get
something clear in my mind.

He put hisfree arm around her, but made no move otherwise. He didn't want to take her to bed
unless he was going to take the gamble of emptying that jewel box, and if he made a pass or even kissed
her held be committing himself. Besides, he knew thet if he could get aroused, and let himsdlf, he wouldn't
have thewill power not to follow through, no matter what he decided about the jewels.

But he had to decide quickly. Wastherisk too great? Hell, he couldn't deny there was a
risk--why had hetold Dolly what hisjob was? If held kept that under his hat too, it would be safe as
houses. But that would be pretty much of alead, if the police really worked on it, and there was no
reason why Dolly shouldn't and wouldn't report it to the police. Of courseif she didn't missit for severa
days she couldn't be sure who had taken it, but that was too much to hope for. Probably she wouldn't
missit tonight but probably when she dressed for work in the morning sheld go to the box for some piece
of jewelry, costume or red, and that would heit. But it would still take the copsawhileto get to him and
if he could get rid of the stuff first--and he thought he knew where and how to do that--thereld be no
proof. It would be just hisword against hers and his reputation was at least as good as hers--hell, he had
friends on the force who would vouch for him. Maybe his reputation was better; hed never beenin cop
trouble, and maybe Dolly had. And--

He thought of the trouble hed beinif he didn't raise the money for Amico, and suddenly made
up hismind. Hed take the gamble. That is, if he could.

Hetook another dug of hisdrink and then put it down on the end table, and leaned over and
kissed Dally. Her lips parted maistly, but nothing happened--to him, that is. Then his hand found one of
her breasts and squeezed gently before he bent down and kissed the firm erect nipple of the other one
and ran histongue around it. He felt something stir in hisloins and knew that everything was going to be
al right. He wasn't worried or scared enough to disgrace himsdlf in bed.

Asamatter of fact, everything was better than dl right. He found that the excitement of therisk
he was going to take added to rather than took from his sexua excitement. It didn't last long but whileit
lasted it was wonderful; Dolly seemed to think so too.

And when she scampered into the bathroom afterward he walked quickly to the dresser and
emptied the tooled leather box into his hand, walked back to the bed and put pieces of jewelry into the
left pocket of histrousers. HE'd hardly glanced at it, except to see that there were about a dozen pieces
and that they included earrings with the green stones that might be emeralds and that therewasaso a
diamond ring and awedding ring.

He was pulling the trousers on when Dolly came out of the bathroom. He didn't have to pretend
to bein ahurry; he was. Hetold her he had an important business appointment and was late for it aready
and | eft the moment held finished dressing.

When the chain did home behind him he breethed a deep sigh of relief. HEd got away withiit,
thusfar. And just maybe the whole answer to his problem wasin his|eft trouser pocket. Hed soon
know.

9:32 P.M.

MACK IRBY stopped histwo-finger typing and leaned back in the creaky swive chair to light
himself acigarette. Thiswasthe only part of hisjob that he really hated, making reports. Hed rather tail a
wifefor her husband or a husband twelve hours straight than spend the haf hour writing up areport on
the activities of the suspected spouse. Whenever possible hetalked aclient into settling for verbal
reports, but it wasn't dways possible to get aclient to agree to that. Some of them inssted on having
words on paper for their money.



His dream was to have enough men under him so he could afford a stenographer-bookkeeper to
take down the reports as dictation--he wouldn't mind talking then--and to take care of sending out and
paying billsand the rest of the paper work. He wouldn't even insst that his office help be young and
pretty--God, he had dl the sex he wanted or needed with Dolly. Hed settle for anybody who could type.

But it seemed as though even this modest dream was along way from coming true. He did dl
right for himsalf, oneway or another (some of them not too honest) but gtrictly as alone wolf operator.
True, he had connections with other detective outfits that |et him farm out work &t times when he had
more than he could handle done, but he'd never had even one operative working under him full time.
Hed never get rich, but most of the time he thought it was best that way; when you work alone you can
cut corners you wouldn't take the risk of telling someone elseto cut for you. So indl probability the
nearest he'd ever haveto office help was what he had aready, atelephone answering service. That was
an abso-lute mugt, since he spent o little of hisworking time actudly in the office; he couldn't have
operated without it.

Hetook adeep drag of hiscigarette, put it down on the edge of his desk, aready scarred by a
hundred cigarette burns, and went back to histyping. "Subject entered Crillon Bar at 3:15, looked
around first, then went to the bar and ordered adrink. Talked, apparently casualy, to the bartender while
he drank it, but kept an eye on the door as though waiting for someone. At 3:25 the woman aready
described in previous report entered. She nodded to him and went to a booth. He joined her there and
ordered drinksfor both of them. At 3:34 he--"

The phone rang and he picked it up and said, "Mack Irby spesking.”

"Mack." It was Dally's voice. "Hetcher just left and--"

"All right,” he said, interrupting her to savetime. "I'll be around, but I'm going to finish thisone
report first. I'll be there in about--"

"Wait, Mack. It'snot just that. He stole my jewelry, the few things | had in that leather box on my
dresser. Not worth much, but-- Do you think | should call the police and report it? And if | do, maybe
you shouldn't come, maybe you shouldn't be here when they get here. What do you think?

"Dont cal the cops™" he said flatly.

"But why not? Likel said, the stuff isn't worth much, but they might get it back for me.”

"They might, Doll. But | might be able to do even better than that. Sit tight. This report can wait
till tomorrow. I'll betherein five minutes.”

He hung up the phone, got his hat and turned out the lights, locked the office, and | &ft.
Downstairshegot in hiscar. It was, asany car used for shadowing should be, inconspicuous--a
five-year-old Studebaker Commander painted gray--but there was a bit of souping-up under the hood
and it was kept in perfect condition; it could go over ahundred if it had to. He drove the dozen blocksto
Dally'sin three minutesflat. He let himsalf into the building with the key he carried and it was exactly the
five minutes he had predicted when he rapped lightly on Dolly's door. He heard her coming and called
out, "It'sme, Dall, Mack," to save her the businesswith the chain.

Shelet himin. Shewas still--or again--wearing the red kimono sheld put on when held left at
nine, and he wondered if she'd have had sense enough to have dressed before she called the palice, if he
had let her call them. He kissed her, and then firmly disentangled her.

"Thisisbusiness" he said. "So no monkey-business. I'll Sit here and you Sit over there and don't
digract me."

"All right, Mack honey. But can't | make us each adrink?’ "No, no-- Well, dl right. | can be
asking questions while you make 'em." He sat down on the sofaand tossed his hat onto the end table.
Dally went behind the kitchenette's screen and he raised hisvoice alittle so she could sill hear him eadlly.

"So the family jewes are gone. Point one. Can you be absolutely positive this Fletcher took
them? Obvioudy you missed them right after heleft, but how long ago do you know for sure they were
dill inthe box?"

"While you were here, Mack, just before he came. Remember | had on those costume
earrings--the ones with the green stones--and | took them off when | undressed. | hate earringsin bed,
especially dangly ones. And | put them in the box on the dresser. The other things were there then too, or



I'd have noticed.”

"That makesit sure, dl right. How come you missed the stuff so soon after heleft? Y ou weren't
gtarting to get dressed again, were you?"'

Dally came around the screen, again with aglassin each hand and again the red kimono gaped
open al the way down the front. Mack Irby took hisdrink from her and then resolutely averted his eyes.
"Pull that damn kimono shut and Sit down--over there. Now answer my last question.”

Dally sat down across from him and obediently pulled the top of the kimono closed. But she
crosed her legsand it fell away from them; quite alot of Dally still showed. She said, "No, | wasn't
going to get dressed again. | just--wdll, | just had asudden hunch, right after he left and just beforel
caled you, and | looked around to see if anything was gone. | looked in my pursefirst; there wasn't much
money init but it was fill there, and then | looked in the jewelry box and it was empty and | knew my
hunch had been right.

"Y ou see. Mack, hewasin an awful hurry and kind of--well, furtiveistheword, | guess, when
he left. AImost like he was scared. And besidesthat, he'sin somekind of jam over money. What he
really came here for wasto try to borrow some from me."

Mack Irby laughed shortly. "He sure didn't know you, Doll. What kind of money did he want?
Did he mention an amount?'

"Five hundred. He offered to pay six back in aweek or two. That would have been fair enough,
if I knew him. But | probably don't even know hisright name--and if Ray Fetcher is hisright name he
could be planning to blow town for al | know."

"You played it smart, I'd say. Offering that much interest is suspicious, and besides, the fact that
he swiped your jewelry shows he ain't very honest. If you'd of lent him the money you'd never of got it
back. Now you said the jewel ry wasn't worth much. How much is not much?”

"Well, it was mostly costume stuff. Some of the things maybe cost up to twenty bucks apiece, but
they wouldn't have any resde vaue. The wedding ring, worth ten or fifteen--1 mean, that'swhat it would
have cost new, not what he could get for it. And that diamond ring, the one with the flaw. Y ou remember
it

Mack Irby remembered the ring. One of Dolly's"friends" had given it to her about ayear ago.
Sheld turned it over to Mack to have appraised and maybeto sdll it for her. It had looked like agood
stone and as though it might weigh dmost a carat; they'd thought it might be worth several hundred
dollars. But the appraisal had been disappointing. Mack's jeweler friend had told him its diameter was
deceptive; it wastoo shallow, cut too thin. And it had a bad flaw, one you could see with the naked eye
if you looked at just the right angle. Seventy-fivewasdl he offered for it. And at that price, Snceit
looked to be worth much more, Dolly had decided to keep it.

Dolly seldom worerings, but once in awhile someone wanted to take her out of town for a
weekend, and if the someone was a free enough spender she sometimes went. Since they'd be
regis-tering as man and wife she kept a plain wedding ring to wear on such occasions. And she thought
that a diamond ring worn with it would look good and add verismilitude.

Mack said, "If that'sthe lot, he won't get more than fifty bucks from afence--if afence would be
willing to bother with the suff at dl. If he needsfive hundred, he'sin for adisappointment. All right, so
much for the stuff. And now about Fletcher. | think we can take it for granted the name's a phony, or he
wouldn't of risked robbing you."

He thought amoment. "But thereés till apossibility. If thejam he'sin is so bad he'sfiguring on
blowing town anyway, the name business might not worry him. Let's check something.”

He walked over to the telephone table and picked up the direc-tory and opened it. After a
minute he said, "Theré's only one Ray Fletcher listed, aRay W. Fletcher, seventy-one sixteen South
Kramer. How long ago did your Ray FHetcher leave here?!

Dolly looked at her wrist watch--and was suddenly glad sheld kept it on instead of taking it off as
she sometimes did. It was a good watch, worth more than al theitems sheld lost put together. She said,
" About fifteen minutes ago.”

Mack said, "That addressisto hell and gone on the south side. Take him at least haf an hour to



get there, 0 if that Ray Fletcher is home now we can diminate him.”

He picked up the phone and dided. A man's voice answered, "Ray Fetcher speaking,” and
Mack said, " Sorry, wrong number,” and put the phone down.

He went back to the sofa. "Not our boy, he'shome. All right, what do we know about our boy?
Hetold you he'saliquor salesman and I'd say that's probably true, account of his bringing you a case of
whisky most of the times he brought you anything. Did he ever mention what outfit he worksfor?"

Dally shook her head.

"The cartons the whisky came in. Were they stamped with the name of the distributor?”

"I didn't noticeif they were. And the last carton got thrown out at least amonth ago. But listen,
the whisky was dways Belle of Tennessee brand. Would that help? | mean, do dl distributors handle dl
brands?'

"That might help. Itl pretty well pinpoint him if it'sabrand his outfit has exclusve franchisefor.
But damnit, | won't be able to work that angletill tomorrow--and | want to get to him tonight if |
possibly can, while he's ill got the stuff on him. Wewon't bein such astrong position if he'sgot rid of it,
or even stashed it somewhere.”

Hetook another sip of hisdrink. "All right, Doll. Start at the beginning. Where and how did you
mest the guy?"

"He caled up one evening and said John Evans--that'saguy | was seeing oncein awhile
then--had given him my name and phone number and suggested he give me aring sometime. Wanted to
know if he could drop up and meet me, and bring some liquor. | wasn't doing anything that evening and
he sounded nice over the phone so | said sure.”

"Know how to get in touch with this John Evans?'

"No. | don't know what happened but | haven't seen himin over ayear."

"And John Evans was probably a phony nametoo. Damn it, Dall, thisisadigression but you
ought to know the right names of the men you see. Not for blackmail or anything--1 know you don't goin
for anything like that--but just for your own protection. Like tonight. Y ou can do it. Sooner or later aguy
getsin the can and leaves his pants outside and al you got to do istake aquick gander in hiswallet for
his right name and address. And from then on you'll know who heredly is."

"But okay, let's get back to Ray Fletcher. Do you think he's married?’

"I'm amogt sure. He never took me out anywhere, for one thing, just came to the gpartment.
Single guys--I know afew of them--like to show me around; I'm decorative. And another thing; he never
stayed dl night, usudly left around twelve or one. And other little things--yeah, I'm sure he's married.”

"Know what kind of acar he drives?'

She shook her head again. "He must drive one, but he never brought it upstairs with him."

"Y ou sure don't know much about him. All right, physical description. Don't see how thet'll help
tonight, but we might aswell get it over with."

"Widl, he's about your build, maybe aninchtdler.”

"Goon."

She giggled. "He's about an inch tdler, but you're about an inch longer, Mack."

Helooked at her disgustedly. "A lot of help that is, unless| find himinaTurkish bath."

Suddenly he snapped hisfingers. "Doll, was he wearing tonight agray suit, white shirt, bluetie.
Sandy hair, no hat?'

"How--? Oh, sure you must have passed him on your way out. He got here just aminute after
you left.”

"Good. Then skip the rest of the description; I'll know him if | see him again. We passed in the
doorway. But damn it, Dall, you haven't come up with anything yet that will let me find him tonight, and
you gotta. Put down that drink and think hard. As many times as he was up here he must have said or
done something that'd give me alead. Think hard."

Dolly Mason closed her eyes and thought hard. After aminute she said, "He'sahorse player.
Usudly had aracing form with him, in his pocket. At first, until I convinced him | don't bet, he used to
give metips on horses--and offered to place betsfor meif | wanted to take thetips.”



"Kegpgoing.”

Dally's eyes opened wide. "Mack honey, | got something, | think Ray ishisright first name"

"That helps. How do you know?"

"One evening, maybe six months ago, he must of made up his mind suddenly to make abet. He
used my phoneto call some bookie to phone in the bet. Twenty bucksto win--1 don't remember the
horse or the track. He started out by saying Thisis Ray'; no last name but the bookie must have known
him from that."

"Dall, we're getting somewhere. Think hard. Did he call the bookie by any name?

"I think he did, but-- Y eah, | remember. He said Thisis Ray, Joe,' and then went on and gave
the bet."

Mack said, "I know two bookies named Joe. It couldn't be Joe Renfield; he takes only cash
bets, no phone business. Runs a cigar store and books on the side. So it's Joe Amico. I'll know ina
minute”

He crossed to the telephone table, looked up a number and dialed it. When avoice answered he
sad, "ThisisBill?Mack Irby. Is Joethere? Can | talk to him?"

Bill said sure and aminute later Joe's voice said, "Hi, Mack. What can | do for you?”
"Joe, you got a customer named Ray. He's aliquor salesman. Can you give metherest of his
name?'

"What do you want with him, Mack? Listen, he owes me dough and if you're going to get himin
trouble I'll never collect.”

"It'sthe other way around,” Mack said. "He'sin trouble dl right, but helll bein worsetroubleif |
don't find him right away, tonight. He stole some jewdry from aclient of mine. If | can get to him before
he sdisit, therell be no beef; my client'll settle for getting the stuff back. If he fencesit before | get to him,
itll betoo late for that, see?| can find him tomorrow easy enough--how many liquor sdlesmen are there
intown named Ray? But that might be too late to keep him out of jail."

Joe Amico grunted. "Guess you got apoint. And | guess| pushed him too hard. All right, hislast
name's Fleck. F-I-e-c-k. | don't remember his address offhand, but it'sin the phone book."

"Attaboy, Joe. Y ou wouldn't make a guess which fence he might head for?"

"No, | wouldn't. I know some fences, and so do you, but | don't know which of 'em, if any, Ray
might know or know about.”

"Okay, one morething, Got any ideawhere | might find him tonight? If he didn't head home, that
is. I'll give hisnumber aring first."

"Best | could guessis some downtown tavern, aimost any of them. He makes the rounds. Y our
best bet would be to make 'em too. Will you know him if you see him, Mack?"

"Y eah. Thanksto hell and back, Joe. So long."

He put down the phone and quickly looked up Ray Fleck in the phone book. He looked at the
addressfirgt. Yes, it was close enough. If Fleck had headed straight for home held be there by now. And
just maybe that's what he's done, if he was scared.

He diaed the number and while it rang a dozen times he held his hand over the mouthpiece and
spoketo Dolly. "Y our boy friend is Ray Fleck. Three-one-two Covington Place. But | guess he didn't
head for home." He cradled the telephone. "So | go looking for him."

Dally ran over to him, put her arms around his neck and pressed her body againg his.

"Mack honey, do you have to start right away?Would fifteen or twenty minutes matter?'

Mack Irby laughed. "All right, | don't guess fifteen or twenty minutes will matter.”

The red kimono fell dmost completely away as he picked her up and carried her into the
bedroom.

9:59 P.M.



RAY FLECK reached the edge of downtown afoot. He had waked in from Dally's, not to save
the price of ataxi--what would one lousy buck have mattered out of the thirteen that was dll the cash he
had |eft?--but smply because he hadn't seen a cruising cab. And by the time he reached thefirst place
from which he could have phoned for one he was so near town that he knew he'd get there sooner if he
kept on walking than if he phoned and waited for a cab.

Hewas il abit scared at what he had done, but he was also excited. He didn't know what he
had, and it might be anything. Maybe athousand dollars worth of stuff, for al he knew. At least acouple
of hundred dollars worth, he thought; the diamond ring done, from the quick glimpse he got of it, ought to
be worth at least that much, even at afence's price. And hefelt certain that, at least, was genuine; people
just don't put aglass or arhinestone into that kind of mounting, like an engagement ring. Or if they do,
they use achunk of glass or rhinestone that's bigger and flashier, one that looks like athree-carat
diamond instead of a one-carat one. But the other stuff could be anything. Oh, probably some of it was
costume jewdry, but if even afew pieceswerered, held settle happily. And if the greenstonesin those
earrings were emer-ads they'd be worth at least twice what the diamond was worth. Maybe more. Each
of thetwo stoneswas at least twice the size of the diamond, and he thought he remembered having heard
that good emeralds cost just about as much per carat as diamonds.

Severd times he'd been tempted, after he was out of the immed-iate neighborhood of the scene
of hiscrime and over theworst of hisinitia panic, to stop under a street light and take alook at what he
had, but he resisted the impulse. He didn't know athing about jewelry and not even a close examination
under abright light would redlly tell him anything. If some of the pieces were marked 14K and others
gold filled it would give him aclue but it would tell him nothing about the stones and the stones were
what counted.

He might aswell hunt Fats Davisright away and let Fats make the gppraisal. He'd thought of
Fats before held lifted Dolly's jewelry, while he was still making up his mind whether to or not.

He was reasonably sure Fats was afence. Severa people had told him so and he had no reason
not to believe them. He didn't know Fats very well but he thought Fats knew him well enough to trust him
and do businesswith himif he did buy and sdll hot ice. At any rate, Fats would be able to make an
gppraisa for him; Fats, whatever his businesswas now, had been ajeweler once. Everybody knew that
much about him.

He might have trouble finding Fats because he didn't know hisright first name. He wouldn't be
listed in the phone book under Davis, Fats and thered probably be a hundred or more Davisesin the
book, too many to try phoning down theline.

But Fats hung out around the downtown joints and there was an even chance held runinto him if
he made the rounds. And if he didn't find Fats he'd be sure sooner or later to run into someone who
knew him well enough to tell him how to make contact, or who at least would know Fat'sfirst name.

Jck Wdters place would be the best bet; held run into Fats oftener there than in any other
tavern. And Jick at least knew Fats, athough Ray didn't know how well.

He headed for Jick's, but since there were two other taverns he had to pass on the way, he made
aquick stop in each of them. Business was dow in both; there were only afew customers and none of
them people he knew. But he knew both bartenders and asked them about Fats. One of them didn't
know him at all; the other knew him, but no better than Ray did and didn't come up with anything helpful,
even afirst name.

Businesswasdow at Jick's, too, but at least Jick himsalf was behind the bar. He waited till hed
ordered adrink and Jick had made it for him before he broached the subject.

"Jick, I'mlooking for Fats Davis. But | don't know hisfirst name so | can't find him in the phone
book. Y ou know how | can get in touch with him? It'simportant.”

"Yeah, | know," Jick said.

"How?"

Jck grinned. "Turn right and walk a dozen steps. He's in the end booth down there."

Ray looked that way. He'd thought the booth was empty, but he reglized now that Fat's head



wouldn't show over the top of the partition. Fats was amogt literaly afive-by-five. He wasn't more than
two inches over five feet and couldn't have been more than afew inches under five feet around thewaist.

"Swell," Ray said. "What's he drinking? I'll take one over to him."

"Straight shots. But go ahead, Ray. I'll bring hisdrink over."

"Thanks, Jck." Ray picked up hisown drink and strolled back. "Hi, Fats," hesaid. "Can|| tak to
you aminute?'

Fat'slittle eyesweren't especially cordia when he looked up, but he nodded, and Ray did into
the other side of the booth, facing the front of the tavern.

"Want to ask you how much some stuff isworth,” Ray said. "And if by any chance you want to
buy it, thet'll be swell."

"Got it with you?"

Ray nodded. "But | ordered you adrink when Jick told me you were here. Let'swait till he's--"

But Jick was aready there with a shot and a chaser and put them down on the table. When Ray
had paid him and he/d gone back behind the bar, Fats asked, "M ore than one piece?’

"Yeah," Ray said, and reached for his pocket.

But Fats said, "Wait aminute," and took a clean handkerchief from his pocket, unfolded it and
gpread it infront of him. "Put it on this," he said, "so one of uscan pick it up in one grab if anybody starts
back thisway. Y ou're facing front; dide over to the outer edge of your seat 0 you can watch that way."

Ray took the crumpled handkerchief out of his pocket first and then managed to get hold of dl
the jewdry at once. He put it in the middle of Fat's spread handkerchief and then, as Fats had suggested,
did over to where he could watch toward the front of the tavern. He didn't think anybody would head
back--there were only four other customersin the place--but it was best to play safe.

But he watched Fats out of acorner of hiseye. Fats stirred through the stuff with astubby index
finger. He picked up one of the earrings with the green stonesfirst, looked at it closely and then put it
down again. He felt glad things had worked out thisway, that Fats hadn't made him tell what he thought
he had to ll. If the earrings were glass it would have made things embarrassing if held told Fatsthey
were emeralds. And the other way around would have been worse. If held told Fatsit was al costume
jewdry except the diamond, then Fats could cheat him dl too easily if the stonesreally were emerads.

Fats picked up the diamond ring and took ajeweler'sloupe from his pocket. He screwed the
loupeinto hisright eye and studied the diamond through it. Briefly. Then he put the ring back with the
other pieces and the loupe back in his pocket. He wadded up the handkerchief and pushed it acrossto
Ray Fleck.

"Put it in your pocket,” hesaid. "It'sal junk. What did you think | could do with it? Keep the
handkerchief. Fair trade for the drink.”

He picked up his shot and tossed it down, took a short sip from the water chaser and then wiped
the thick lipswith the back of his hand.

"My God, Fats" Ray said. "You trying to tel methat isn't even adiamond in that ring? | know
the other Stuff is costume jewdry, but--" He did know it now.

"Sure, it'sadiamond. What adiamond. Got aflaw in it you could crawl insde, and it's acheater
cut, thin like apoker chip.”

"Y ou mean it's not worth anything!”

Fats Davis shrugged. "Maybe fifty bucks, mounting and dl. It's not too bad amounting.”

Ray Heck was stunned, but he didn't doubt that Fats was telling the truth. Of course Dolly, smart
little bitch that she was, wouldn't keep anything valuable right on top of her dresser where any man who
vidted her could swipeit--as easily as he had. If she owned anything vauable in the way of jewery shed
at least keep it out of sight and probably locked up at that.

Well, anyway, fifty buckswould again put him in shapeto Sit in on the poker. He sighed. " Okay,
Fats. I'll sttlefor fifty bucks”

Fats shook his head. "Huh-uh. | don't want it. | said the ring might be worth that--but | don't
mess with peanut stuff. Y ou take as much risk and don't make anything.”

"What risk?" Ray asked. "Damniit, Fats, | didn't stedl thisstuff. Itsmine.” Heredlized that



sounded silly. "My wife's, | mean, but thisisacommunity property state and that makes it mine too.”

"I'll buy that," Fats said. "But does she know you're selling it? There could still be abeef. She
missesit and calls copper, and you got to go aong with her, or confess up. And tell what you did with
the stuff--and that gets my name on the blotter even if they can't hung arap on me. Huh-uh, Fleck." He
shook hishead again. "If the stuff was worth a couple of grand, 1'd take a chance maybe, but not for junk
jewery."

"Fats, she knows about it, gaveit to meto seeif | could get anything out of it when | told her |
wasin ajam. Listen, the costume pieces are stuff shewastired of. And she was married before, and the
engagement and wedding rings are from her first marriage--and that's how come neither of usknew the
diamond wasn't asgood asit looked. We never had it appraised or anything."

"Takeit to ahock shopif it'saclean ded. They'll give you as much as| offered on the diamond,
and maybe even alittle some-thing on the other junk. Like the wedding band; you'll get old gold vaue for
that, if nothing more."

"But damn it, Fats. | need the money tonight. The hock shops are closed.”

Fats sighed. "All right, get your wife on the phone and let metalk to her. If she says she gave you
that ring to sdll I'll buy it. Otherwise no dice.™

"She's out with friends, damniit. | can't reach her on the phone. But I'm telling you the truth,
Fats."

Fats did out of the booth and stood up. "Sorry, pa. No dice." He turned to the front and said,
"Oh-oh. Fuzz. Better get that back in your pocket. I'm getting out of here."

Looking past Fats as he walked to the front, Ray saw that two uniformed policemen had just
comein. One of them he knew, Hoff. The other he knew by sight as Hoff s partner. A momentary chill
went down his spine, but then he redized they couldn't poss-ibly belooking for him. Not possibly. Just
the same he was relieved when Hoff caught his eye and waved a hand casudly, then stopped at the bar
with his partner.

He quickly stuffed the handkerchief with the junk jewelry back in his pocket and stood up. He
wanted to get out of here too, dthough he didn't know yet where he was going.

He intended to walk past the two policemen but Hoff stopped him by turning as he approached
and saying, "Hi, Ray. Have adrink." And it would have looked funny if hed turned it down.

"Thanks, sure," he said. "How goesit?"

Hoff nodded to Jick and then turned back. "Hell of anight. The psycho's out. Every squad car
we've got is out and they're ordering us around like crazy. We dropped in for aquickie.”

He had to pretend to be interested. ™Y ou mean he's killed another dame.”

"No, not yet, but he's on the prowl. Made atry late this after-noon. Dame aonein aflat on
Koenig. Knocked on the door and called out 'Western Union,’ and she opened up--but on achain.
When he saw or heard the chain he ran fast; she didn't get alook at him. She phoned in, but he was out
of the neighborhood by the time we got there.”

"Soundslikeit washim dl right,” Ray said. Jick had put adrink in front of him and he said,
"Thanks," and lifted his glassto Hoff.

Hoff said, "And he made another try just alittle while ago--or we think it was him, anyway. Must
of decided women weren't opening doorsfor him any more. Dame in a cottage out on Autremont heard
someone trying to break in awindow and phoned in. Nobody when we got there--but there were chisel
marks on awindow, so she wasn't imagining things."

"That could have been aburglar, couldn't it?*

"Burglarsdon't break in lighted places with someone insde. He could of seen her from the
window hetried. And the phonetoo. Quit trying the window and ran when he saw her dialling.”

Hoff's partner leaned around him. "Well, we know now he drives a car, anyway. She heard it
gart up while he was il talking over the phone." He clunked down hisglass. "Hoffy, we gottago. This
was aquickie, remember?’

"Can't | buy you boys one?' Ray Fleck asked.

Hoff said, "Thanks, Ray, but no. Were taking a chance being outathe squad car thislong. If the



radio operator calls our number and we don't answer, we're on the carpet plenty. So long.”

They went out. Ray looked at his glass and was surprised to find that it was empty. Morosdly,
for lack of abetter idea, for lack of any placeto go or anything else to do, he put money on the bar and
sad, "Onemore, Jick."

Jck picked up the glass. "Anything wrong, Ray? Y ou look kind of well--not so good."

"Everything'swonderful,” Ray said. "It'sagrest, wide wond-erful world."

Except, where was he going to get four hundred and eighty bucks by tomorrow night?

10:25 P.M.

BENNY KNOX had left his newsstand early; usualy he didn't leave until eleven o'clock or when
he'd sold out on papers, whichever camefirst. But tonight at a quarter after ten there'd been only afew
papers left and he'd decided not to wait any longer; hed waited that long only because Mr. Hoff had told
him to finish out the evening and then go to the police gation to turn himself in. That had disappointed
him; he had hoped that Mr. Hoff and his partner would take him in themselves in the squad car, with the
gren going and thered light flashing. He had had ridesin automohbiles only afew timesin hislifeand
never onein asguad car.

Now inside the police station he stood in front of thetall receiving desk, at which agray-haired
man was busily writing. The man hadn't looked up yet. That is, he'd looked up when Benny had comein
but then had |ooked down and started writing again. Benny stood there waiting and feding awkward, but
he didn't want to interrupt the man. Under Benny's arm was clutched the cigar box, now with arubber
band around it, that held his receipts for the day. One thing about the money in it puzzled him. Hed
counted it before he |eft the stand, because he dways did, and there were about ten dollarslessin it than
there should have been. He couldn't figure out what could have happened to ten dollars--except for a
vague recollection of someone laughing at him; he remembered feding angry about that but he couldn't
remember who the someone had been or how it connected with the ten dollars.

The gray-haired man at the desk put down his pen but he il didn't look toward Benny. He
picked up the telephone and said into it, " Get me Burton." And then afew seconds later, "Lieut-enant,
Benny Knox ishere. Shall | send him on upstairs, or--" And then, "Okay."

He put down the phone and |ooked at Benny. "The lieutenant wantsto talk to you, in his office."
Hejerked athumb. "Down that corridor, second door on your right."

Benny found the door and knocked on it lightly. He opened it and went in when avoice caled
out for him to do so. The lieutenant with the red hair was back of a desk.

Hesaid, "Sit down, Benny. Officer Hoff radioed in earlier that you want to confessto two
murders. Isthat right?"

Benny sat down. "Yes, g, Lieutenant. | did kill them women, both of them. | choked ‘'em to
death." He held up the evidence--his hands.

The red-haired lieutenant nodded gravely. "Benny, well have to hold you overnight and Doc
Kranz will talk to you tomorrow. What happens after that depends on what he says. Do you
understand?"

Benny nodded. Although he didn't see where adoctor camein, that didn't matter aslong asthey
were going to put himin jail and punish him. Then God and hisfather would forgive him and everything
would bedl right.

The lieutenant said, "One thing, Benny. That woman who takes care--that you stay with. Does
she know you were coming here? If not, I'll phone her to save her worrying when you don't come home
tonight.”

Benny shook his head, fedling ashamed of not having thought about Mrs. Saddler. She would
worry about him. And wait up. She never went to bed until he got home.



"Let'ssee" thelieutenant said, reaching to pull the phone book over infront of him. "Her name's
Saddler, isn't it? And on Fergus Street?"

"I got her number here, sir,”" Benny said, glad of a chance to be helpful. Hetook acard from his
pocket and handed it acrossthe desk. It was an "in case of accident or illness, notify" card with Mrs,
Saddler's name, address and phone number on it. Sheld asked him to carry it dways and oncein awhile
asked him to show it to her so sheld be sure he hadn't lost it.

"Thanks Benny." The lieutenant took the card and gave the number on it to the switchboard
operator over the phone. And then he was saying, "Mrs. Saddler? I'm phoning you about Benny--thisis
Lieutenant Burton speaking--so you won't worry when he doesn't get home tonight.

"Y es, he'shere and he'sjust confessed to two murders--the two recent sex killings--and . . .

Yes, | know hedidn't do them. We're not charging him with them. But you remember what | explained to
you about ayear ago--that if Benny ever confessed to anything again we'd have to hold him until Dr.
Kranz hasachancetotalk to ... No, | wouldn't dare cal the doctor tonight; the chief would have my ears
if I did. . . . Sometime tomorrow, and well try to get him to make it early enough so Benny won't lose the
wholeday if Doc says so ... Oh no, Mrs. Saddler, it wouldn't do any good at al for you to come down.
Wewouldn't be able to let you see him anyway, tonight. But welll take good care of him, and well phone
you again tomorrow as soon as there's anything to report. | won't be on duty then, but I'll leave amemo .

.. All right, I'll tell him. Goodnight, Mrs. Seddler.”

He put the phone down and smiled a Benny. " She said to tell you good night for her, and for you
not to worry. Y ou've got afine friend there, Benny."

Benny nodded. He did fedl sorry about Mrs. Saddler and that sheld never see him again unless
shevisted himinjail. Shewaslike amother to him, or the nearest to amother held ever known. Then he
remembered something the lieutenant said to her.

"But, Lieutenant, Sir, you told her | didnt doit. | did, honestly, | remember, | choked them. Y ou
got to blieve me.”

"Just aminute, Benny," the lieutenant said. He picked up the phone again. "Give methe
jal--Wait, don't. Just cdll them your-salf and tell them to send down a couple of boysto pick up a
cugtomer, in my office. Thanks."

Helooked back at Benny. "Now Benny listen. Maybe you're not yet in the mood to believe me,
but I'm going to tell you thisanyway. | like you and | hope you get by Doc Kranz again, and | think you'll
have a better chance of doing that if | can get you Started thinking straight tonight. Then maybe tomorrow
youll redlize how wrong you were thinking.

"Ligten, Benny, we know you didn't commit those murders, and I'll tell you how we know. After
each one of them we checked ahdll of alot of suspects. Every man who had arecord of sex offenses,
any kind. Every known psychopath, everyone known to usto be serioudy abnormal or subnormal
mentally. Y ou--uh--"

"I know I'm not very bright, Lieutenant. | don't mind your saying S0 aslong asyou don't laugh at
me. | don't like peopleto laugh a me."

"I'm not laughing, Benny. Listen to me, listen hard. We checked you on both of them. On one
you've got an absolutely solid dibi; you couldn't have doneit. We know just when that one happened,
ten o'clock in the evening. We could rule you out without even leaving the station, because Hoff
remembered it was ten o'clock, within afew minutes, when he picked up a paper from you at your stand,
three miles or so from where the woman was being killed. Y our aibi on the other murder isn't quite so
solid, because we don't know exactly what time it happened. But we know you were at your stand dl
evening till leven and you got home about twenty after, just the timeit takes you to walk that far. We
can't prove you didn't sneak out later, of course--but you didn't, Benny. Whoever killed either one of
those women killed both of them. That'sfor sureif anythingis."

Benny looked and felt miserable. The lieutenant didn't believe him, and neither had Mr. Hoff.
That much at least of the lieuten-ant's speech had registered.

Hesad unhappily. "But | did kill them, both of them. | remember, Lieutenant. I'm sure.”

"You just think you're sure, Benny. Now before you go to deep tonight and in the morning after



you wake up you think over what | said and make yourself alittle lesssure. I--"

The door opened and two men in the uniforms of turnkeysfrom the city jail on the upper floors of
the building camein. One of them, the tall one, said, "Package for us, Lieutenant?Y ou through with him?”

Thelieutenant Sighed. "Y eah, | guess I'm through with him. Thisis Benny Knox, boys. Hell be
your guest tonight. A digposi-tion order will come up sometime tomorrow.”

"Sure. Jugtin thetank?"

"Héell, no. Benny never took adrink in hislife; don't put himin with the drunks. Y ou've got cdll
Space, haven't you?”'

"Y eah. What'swith the cigar box he'sgot? A time bomb, maybe?!

"It'sgot money init," the lieutenant said, " And be sure there's the same amount when you turn it

Thetal turnkey grinned. "Why, Lieutenant! Have you frisked him otherwise?"

"No, Benny wouldn't be carrying a- Oh, | suppose we might aswell protect ourselves by
following the routine. He just might get afunny ides, at that. Y ou take care of it."

"All right, chum,” the turnkey said to Benny. "Come on; welll take care of you. Well giveyou the
bridal suite, and you can be making up your mind whether you want a blonde or a brunette to go with it."

Benny realized that was ajoke so he didn't try to answer. He went with them aong two corridors
and up severd flightsin an devator, then dong another corridor and through adoor into an officein
which there was adesk with ayoung male clerk behindit.

At the desk they asked him for the cigar box; they opened it and the clerk counted it. When he
caled out and wrote down the totd, it was the same amount Benny himself had counted it to be just
before he'd left the newsstand. Meanwhile the turnkeys had asked him to empty his pockets onto the
desk and he had. They patted him afew places and then gave him back what held taken out of his
pockets except for one thing, asmall penknife he used for cutting the rope around bundles of papersand
for cleaning hisfingernails. They asked him to take off hisbelt and he did. He wasn't wearing anecktie;
he never wore one except to church. And they didn't take his shoel aces because he was wearing
moccasins. Hard shoes hurt hisfeet and he aways wore moccasins except on Sunday .

Then they took him down another corridor, through a steel door, past the barred doors of cells.
Then they opened acdll door and thetall turnkey said, "All right, chum, thisisit. Home, sweet home."

Benny went in and they closed the door behind him. The closing door made aloud bang and
someone somewhere ydled out "Quiet, you bastards!™ And then they went away and left him aone.

The cdl waslong and narrow, about six feet by fifteen. Enough light camein from the corridor
through the bars so he could see hisway around. There was a double-decker bunk bed--with no onein
either the upper nor the lower--two chairs and, back in the far corner, acommode. That wasdl, or it
wasdl that he could see now, in the dimness.

He sighed and took off his suit coat, hung it over the back of one of the chairsand put his
moccasi ns under the chair.

He started to get into the lower bunk and then remembered that he's never dept in ahigh bed, an
upper bunk, in hislife and He wondered if it would fed any different, so he climbed into tin-upper and
gretched himsdlf out.

The lieutenant had told him there was something he should think about tonight and hetried to
remember what it was. But within seconds, and before he could remember, he was adeep.

10:45 P.M.

RAY FLECK dill stood at the bar in Jick's, where Hoff and his partner had |eft him, nursing a
drink and moodily making wet circles on the bar with the bottom of his glass. Twice Jick, who wasn't
very busy, had said something to him but held answered briefly and without looking up so Jick knew he



hadn't wanted to talk and had moved aong the bar to someone el se.

He was thinking about the poker game that would be starting noon now and he was blowing hot
and cold on theideaof trying to get into it. There was till one chance that he could; the diamond ring. It
was a gtrictly cash game, no checks cashed and no borrowing. But he might be able to make an
exception to the borrowing ruleif he had security like that to offer. Sure, he could. He remembered now
one night when Luke Evarts had gone broke and had managed to keep going awhile by borrowing
thirty-five bucks from Doc Corwin, putting up as security an amost new and quite expensive wrist watch.
And the diamond ring, damn it, looked good, looked like it ought to be worth severa hundred dollars,
and none of the boyswas ajewder or carried amagnifying glass. One of them might bewilling to lend
him ahundred onit, or at least fifty.

Of courseit would be embarrassing as hell to have to go up there to Harry Brambaugh'sflat with
no money at al and haveto try to raise money, on whatever security, to get into the game. Much more
embarrassing than going there with areasonable amount of money and raising more, as Luke had done
with the wrist watch, after losingit. It would really be embarrassing if he went there and was unableto
play a dl, if no onewould lend him even fifty on the damn ring.

But that wasn't the important reason why he was beginning to blow cold on the poker. In as bad
ajam ashewasin alittle embarrassment, losing alittle face, was something he could put up with. If he
didn't raise Amico's money he was going to lose worse than face. He was beginning to worry about his
luck, asfar astonight was concerned. Everything, but everything, had gone sour on him (he thought: he
didn't know that hisreal troubles hadn't sarted yet). Bad luck runsin streaks and he didn't have the
dightest indication that hiswas going to change tonight.

And a better idea had come to him, standing there at the bar.

He could go home soon, even now, and be there, sober when Ruth got home around midnight.
She'd be surprised to see him, after their quarrel, and maybe even pleased, if she was over her mad.

But whether shewas gtill mad or not he wouldn't let it develop into aquarrel again. Hed be cam
and patient with her, and held be able to explain thistime what he'd not been able to explain this
afternoon--exactly what Joe Amico's ultimatum had been, exactly what Joe's deadline was and what he'd
do if the money wasn't given him by then. Sheld listen; hed make her listen. She was astubborn bitch al
right and that damned policy was the thing she was most stubborn about, but she did have common
sense. If he could explain to her and convince her, and he thought he could, that his keeping hisjob
depended completely on his having five hundred dollars tomorrow, shed at least seethat her own sdlfish
interestswerein this caseidentica with his,

Jck Waterswas across the bar from him again. He didn't say anything but he glanced
interrogatively a Ray's glass, and Ray saw it was empty. Ray nodded, and put money on the bar while
Jck made him another drink.

He could do it, he thought. He could talk Ruth into it--if he could avoid losing his temper and stay
cam and reasonable, keep her that way. And thank God the home office of her insurance company was
right here; they could go to it together any time tomorrow and sheld be able to get a check while they
waited. No swest at al about Amico's deadline; he wouldn't wait till evening to get the money to him.

It would work. He wondered why he hadn't thought of it sooner, right after Amico had read the
riot act to him, ingtead of wasting time trying first to borrow money from Dolly, and then stedling her junk
jewelry. He'd get rid of that tomorrow, too, if Ruth was reasonable about the insurance business. Hed
mail it back to Dolly--and then call her up and tell her held done so, apologize, and explain. And if she
was reasonabl e about it and not too mad, he'd even be able to see her again sometime, when he was
solvent again.

But handling Ruth came first. He found himself planning what held say to her, ashed plan asdes
talk. HEd haveto eat alittle crow, and make some promises. Not to quit gambling; sheld never believe
himif he promised that, and disbelief would antagonise her. But he would promise--and sincerdly,
because he never wanted to get into ajam like this again--never again to gamble on credit and go in over
his head. He could promise too to pay back the loan againgt the policy, at say, twenty-five aweek, so
the full ten thou-sand would be coming when the endowment was due. And even make the payments for



afew weeks until things were on an even kedl again. He could tell her----

"Beg your pardon, Mr. Fleck. Liketo talk to you."

He'd been aware, while thinking, of someone coming up along-side him &t the bar and ordering
and getting adrink, and now he turned to see who it was. He didn't know the guy. Medium height,
stocky and husky-looking, reddish face, and eyeslike pae blue marbles.

"Y ou don't know me," the man said. "My name'sMack Irby."

Ray Feck nodded, not too cordially. "Glad to know you, Mr. Kirby," he said. "Got to leavein a
minute but--what's it about?"

"Irby, not Kirby. Mack Irby--does sound like Kirby when you say both names together. L ook,
it'skind of private. End booth back there's empty, and so's the one next it. Let's go back to theend
booth."

Ray frowned. "I said | got just aminute. Y ou can tell mewhat it's about right here." The guy
might be adamn insurance slesman, for dl he knew. Or morelikely abill collector.

Irby said, "Let'ssay | want to talk about afriend of yours, Mr. Fleck. His name's something like
yours. It's Ray Fletcher."

Ray Fleck winced. He knew that the wince was visible, even obvious, but he couldn't help it; the
shock had been too great. Here was trouble, new trouble, just when held thought he had figured a safe
answer to the problem of his debt to the bookie. Now this. He had no doubt what it concerned. At
varioustimesin hislife and for various reasons held used a name other than his own, but not waysthe
same one; to no one but Dolly Mason had he ever given his name as Fletcher.

But how had he been found so quickly? The only thing he could think of wasthat Dolly must
have known al along, or for along time, what hisredl identity was. Theréd been times--not
tonight--when sheld been briefly alone with his clotheswhile hed goneinto the bathroom; on any of those
occasions she could have taken aquick look at identification in hiswallet or papersin his pocket. Just
what agirl like Dolly would do. Why hadn't he thought of . . .

"Wadl, FHeck?' There was an edge of impatience in Irby's voice now. "Want to talk in the back
booth, or down at headquarters?'

"The booth," Ray said. His voice didn't come out quite right. But he picked up his glass and
started toward the rear of the tavern. And a sudden thought came and with it a sudden hope that this
wasn't asbad ajam as he had feared. It wasn't a pinch--at least not yet. The cop--he must he acop; he
looked and acted like one--hadn't smply pinched him; he wanted to talk, and in private.

That meant Dolly hadn't smply called the police, given his name and description and reported the
theft. She hadn't wanted the publicity, for obvious reasons. This Irby must be afriend of herson the
force--either aplain-clothes cop or aregular cop who was off duty when she called him. And sheéd have
told him she didn't want to make acomplaint if she could get her stuff back without making one. Thank
God, he thought, Fats Davis hadn't bought any of the stuff after dl, and he still had it intact, ready to hand
back. If hed sold thering for fifty they'd claim it was worth more and thereld still be trouble.

But, he thought as he did into the booth, held let Irby talk first. He wouldn't make the mistake
hed made with Amico earlier by talking out of turn, admitting to having dragged down Connolly's
thirty-buck bet when Sam-the-waiter's smaller bet was the only one Amico had known about. Just
conceivably, athough he didn't see how, this current ded didn't even concern thejewery at all.

Irby did in across from him, where Fats had sat only haf an hour ago.

Irby said, "Keep your hands on top of the table, Fleck. The stuff'sin your left pants pocket--you
unconscioudy put your hand over it while we were walking back to make sureit was till there. And |
wouldn't want you to try to get any idea of ditching it here in the booth. I'd have to take you in right away
if you tried that.”

It wasthe jewdry then, dl right. And there wasn't any usein hisdenying it--or of volunteering any
information either. Ray Fleck just nodded. And kept his handsin sight.

Irby said, "All right, I'll put my cards on the table. Or my card.” Hetook acard from the breast
pocket of hiscoat and put it down in front of Ray. Mack Irby, Private Investigator. And an address
and a phone number. "Put it in your pocket. Y ou might want to use me sometime to get you out of ajam.



But not this jam; I've dready got aclient. And you can guesswho it is, without straining yourself.”

Ray Fleck nodded again. And to avoid discussion and keep things moving he put the card into
his own breast pocket.

"Meanwhile," Irby said, "don't let the fact that I'm a private detective and not a cop dazzle you
into thinking | can't arrest you, or that | won'tif | haveto. | carry adeputy's badge, for onething. And if |
didnt | can till make acitizen'sarrest if | find someone in the act of committing acrime. And you are;
you're in possession of stolen property. And if you think | can't handle you--" He pulled back his coat far
enough so Ray could see the butt of aflat automatic in a shoulder holster. "Just don't try to makearun
forit."

"I'm not running,” Ray said. "But you wouldn't shoot a man for--"

"Intheleg | would. Try meand see”

"Look, Irby," Ray said. "Y ou don't want to arrest me or you would have right away. Dolly just
wants her junk back, and I'm willing to giveit back. I've ftill got it dl. Sowhy don't | just giveit to you
and cdll it square. And you can give her my apologiestoo.”

"It'snot that smple, Fleck. My client will settle for restitution--but full restitution, and the way she
wantsit. You know how women are. They get tired of clothes and of jewelry and would rather have new
things than old ones. She/d much rather have the cash value of that jewe ry than the stuff itsalf back, so
she could buy new to replaceit. And there's the matter of the fee I'll haveto charge her. | think she
should be reimbursed for that, don't you?"

Ray Fleck licked his suddenly dry lips. "Isthis a shakedown, blackmail ?If it is, it won't work. I'm
broke, flat broke and in debt aready.”

"Let'stake those points one a atime, Fleck. Firgt, blackmail. Blackmail isacrime. If you think
I'm trying to blackmail you, you can arrest me. Citizen'sarrest. And I'll arrest you for grand larceny and
weélll handcuff ourselves together--1've got cuffs, right in my hip pocket--and go in to headquarters and
accuse each other. | can make my charge stick, especidly if | don't et you get rid of what'sin your
pocket, and | assureyou | won't let you. Y our charge would be your word against mine, and my word's
damned good down there. They'd laugh at you. Shall we do it that way?"

Ray Heck put out ahand for his glass but the hand trembled and he put it down on the table
again. "All right, you've got me. But damn it, you can't get blood out of aturnip. | am broke. I--"

Irby put up ahand to stop him.

"I know quite abit more about you, Fleck, than | did when | started looking for you alittle less
than an hour ago. Y ou weren't in thefirst five bars| tried, but the bartender or owner knew you in every
one of them. | know you're married. And | know which outfit you sell for--J. and B. and that you've been
with them for quite awhile. Nobody guessed your income at less than a hundred aweek and most
thought more. So, broke at the moment or not, | figure you can raise the money somehow--and | don't
care how you do it--to make adequate restitution to Miss Mason. And | figure the amount should be a
nice even thousand dollars"

At the expression on Ray'sface, Irby raised ahand. "1 don't know whether you've tried to fence
the stuff asyet. If you have, you're aware it won't bring anything like that sum. But don't forget therésa
terrific difference between afence's price, and aretall jewder's. And Miss Mason will be replacing those
itemsat retail; I'd say it will cost her five hundred dollars, or dmost that. Say that haf of the other five
hundred is my fee--and I'm sure you'll agree that under the circumstances that shouldn't come out of Miss
Mason's pocket. Call the other haf punitive damages, or payment for the mental anguish Miss Mason
suffered in learning that afriend whom sheld trusted turned out to be a sneak thief. Break it down any
way you like, but that's the amount it'sgoing to add up to."

Ray Fleck sad hitterly, "It is blackmail then. Damn you, Irby, I'm tempted--"

"To spend six monthsin jail--and lose your job, your friends, and probably your wifeif she's
worth anything to you? Just to save alousy grand?'

Irby leaned forward to reach into hisleft hip pocket and brought out apair of handcuffs. "I tried
to giveyou abreak," hesaid, "but if you'd rather go tojail, let's get it over with."

Ray said miserably, ™Y ou win. But--how long will | haveto raiseit? It may take me--"



"Well worry about that later. For tonight, if you want to walk out of here free, two painless steps
areadl you got to do. First, write a check for athousand dollars made out to Miss Dolly Mason, date it
today." He held up ahand to stop Ray's protest. "Don't tell me you haven't got athousand dollarsin your
account. I'll concede that, or you wouldn't be broke. I'll tell my client when to cash it. Let meworry
about that."

Ray said sullenly, "I've got adollar and some centsin the account, just enough to hold it open. All
right. But I've got to get my wallet out of my hip pocket to get a check.” Irby nodded, and he took out
hiswallet and took from it one of severa blank checks he kept folded in one of the compartments. Irby
offered him apen, but he shook his head and took his own from hisinside coat pocket, and wrote the
check.

"Don't put the pen away," Irby told him. "One more step.” He read the check carefully and put it
into his own wallet. Then he took from his coat pocket afolded sheet of blank paper. He unfolded it and
put it in front of Ray Fleck. "Now aconfession. Put the date down and I'll dictate therest.”

"Confesson! My God, you've got the check. Why do you want a confession too?"

"Think, Fleck. We might have to prove what that check was given for. Maybe you haven't
thought of thisyet, but you will: if I let you walk out of here free what'sto prevent you from ditching the
stolen property down the nearest sewer right away--and then, first thing tomorrow morning, stopping
payment on the check? And if she tried to make trouble your story--you'd think of it--would be you'd
given her the check on adrunken generous impulse and had reconsidered, especially when you sobered
up and realized you didn't have money in the bank to cover it. Be embarrassing for you to haveto tell a
gory likethat, but how could Dolly disproveit?’

Ray Feck understood and nodded miserably; hismind had been playing around with some such
idea, although he hadn't worked out the details yet. He wrote down the date. And what Irby dictated to
him after that. It wasn't long, but it sewed him up completely and left no loopholes. It even accounted for
the fact that restitution was being made by check instead of return of the jewelry by stating that he had
aready disposed of severd items of the stolen property. It didn't incriminate Dolly in any way by implying
that he had ever been intimate with her.

He sgned it and pushed it across. Irby folded the paper and put it in his pocket. He said, " Okay,
you can have this back when my client has cashed the check.”

Ray Fleck stared miserably down into his glass, not wanting to look &t histormentor. It was
going to take him months, he was thinking, to get himsdlf out of this, even if Ruth came through and took
him off the hook on his gambling debt.

He heard Irby dide out the booth. And then, standing outside, Irby bent over the end of the
booth table. "By theway, Feck," he said, "you owe Joe Amico some money too. That's only agambling
debt and thisisalarceny rap. This comesfirst. Understand?’

Startled, Ray looked up, into those light blue marble-like eyes. He said, "Good God, man, I've
got only till tomorrow evening on that. | can't possbly raise athousand in aday. It'll take me weeks."

"It better not,” Irby said. "This comes ahead of agambling debt, and I'm not kidding. If you're
paying off Amico tomorrow evening, you're paying this off sooner. Tomorrow's Friday, and it's not going
to wait over the weekend. Y our bank closes at three tomorrow, and Miss Mason will be there just
before then with the check. If it's ‘insufficient funds the confession and the check both go to the police.”

"God, Irby, | can't possibly--"

"Y ou better, and | don't care how. See aloan shark, sall your house, your car or your wife,
anything. Rob abank for dl | care. But this check will be presented for cashing at your bank at three
tomorrow."

He turned and walked away, as casudly asthough he hadn't |eft a desperate man behind him.
Ray Fleck reached for hisdrink. His hand shook badly but there was so little left in the glass that he
didn't spill any. Hedrank it at agulp.

He wanted to get out, away from everybody, to walk the night dlone and try to think, to think.
But he wanted Irby to havetimeto get clear first. He strode to the front of the tavern and stood looking
out of the window. He saw Irby get into a car parked across the street and drive away.



Then he himsdf |eft, and walked. Not even acar to drive in tonight, he thought, feding sorry for
himsdf, and as though thinking about that onelittle trouble would help him forget his real troubles. But he
didn't daretry to forget them, heredized; he had to find an answer. If there was an answer.

He saw an open sewer grating at the first corner and for amoment he was tempted to push the
damned jewery, handkerchief and dl, through it. But the thought came to him that that would be a
usd ess gesture now. With the written confession in Irby's hands, soon in Dally's, having the stuff on him
was no additiona danger to him now. Besides, it was worth something. If afence had consdered giving
him fifty for thering, probably a hock shop proprietor would give him at least that and maybe more
tomorrow. And since the police didn't have alist for checking thered be no danger selling the ring openly
now. No use throwing fifty bucks or more down the sewer. Maybe Uncle would give him afew bucks,
say fivefor dl of it, for the costume Stuff.

He thought again of the ring in connection with the poker game. The game would be starting by
now. But--oh, hell it was hopeless. He needed fifteen hundred now, fourteen hundred and eighty to be
exact, and held never seen money like that change handsin the game. A few hundred, never more than
five or Sx, was as much as hed ever seen anybody win or lose, and not that much very often. It would
have been amiracleif held have got in the game and won enough to pay off Amico.

Hisonly chance, his only chance, now was Ruth and her insur-ance policy. (What if she'd get
killed by acar on the way home from work tonight? He'd have the whol e ten thousand coming, as her
beneficiary, and histroubles would be gone. Eight and ahalf thousand | eft after paying off one and ahalf
thousand. But things like that never happened, not when you desperately needed to have them happen.)
But what remotely credible story could he make up when held needed only five hundred late this
afternoon? Not that he'd lost another thousand gambling--if she did believe that, it would make her so
mad she'd be more likely to walk out on him than meekly agree to borrow that much on the policy for
him. And she probably wouldn't believe him to begin with, and he couldn't blame her; hed never gambled
for stakes like that before, agrand in one evening. The four-eighty to Amico had been lost in his bad-luck
run over severa weeks.

But there had to be some way out. There had to be.

He'd walked two blocks before he decided that walking wasn't doing him any good. Hismind
was going in circles, getting nowhere. He could think better sitting down. And besides, the shock of
Mack Irby had knocked off his dight edge, had knocked al the alcohol out of him. And he could think
better with adight edge, just adight one, than cold sober. He needed adrink and needed it badly.

The Palace Bar was coming up. It was a place he ordinarily didn't like and seldom drank &,
especidly since held never been able to get the place on his customer list. It was mostly aworking-man's
bar, doing a beer trade. But they did sdll whisky, and any port in astorm. Maybe it would be a better
place right now than most because held almost certainly not run into anybody he knew there. And he
didn't want to see anybody he knew.

He played safe by looking into the window first. There were afew men in the place, mostly down
at thefar end of the bar, but they were al strangers. Still better, he didn't even know the bartender.
Kowalsky, who ran the place, wasn't there himsalf and the bartender must be anew man he'd put on
recently.

Ray Fleck went in and took astool at the corner of the bar, facing the back. The bartender came
over and he ordered adouble, ahighbal. It came and he paid for it.

He spped at it and tried to think, but nothing came, nothing congtructive. He thought, damn
Amico; if Amico hadn't put the heat on him, if Amico hadn't been so tough, he'd il be dl right; held have
got Amico paid off sooner or later and he wouldn't have been tempted to steal Dally's stuff. And damn
Dally and double damn Irby; he hadn't had time to get to her place yet, but soon they'd be celebrating his
check and confession and laughing at him. And then going to bed together to celebrate some more. Irby
hedn't fooled him by calling hisclient Miss Mason; hewas one of her men al right, and probably her
steady. He wondered how many other shakedown rackets they'd worked together.

Mogt of dl, damn Ruth. It dl had started by her being safish and unreasonable this afternoon,
refusing him the five hundred he'd needed then. If sheld been reasonable and sensible then, none of the



rest would have happened, none of it.

Irby had said facetioudy "sdll your wife" God, if only he could sdll her. What amistake it had
been for him ever to have married in thefirst place. A sudden thought came to him: that damn Greek she
worked for was soft on her. Maybe-- No, it wouldn't work; Mikos wouldn't lend him money, soft on
Ruth or not. Mikos would want him to get into trouble, bad enough trouble so Ruth would leave him and
give Mikosafreefied with her.

But there had to be an answer.

He stared down into hishighbal, looking for one.

11:16 P.M.

THISisthetranscript of aconversation that might possibly have happened. If you believein such
things you'll cometo seethat it could have happened. If you do not believe, it doesn't matter.

"Heisset up, Sire. Everything isready when you say theword.”

"Y ou're sure heis sufficiently frightened, sufficiently desperate?’

"Yes, Sre”

"Ready for murder? Remember, he has committed every other sin, but he has not ever thought of
murder. Not serioudy, thet is."

"Only because, Sire, he has known that he could not get away with it. Now we present him with
the perfect opportunity. A chanceto kill hiswifein such away that it cannot possibly be pinned on him.
A method by which, if he dibishimsdlf ashewill, will not even cause him to be suspected.”

"We can make sure by adding alittle touch or two to what he thinksis his string of bad back.”

"It isunnecessary, Sre. And it would disturb the timing, which is very delicate. We would haveto
rearrange much.”

"Very wel. We shal follow the origina plan. Check time and tart the count-down."”

"Four seconds, Sire. Three. Two. One. Now."

"Let himlook up from hisdrink.”

In Pete Kowa sky's Palace Bar, Ray Fleck looked up from hisdrink. And saw the psychopath.

11:17 P.M.

Avaunt, ye demons, and away with imaginary conversations. Let usto avery red, if suddenly
conceived, plot for murder.

In Pete Kowal sky's Palace Bar, Ray Fleck looked up from hisdrink, in which he had found no
answer to his problem, and saw the answer walking toward him.

That is, he saw aman waking toward him from the back end of the tavern, undoubtedly coming
from the john; he must have been in it when Ray had come in the place aminute or so ago. Ray didn't
know the man, but ill he looked vaguedly familiar. He was medium in height and stocky, probably about
Ray's own weight except that he had broad shoulders and anarrow waist, just the opposite of Ray's
distribution of weight. He had a somewhat coarse, brutal face--anyway aface that looked as though it
could look brutal. And dark intense eyes that looked--well, haunted was probably the best word. For
some reason he couldn't name a cold chill went down Ray Fleck's spine. He'd seen that man somewhere
before. Where?

The man hadn't noticed Ray and obvioudy didn't know he was being watched and wondered
about. He stopped behind the bar stool that was the second one down from Ray's and stood there a
moment. There was an amost finished drink on the bar in front of that stool and apparently he was



deciding whether to Sit down again and finish it or to go on out of the tavern.

And in that moment he stood there Ray knew why the chill had gone down his spine. For a
moment the man's hands, big hands, flexed and unflexed--and then went rigid as though he/d suddenly
realized what he was doing and had forced himself to stop. Then he did onto the stoal in front of the
drink.

Now Ray knew, suddenly but beyond &l doubt, where, when and under what circumstances
he'd seen the man. He knew he was sitting two stools away from the psychopathic killer who was
terrorizing the city. And who, according to what the squad car cops had told him in Jick's only half an
hour or so ago, was on the prowl! again and had aready tried to get at two women.

Hisfirst thought wasto get out of there fast and phone the police from the drugstore that was il
open directly across the street. And hope the man would till be here when they came. Then he saw the
dangers of that. For tonight--until they'd had time to dig into the background and find evidence--it would
be hisword againgt the psycho's. And the cops would keep him for hours, questioning him--and bawling
the hell out of him for not having reported what he'd seen when held seen it two months ago. They'd
make him sound like more of ahed than ahero for reporting it now. And suppose he phoned in and the
copsdidn't get herein timeto catch their man they'd be even tougher with him. And if the deal got inthe
newspapers the psycho would know there was someone around who could identify him, and held know
who. That would be ahell of aspot to bein. And what did he have to gain? He had troubles of hisown.

And then the second thought came to him, full blown and fool-proof. And he knew he had to do
it right away before helogt his nerve. Or before the man finished hisdrink and |eft.

Hetook the rest of hisown drink at adraught and called out, "Hey, bartender,” to the bartender
he didn't know. "One more double." And then casudly to the man who sat amost beside him, "Have one
with me, pd?'

The man shook his head. "Thanks. Gottago.”

Ray made hisvoice sound just atrifle thick and durred; to play this convincingly he shouldn't
seem cold sober. He said, "Onefor the road, then. Look, | won't want you to buy back, won't let you.
I'm aliquor slesman, see, so any drink | buy anybody goes on the 'spense account. Besides, | hate to
drink alone. Hey, bartender, make it two up thisway."

"Okay," the man said. "Guess one more won't hurt me."

Ray pretended to look at hiswrist watch. "One's about dl I'll have timefor mysdf. Gotto getin
an dl-night poker game and it's starting about now. Say, my name's Ray Fleck--don't tell me yours
‘cause I'm lousy on names and won't remember it anyway. I'll call you Bill. Y ou married, Bill?'

The man shook his head. And the bartender came with their drinks. Ray paid him and left his
wallet on top of the bar; he was going to need it in aminute.

"Well, | am," hesaid. "Married, | mean. Got the prettiest, sweetest little wifein town. And you
know it worries me--with what's been happening--to leave her dl done, in abuilding dl by hersdf, while
| play al-night poker. But hell, aman'sgot to get out oncein awhile, and I think thisismy lucky night.”

Hewasthinking: it could be; it could be, if thisworks.

The man picked up hisglass. "Thanks," he said. "Here's how."

"Bumps," Ray said. Hetook apull from hisown glass.

"Yeah," hesad. "All donein the building, the whole damn building, that's what worriesme alittle.
Welivein athird floor, top floor, flat over astore, see. And the second floor flat is vacant right now;
people moving in on thefirst of the month but that's aweek yet. And she'sthe prettiest--Say, let me
show you."

He opened a compartment of hiswallet and took out two snap-shots of hiswife. He dways
carried them. Not out of sentiment but because so many other men carried pictures of their wives or kids
or both and he didn't want to be left out if it came to a photo showing match. Besides, Ruth was damned
pretty. One of the photos was a close-up and made her look sweet and tender. The other had been
snapped at the beach, Ruth in abathing suit. She'd probably have been annoyed that he carried that one
and showed it to other men, who usudly whistled when they saw it, but what she didn't know didn't hurt
her.



He pushed the pictures over to the man and used the motion as an excuse to dide over one stool
and st next to him. "That's Ruth," he said. "Ruth Feck, if you forgot my name. Ain't sheahoney?'

"Sureis”

The man was bent over the photographs on the bar, studying them as closdly asthough he were
nearsghted. Ray Fleck couldn't see his eyes, which was perhaps just as well; they might have unnerved
him and he needed every bit of nerve and every hit of acting ability he had, to put this over.

He asked casudly, "Ever eat at arestaurant called Mikos? Out on North Broadmoor?"

Theman il didn't look up. "Know whereit is; I've driven past. But | never ate there. Why?'

"Just that if you had you might have seen Ruth. She'sworking there, just temporarily. Waitresson
the evening shift till even thirty, gets home about midnight.”

The man pushed the pictures back. He still didn't look at Ray; now hewaslooking at hisdrink,
and put ahand around it, moving the glassin dow circles. "Good looking, al right. But what you
worrying about? Y ou got achain bolt on the door, ain't you? Everybody has, somebody told me."

Suddenly Ray's mouth felt dry, and he knew he was winning. He had to wait a second to get
sdivain hismouth so he could talk naturally. "Ordinary bolt, not achain bolt. But she hasto open up
when | come--" He broke off and laughed suddenly.

"What the hell, | clean forgot. We got asystemn, Ruth and me. A code knock so she knowsit's
meif | get home after she does. She don't open the door otherwise. But | haven't had to useif for afew
weeksand | clean forgot about it for the minute.”

Hetook asip of hisdrink and put the glass down again. "Imagine me forgetting, when we picked
acode | couldn't forget. Same as our address. We live at three one two Covington Place, see, three
knocks, then one, and then two. That way | don't haveto yell out my name or anything and anyway
somebody el se could say 'It's Ray,' so that wouldn't mean anything. Say, who do you think will be
playing in the seriesthisyear?'

The man shrugged. "'l don't follow baseball.”

"I don't either, much," Ray said. "But I'd sure like to see the Y ankees | ose a pennant for once.
Spoils basebd|, same team winning every year in oneleague.”

"Yeah," theman said. "'l go dong onthat." Hefinished hisdrink and did off the stoal. "Wdll, |
gottago. Unlessyoull let me buy back.”

"Nope. Thisbetter bemy lag, if I'm gonnaplay poker.”

"Okay, then. Thanks."

Ray didn't turn as the man walked behind and past him to the door. But after the man was
outside he turned just dightly and managed to watch out of the corner of his eye, through the window,
without appearing to be watching. The man crossed the street and went into the drugstore. He headed
for the phone booth and started stumbling through the phone book that hung on achain besideit.

Checking up on what Ray had told him by verifying the addressin the phone book? It could be.
But then the man looked up another number, thumbing to another part of the directory, and then entered
the phone booth and closed the door behind him.

What call would he be making, Ray wondered. To Ray's own phone number, just to verify that
no one answered there? That wouldn't prove much. Calling someoneto tell them that he wouldn't be
hometill later? That didn't seem too likely; he prob-ably lived done, and besides hed had to look up a
number. Hed certainly know the number wherever helived.

Then Ray redlized what call the man would be making. He was checking Ray's story down the
line. First hed looked up Ray's listing to make sure of the address, then he'd looked up Mikos restaurant
and was now cdling it. HEd ask for Ruth Fleck and be told--Ray glanced at hiswrist watch and saw that
it was eeven thirty-four--that yes, Ruth Fleck worked there and had just left to go home. Mikoswould
il be there to answer the phone; he knew enough about restaurant routine to know that Mikos always
stayed at least alittle while after Ruth | €eft, to check the cash register, maybe put chairs on tables, do
whatever €lse had to be done to shut up shop for the night.

He reached out ahand for hisdrink, and saw that the hand was shaking so badly from reaction
that he put it quickly down on the bar instead. He had to get himsalf under control now, and stay that



way. Hedidn't darelet himsdlf think about what was going to happen to Ruth.

The die was cast now, and there was no way he could call back what he had done. All that
remained wasto St there until he was calm again, and think things out. He needed an dibi.

Ruth would die any time after midnight. And so, from midnight on, he had to have asolid, airtight,
unbreskable dibi. One with lots of witnesses. With aten-thousand-dollar motive for killing hiswife, the
police would be utter foolsif they didn't at least dightly suspect him of having done the murder himself,
using the psycho's modus operandi-- knockout, rape, strangling, in that order--and so hisdibi had to be
above suspicion. Already he knew approxi-mately how he was going to work it, but there were ill a
few detailsto think out.

And hisnerves. But they'd be dl right; they were probably al right now. Helifted his hand from
the bar and reached for hisdrink. It still trembled alittle, but not so badly. In afew more minutes he'd be
completely okay.

If he could keep himsdlf from thinking about Ruth.

11:34 P.M.

RUTH FLECK had not yet |€eft the restaurant. George had told her to go at eleven thirty, but the
last customer, at the counter, had obvioudy been within a minute or two of finishing and sheld decided to
wait. It had paid off, too, with atwo-hit tip that he probably wouldn't have lft if he'd seen her leave; he
wouldn't have known that George would hold thetip for her and giveit to her tomorrow evening.

Sheld carried his dishes back and was putting on the light summer coat over her uniform dress
when she heard the phone ring up front. She didn't hurry because George was up there starting to check
the cash register, and anyway the call was unlikely to be for her. Nobody she knew would be calling her
at thishour except possibly Ray--and if helooked at hiswatch before calling held think that she'd aready
|eft.

But George'svoice cdled out "Ruth. For you." And she called back "Coming" and hurried abit.

George was back at the register when she came through the swinging doors, and the wall phone
was off the hook, dangling on its cord. She went to it and said, "Hello." But no voice answered and after
asecond sheredlized that the faint buzz she heard was adid tone.

She hung up the phone and looked toward George. "That's funny,” she said. "Nobody on the
line. It must have been Ray, but he must have been cut off. Maybe | should wait around afew more
minutesto seeif hetriesagain.”

There was suddenly a peculiar expression on George Mikos face. He left the register and came
around the counter.

"That wasn't your husband,” he said. "He's called often enough for meto know hisvoice. This
voice was degper. But | think you better wait a minute anyway. Sit down.”

Ruth was puzzled but she pulled achair out from under the nearest table and sat. George sat on
one of the counter stools and stared at her. "Ruth, outside of Ray, do you know anyone at al who might
have any reason a dl for cdling you at thistime?'

Ruth thought, and shook her head dowly. "No," she admitted. "No man, anyway. Just what did
he say? Could he have got the wrong number and you misunderstood the name he asked for?”"

"No. And the conversation was so short | can giveit to you verbatim. He said, "Is Ruth Fleck
there?' Incidentally, that's proof, besides the voice, that it wasn't your husband. The severa timeshe's
caled when I've answered he's dways said, 'Hi, George. Can | talk to Ruth?' Knows my voice and cals
me by name, and never bothers adding the Fleck to yours.

"But back to thiscall. | said. 'She'sjust about to leave, but she's il here. Just aminute.” And
then | called out to you, and went back to theregister. And that's al."

"He couldn't have misunderstood you and thought you said I'd just |eft?"



"Pretty unlikely, Ruth. My dictionis at least passable, and it was agood connection. Besides,
athough my mouth was away from the mouthpiece when | called you | called loudly enough and was il
close enough that he'd surely have heard that.”

Hefrowned. "Have you had any other mysterious phone calls recently? Such as answering the
phone and having someone hang up when he hears your voice?' Ruth shook her head. "Or such as
wrong numbers? Or acdl from a stranger who could be aphony for al you know, asking what television
program you're watching, or anything likethat?"

Ruth shook her head more dowly thistime. "No, George. Oh, wrong numbers oncein awhile,
things like that. But not recently. Not that | remember right now, anyway. Most callswe get are for Ray,
and the caller dways leaves aname or anumber or both. Or if they're for me, they're from someonel
know."

"And you've never been followed that you know of ? Never had anything happen to indicate that
someone has been checking up on you or asking questions about you?'

"No. George, you're taking thisawfully serioudy. | can guess what you're thinking--but why
would the psychopath pick on me?"

"For the same reason,” George said, "that he picked on those other women. Doubled in spades,
because you're prettier than they were. And you've got a husbhand who-- What time does Ray usualy
come home at night?'

"Usudly about ten or fifteen minutes after the taverns close a one o'clock. | aways stay up that
long to wait for him. If he isn't home by--oh, about one twenty--1 figure he probably got into a poker
game or something and go to deep. Then he has to knock loud enough to wake me--but that's not too
hard; I'm alight deeper.”

"That would give the psycho afull hour, from midnight till one, most nights. Some nightslonger, if
he's been casing your husband too and happensto know he's going to be later. Ruth, | don't like that
phonecall at dl. To be honest about it, it worries the bgesus out of me.”

"Y ou're scaring me too, George. | guess you want to, so I'll be careful. And | will. | told you
about the specia knock Ray uses when he gets home late. | wouldn't open the door except to that
knock. But isn't it enough of aprecaution?”

"I suppose S0, unless Ray's told someone about it. Suppose he got talking to afriend ina
tavern--but with the psycho in hearing distance--and told him about it. There's plenty of talk about the
psycho, including in taverns. If the subject came up naturaly, mightn't hetell what precaution you and he
areusing, if heknew and thought he could trust whoever hewastaking to.”

"Well--he might mention that we use a code knock. But he surely wouldn't tell just what the code
knock is. Thered be no reason for him to tell that--unless he ddliberately wanted to get me murdered.
And he's not that bad, George.”

George Mikos sighed. "I suppose you'reright there. But don't you see that, code knock or no,
you can be in danger? That you are in danger if friend psycho is checking up on you and hasyou on his
littleligt, even asapossbility?”

"| redlize that--but till, if | don't open the door--"

"Wait, | hadn't finished. If he's even intelligent enough to read the newspapers he knows by now
that women aonejust aren't opening doors these days, not unless they have chain bolts on them anyway.
He knows he's going to have to vary his procedure if hel's going to succeed again. And what Ssmpler
variation would there be than for him to find awoman who went home alone, late, and be waiting for her
insde her house or flat when she gets there?

"Let me make ahypothetica caseto show you that could be. Let's say he picked you out aweek
ago. Maybe he eats here; maybe you've talked to him and he got to know your name. Let's say thefirst
night he followed you home and knowswhereyou live.

"Let's say he's been checking up on you ever since. It wouldn't be hard for him to learn that
you're married, but only you and your husband livein thet flat."

"Only Ray and | livein thewhole building right now, George. It'sasmdl, narrow building, two
flats over ahardware store. And the flat on the second floor, under us, isvacant. | understand it's been



rented for the first, and welll have neighbours soon, but--"

"That makesit a perfect setup for him, Ruth. Better than he could have hoped for. He wouldn't
have to come in the restaurant here again, or follow you home again. Let's say he'sjust been keeping an
eye on your building late evenings and nights since. He's seen you get home about midnight every night.
And he's seen Ray-- How long hasiit been since Ray has got home early, before afew minutes after
one?'

"Not for over aweek."

"All right. Then he knows you get home at midnight, and Ray doesn't get home until after one.
Sincethere are only two of you in the whole building he wouldn't have to know Ray even by sight to
know that the man who came in an hour or more after you got homeis your husband. He wouldn't have
to know athing about Ray except that he gets home after one. He probably figures Ray holds anight job
somewhere and that's when he gets off, so he's even surer than he should be that Ray isn't going to get
home earlier. Areyou following me, Ruth?'

"I'm getting plenty scared, if that's what you mean.”

"So he knows he's got an hour with you there alone, and that's probably alot more time than he
needs. His attacks are probably as quick asthey are sudden and brutal.

"So dl hehasto doisbreak into your flat any time before midnight and wait for you. Break in or
let himsdf in with askeleton key or something. How good is your lock?!

"Just an ordinary one. And of course the bolt isn't thrown inside the door when no oné'sthere. |
guess askeleton key would get himin."

"He could be there right now waiting for you. And that cal for you here--he could have made it
right from your phone, just to assure himsdlf that you were getting off on time and not working late. He
must have expected meto say that you'd just Ieft, and when | said you were still here he couldn't think
quickly enough of anything unsuspiciousto say to you so he hung up before you got to the phone. And he
did learn that you'll be there soon; | gave him that information gratuitoudy when | told him you were ill
here but just about to leave."

"George, thisis--horrible. It'san awful lot to build on one unexplained phone cal but--but it
could be. Do you think we should go to the police?"

He shook hishead dowly. "Not tonight. I'm afraid they'd think, as you suggested, that it'san
awful lot to build on one unexplained phone cdl. They might think it worth investigating and they might
not. In any case, they'd want to talk to usfirst, maybe have us comein, and that would waste alot of
time. And don't forget that if he is there waiting for you, heisn't going to wait forever. If you're not home
by--oh, say, haf past twelve, hell figure some-thing's gone wrong and best it."

"No, I'm going to handleit mysdlf, tonight. I'm going to drive you home. Y ou're going to give me
your key and then wait in the car till 1 go up and check your flat. Thoroughly. Y ou go up only when | tell
you it's safe as houses. And then lock yoursdlf in and don't open the door till your husband uses histrick
knock. And bolt the door again after him. That way you'l be safe tonight.

"And well worry about the police tomorrow--unless by then we've found some explanation of
that phone cal--1'll go right to my homicide captain friend and lay it in hislap. If hetakesthis as serioudy
as| doyoull be under police protection from then on. I'd call him tonight but | happen to know he's out
of town till tomorrow morning. And | don't want to messwith any lesser lights. Come on.”

He stood up and went to the front door to double check that it waslocked. "My car's out back.
WEell go that way."

Ruth had stood but she said, "George--1 don't like this. Y our going up there alone, | mean. If
he's there, he's dangerous. Y ou don't know how big and strong he may be."

Hegrinned. "I know how big and strong | am. And clothed in armour of righteousness at thet.
Bdieve me, nothing would make me hgppier than finding him.”

"But--he might be armed. Do you have agun?'

"He probably isn't. People who kill with their hands seldom carry other wegpons. But yes, I've
got agun, back in the sanctum. I'll take it dong if only to make you fed easer. And aflashlight to help me
find wall switches and look under beds. Come on.”



Thistime shefallowed him and waited in the kitchen while he went briefly into his office. They
turned out the rest of the lights and | ft.

In the car, which was parked on avacant |ot across the aley, she gave him the address and
directions, since held never been there before. 1t was only five minutes by car, she thought; sheld be
getting home earlier than usud instead of later. The bustook half an hour because it was roundabout and
she had to transfer once.

She had athought, as he started. " George, what if Ray came home early and isthere? What are
you going to tdl him?"

"The truth, what e se? And helll have no cause for suspicion, if that's what you're worrying about.
If I weretaking you there for an assignation I'd hardly leave you in the car and go up aone, would |?
Besides, next to the psycho I'd like to find him there. I'd feel safer about leaving you. And thereésa
possibility, just a possibility, that he could tell us something about that mysterious phone cal. For some
reason or another he might have asked or told someoneto cdl you. And the hanging up could have been
amisunderstanding or an accidental disconnection. Why did you ask? He isn't jealous of me, ishe?"

"I've never given him any causeto be. | mean, | haven't talked about you too much or anything
likethat. He knows | think you're nice, and generous, and agood employer.”

"Uh-huh. Do you have any reason for thinking he might come home earlier than usua tonight? Or,
for that matter, later?'

"Well, there could be--either way. | told you about our quarrd this afternoon because | wouldn't
borrow money againgt the policy for him. It was pretty bitter. He might deliberately stay out later because
of that, if he'still mad. Or he might come home early or be there dready for the opposite reason, | mean
if he's repentant or wants to apologize. But | doubt that. If he is home early it'smore likely to reopen the
argument and have another try at convincing me. Or-- Thisis Thursday, isn't it?"

"Yes. What'sthat got to do with it?

"Only that quite frequently he plays poker Thursday nights, al night or quite late. But he probably
won't play tonight--he didn't have too much money and | guessit's apretty steep game, one he wouldn't
try to get into with afew dollars.”

"He might have borrowed some. But skip Ray. Tell me some-thing about theflat I'll becasing in
aminute. Hasit got afire escape, could it be broken into from the outsde?

"No fire escape. There'safront and back door. The back door leads to stairsthat go down to
thedley. But it's kept bolted and | never use it except to take down garbage or trash. | won't do that
tonight.”

"Nor tomorrow either. Y ou're going to be extra careful in al directions at least until I've had a
talk with my friend in homicide and see what we can work out with him. How many windows?"

"Five--no, six. Two at the front that look on the street, three aong one side and one kitchen
window &t the back. But he couldn't get at any of them without using along ladder, and | can't picture
him taking the risk of carrying one around.”

George said, "Just the same I'm going to see that al windows are closed and locked when | go
up there. It'sacoolish night and you can survive without ventilation for that long. How about accessto or
from the roof ?*

"Theresatrap door, but it's outside the kitchen door; if he came through it he till wouldn't be
inddetheflat. Besdes, it's kept fastened on theinside."

"Thistheright block?"

"Y es. Third building from the next corner, on your right.”

She garted fishing in her handbag for her key and had it ready for him by the timethe car
stopped directly in front.

He got out and closed the door, spoke through the open window. "Don't leave the car. If he's by
any chance watching from some-where and approaches the car--if anyone approaches the car--start
ydling like hell, loud enough for me to hear you up there. Not that your yeling wouldn't make him runin
any case.”

Heleft her and Ruth Fleck lighted a cigarette and waited till he came back. Thistime he cameto



her side of the car and opened the door for her. "Fasedarm,” he said cheerfully. "Not apsychoin
sight--and | checked carefully. Closets, under the bed, anywhere aman could hide."

She got out of the car. "Thanks, George. | can't tell you how much I--"

"Don't try then. And I'm not leaving you this second anyway. Escort service right to your door,
and | want to hear the bolt dide when you've closed it after you. Here'syour key."

He stopped at the door of the flat and didn't try to enter after her. She turned to face him. "Good
night, George. And thanks again, amillion."

"Forget it. But lissen amoment. My guess that he might be waiting here for you was wrong, but
I'm still worried and | guess you are too. Would you fed safer spending the night in ahotel room? Y ou
could write anote for Ray--1'd have had to bring you here to do that in any case--and then | could drive
you on down-town. It might be the safest thing.”

She shook her head. "No, I'll be dl right here.”

"Okay. But one find ingruction--and | don't mean not to open the door except for your husband;
you know that. It'sthis; if you hear anyonetrying to get in either door or at awindow, if you even think
you hear anything suspicious, don't waste time phoning the police--you could be dead by the time they
get here. Just open afront window, lean out and start screaming bloody murder at the top of your lungs,
loud enough to carry six blocks away. He wouldn't follow through on trying to get in while you're doing
that. Okay, good night--and let me hear the bolt dide."

"Good night, George."

She closed the door and did the bolt, stood there a moment listening to his footsteps going down
the stairs and thinking how wonderful he'd been to her and how concerned he'd been about her. And
how brave to have come up here done when held really thought that a dangerous criminal, amurderer,
might bewaiting.

When she turned she saw by the clock that it still lacked six minutes of midnight. Because of the
lift, she was home earlier than usud despite dl the talking they'd done and the time George had taken to
search theflat.

She went into the bathroom and started drawing water in the tub. She wastired, if not deepy,
and a hot bath would be just the thing to relax her body and her nerves.

11:55 P.M.

RAY FLECK looked at hiswatch again and saw that it wasjust time for him to leave. Hed sat
there nursing hisdrink ever since the psycho had left--thinking. There couldn't be any possible dip-upson
hisaibi and hed thought it out and covered every contingency.

Thedl-night poker game at Harry Brambaugh'swas, of course, the basis of it. But he'd worked
things out so that game would dibi him for dl night no matter what happened. Someone in the game might
or might not buy the diamond ring to let him play. And if someonedid buy it, he might till go broke
within the first hour, and that would be no good at dl. Hisalibi had to befor all night, clear up to dawn.

Hed told the psycho, in effect, that an attack on Ruth would be safe any time after midnight; he
couldn't possibly pinpoint it by suggesting aspecific time or even adeadline. And for dl Ray knew the
guy might aseasily make hiscal at two or three in the morning as at haf past twelve. Besides, evenif he
had any way of timing it, he didn't dare get home too soon after the psycho had Ieft. The minute he got
home and found Ruth dead held have to cdll the police--and if she were freshly deed they'd still suspect
him of having killed her and having doneit in such away asto throw suspicion on the psycho. He didnt
darefind her until sheld been dead at least a couple of hours, and with him having asolid dibi for thetime
at which shed died.

To be safe he didn't dare get home before five in the morning, and six would be better.

So, since the psycho had lft, held been planning carefully; he was going to have an dl-night aibi



from Harry and whoever else was in the game, whether or not he could sdll the ring and whether or not
he went broke quickly if hedid sdll it. All it took was the right build-up.

Harry had a downtown gpartment, only ablock and ahalf from here. Five minuteswalk and if he
|eft at five of twelve he could establish thetime of hisarriva by saying "Cold on the stroke of midnight,”
when he waked into the room. That wouldn't sound suspicious or as though he wastrying to establish an
alibi because it was a phrase he often used anyway. So did some of the other boys. It was a quotation
from apoem or something, and it was acliché that fitted in any time the question of time came up at or
within aminute of midnight.

Second step: The minute he got in held tell Harry hefdlt lousy, had an upset somach and a
headache. He'd say it would probably wear off, but did Harry have a Bromo-Seltzer or an Alka-Seltzer
around, and maybe a couple of aspirin tabletstoo. And Harry would have; Harry had a bad stomach and
headaches himsdf and was dwayswell stocked with patent medicines. Harry would give him something
and hed takeit. Point made.

Then, at the poker table but before sitting down, he'd explain apologetically that he was short on
cash but had ahell of abargain in adiamond ring, if anyone might be interested in buying it, and he'd pass
it around. He'd try to get ahundred, but settle for fifty if someone wanted it but quibbled about price.
Either someone would buy it or no onewould buy it.

If no one bought, well hed laid his groundwork, by convincing Harry hewas sick. Hed say he
didn't fed up to going home right away, and would Harry mind if helay down on the sofaawhilefirs.
Harry had acomfortable sofaright in the living room, the room in which they played cards. Lying there
he'd bein sght of everyonein the game. And Harry was anice guy; he certainly wouldn't mind. That sofa
had been used before for smilar purposes; once in awhile someone got tired in the middle of agame and
wanted to rest awhile and then get back in.

So held pretend to go to deep on the sofa--or redlly go to deep if he could. And stay theretill
the game broke up, which was never before five o'clock.

Same ded with aminor variation if he sold the ring but lost the money too soon. His upset
stomach and headache would have come back by then; held take more Alka-Seltzer and aspirin and then
lie down awhileto give them a chance to work.

It would work. Parts of the story might sound mildly strange to the police when they questioned
him, but thered be too many witnesses for them to have any serious doubts. Especidly if Milt Corbett
was there as one of the witnesses, as he probably would be; Milt was a prominent member of the city
council and the strength of hisword would be as the strength of ten, to the police.

Heleft adallar tip on the bar, to make the bartender remember him; it wouldn't hurt to be able to
extend hisdibi backward abit in case Ruth died very shortly after midnight, and left.

Hed timed it right; it was midnight on the head when he rang the bell of Harry Brambaugh's
gpartmen.

Stella, Brambaugh's wife, opened the door. On achain, of course, but she opened it the rest of
the way when she recognized Ray. He was alittle surprised to see that she was wearing arobe and had
her iron gray hair in pin curlers; usualy she stayed dressed and made coffee and sandwiches about one
o'clock, and then went to bed.

"Cold on the stroke of midnight,” Ray said. ""Game been going on long?"

"Ray, | tried to cdl you but you weren't home. Thereisn't any game. Harry got atelegram while
we were egting tonight; his brother is serioudy hurt in acar accident and he had to leave right away, the
firgt plane. He gave me alist of sx mento cal up and | got al of them except you.”

Ray frowned, thinking franticaly. "Mrs. Brambaugh, | wonder if you could give methét lig. |
know dl the boysonit, but not al their phone numbers. And maybe we can till get agame going,
especidly if you'd let me use your phoneso | can call them right away.”

She shook her head. "1 might find the list in the wastebasket, but it wouldn't work anyway, Ray.
Three of them said they wouldn't have been able to make it tonight anyway. | don't know whether Harry
would have played four-handed or not; he'd prob-ably have postponed it. But that leaves only two
besides yoursdlf, and they've probably got doing something else by now. Or goneto bed.”



His mind went in frantic circles as he walked down the stairs and out into the night. What now?
He could dibi himself by going to any tavern where he was well known, between now and one o'clock
when the tavern would close. God, oh God, what could he do? He could go to a hotel, but what good
would that be as an dibi? The clerk could testify when he checked in and when he checked out, but
could he give positive testimony that he had not sneaked out and back in again sometime during the
night?

Of courseif he picked up awoman and took her to ahotel, or to her own place-- He considered
that and abandoned it reluc-tantly. The testimony of awoman like that would be of only dight vaue, for
onething. For another, the chances of hisfinding such awoman were dight, especialy since he had less
than an hour to do it in. Thereéd been arecent crackdown and available pickups in bars were currently
few and far between. Outside of bars, he didn't have the faintest ideawhere to start looking. He didn't
have alittle black book of addresses; for the last few years, his only extramarital adventures had been
those with Dolly, and Dolly--well, he could forget Dally tonight, if not forever.

Besides, he was broke. He couldn't have over afew dollars|eft after dl the drinks, many of them
doubles, that hed been buying.

For amoment he entertained the wild idea of walking in front of acar, getting himsdf injured and
taken to the hospital. But that was too risky; he could be killed--or permanently crippled, which would
be dmost asbad. Or if for safety he picked adowly moving car and just let it knock him down his
injurieswould probably be so superficia that a hospital would smply check him over and discharge him
immediately. Could he feign a heart attack? No, it would take the admitting physician only haf aminute
with astethoscope to learn that his heart was as sound as a preinflation dollar. Acute appendicitis?
Hardly, with his appendix already out and a scar to proveit. Or--no, damn it, he knew too little about
illnessesto be able to get away with feigning anything. Hed never had asick day in hislife, except for
that attack of gppendicitis and the time held been in the army infirmary on account of hisallergy to wool.

The hospita ideawouldn't work. But what €lse would be open dl night after the taverns closed?

The answer was so smple that he wondered why held sweated thinking about hotels and
hospitals. Thejall was open dl night. It wouldn't hurt him to spend anight in the drunk tank, to save his
life, and to pay aten-buck finein the morning. Maybe even no fine, just awarning, for first offense; and,
what dibi could possibly be better than being in jail ? He wondered why he hadn't thought of it the
moment held learned that the poker game was called off.

But held better make it good and really get drunk, roaring drunk, not depend on acting. He
looked at hiswatch. It was only five minutes after twelve. Fifty-five minutes to go and that was plenty of
time, if he drank straight shots, doubles. He had ahell of agood capacity for liquor if hetook it in
highbdls and reasonably spaced his drinks--as he had thus far tonight--but straight whisky adways hit him
hard and fast. With the dight edge he dready had, five or six straight doubleswould be plenty, if he took
them no more than five minutes apart.

Money wouldn't be a problem, even though he had only two buck's, enough for two doubles,
left. Since he'd never done so before, he could borrow five or ten from almost any bar owner or
bartender in town. And even five, with what he had, would get him seven doubles, more than enough.
He'd been walking without thinking where he was going, but now he looked to see where he was. Half a
block from the Log Cabin, run by Jerry Dean. It would be as good a place as any. He was known there
at least aswdl asa any other tavern, and Jerry was at least aslikely to lend him money as anyone dse;
he'd spent hundreds of dollarsin Jarry's.

Jerry was behind the bar and, Ray was glad to see, so was his son Shorty Dean, whom Jerry
was teaching to be a bartender. Two witnesses would be better than one--and he might aswell establish
the time right away. He put adollar on the bar and asked for astraight double. Then while Jerry was
pouring it he glanced up at thewall clock. "Hey, your clock's haf an hour off."

Jerry looked up at the clock and then at his own watch. " Seven after twelve. That'swhat | got.
How about you, Shorty?"

Shorty had five after, but said his watch had been running aminute or two dow aday.

"Then seven after must beright,” Ray said. He held hisown watch to hisear. "Hell, mine's



stopped. Must have forgot to wind it." Hewound it and pretended to set it. " Say, Jerry, | ran short of
cash tonight. Can you spare a sawbuck, just till tomorrow night?”

"Sure, Ray." Jerry pulled out awallet. "Can even make it adouble-saw, if you want."

"Swel," Ray said. Heleft the bill on the bar and tossed off hisdouble. It tasted like hell to him; he
didn't like the taste of raw whisky. But he ordered another.

Twenty minutes and four drinks later he wasfedling high, defini-tey high. Histongue wasthick
and if he stared fixedly at anything or anybody he found himsdlf seeing double; to keep his eyes focused
he had to move them frequently. And he knew that the full force of the drinks hadn't hit him yet; fifteen
minutes or haf an hour more and he'd fedl them alot worse.

"Onemore," hesaid.

"Ligten, Ray, you've had plenty. Don't you think you'd better cdl it off for tonight?" Jerry sounded
genuindy concerned. "Uh--are you driving?'

"Nope. Car's being worked on. So one more, then I'll call it off. Okay?"

But he sat staring at the one more, and he was redlizing that maybe getting arrested for being
drunk wasn't as easy as getting drunk was. How do you get arrested if thereisn't a cop around? Was he
going to have to start trouble or afight so Jerry would have to call the cops? He hated trouble, and he
hated fights worse, but--

And then the answer came through the door. Officer Hoff and his squad car partner, the pair heldd
talked to earlier in Jick's place, camein. Hoff said, "Hi, Jerry. Two damn quick quickies. Hi, Ray. How
goesit?"

Thiswas his chance. With drunken dignity Ray got off the stool and started back toward the juke
box. He tried to stagger--and found that he didn't have to try. He amost fell, caught himsalf with ahand
againgt thewall, and apparently forgot where held been going and came back to his stool, but stood there
behind it, swaying. He reached for his drink and spilled haf of it, got the rest down and dropped the
glass. He swayed back onto the stool--he was exaggerating, acting, but not much--and sat there
glowering a Hoff. "Goddam cop,” he said thickly. "God, how | hate cops.”

"Look, Hoffie," Jerry said conciliatingly, "he's drunk, so don't get mad. And don't blame him. This
hit him sudden like, or I'd of cut him off sooner. He's been in here only twenty minutes or so, and he
acted cold sober till just now. I'd hate to see him get jugged--Ray's a nice guy. Could you guys spare
timeto run him home and get him out of trouble?!

Hoff said, "Sure, Jerry. Ray'sdl right. It can happen to any of us." He downed his shot quickly
and then came back and put his hand on Ray'sarm. "Come on, Ray. Time for beddy-bye. Where do you
live?"

Ray did off the stool and jerked away. If only violence was going to get him arrested, then he
might aswdll get it over with. "Keep your goddam hands off me. Mind your own damn business™ And he
started aroundhouse swing. He didn't really know whether or not he was trying to make it connect--but
it didn't. And then he saw Hoff'sfist coming up in ashort sharp uppercut for his own chin--saw it, but not
intimeto duck. Thelightswent out.

He cameto, to the sound and motion of acar. Thank God it had worked; they were taking him
in. He shook hishead to clear it alittle and saw that Hoff was Sitting beside him in the back seet, the
partner was driving.

Hoff said, "Taket easy, Ray, | can handle you but | don't want to have to hurt you. And you're
not pinched--thistime. | got your address from your wallet--and put your money that was on the bar init.
Weéretaking you hometo thelittle wifie."

Oh, God, Oh God, hethought; this can't be happening. They can't take me home now. It's
only half past twelve or a few minutes later. It'stoo early, it's hours too early.

Under an alcohoalic haze, part of hismind worked; it scuttled like arat trying to get out of atrap.
And it found a hole--a dangerous hole, but till ahole.

He reached into hisleft pants pocket and pulled out a handker-chief, unfolded it. Asthey passed
adreet light, jewesflashed. "L ookit, Hoffie" Ray said. "Why | was getting drunk. Stolethis.

Conscience. Give m'salf up.”



Hoff cdled out, "Hey, Willie. Pull into the curb and give me the domelight on.”

On the way back downtown, the way toward the police station, Hoff kept questioning him and
he kept ducking. Y eah, he'd stolen the jewels. Didn't remember who from. Drunk. Needed deep, let him
tell 'em everything tomorrow when held sobered up.

He played drunker than he was and he was thinking that he hadn't really given anything away.
Tomorrow he could deny every-thing. He could say heldd found the jewery, in ahandkerchief just asit
was, and how could they prove he hadn't. They'd doubt him, but they couldn't prove athing. Dolly and
Irby weren't reporting the robbery, now that they had the check and confession, so there'd be no theft
report to match the stuff. Why then had he told Hoff heéld stolen it? How did he know why? He was
drunk, didn't remember anything after taking aswing a Hoff in Jerry's place. Some drunken impulse must
have made him tell Hoff that, but he couldn't remember what it was, couldn't even remember having been
inasquad car.

He was safe. They might doubt him, but they couldn't prove athing, except the drunk and
disorderly charge--and they certainly wouldn't press even that after they had to tell him that hiswife had
been killed during the night, by the psycho. And on that angle, he was even safer; hisalibi was solid from
seven minutes after twelve on. From midnight on, redlly; Stella Brambaugh could testify sheld talked to
him cold on the stroke of midnight, and just seven minutes away from Jerry's Log Cabin. Even farther
back than that if the dollar tip had made the bartender at the Palace Bar remember him, and remember
what times he/d been there. But even midnight was safe enough; Ruth didn't even get home until then.

Hoff said, "Ray, weve got to take you in. Want me to phone your wife so shell know where you
ae?'

"God no," Ray said, and then made his voice camer. " She won't worry about me--thinksI'min
an al-night poker game so won't 'spect me home anyhow.”

"Okay. Were going to have to book you on suspicion of theft. Want alawyer? He might get you
out on bail right away."

"Héll, no Hoffie. Too drunk to do any good if | did get out. Too drunk, too deepy. Just book me
and jug me, and let me get some deep.”

"If that's the way you want it," Hoff said. The squad car pulled up in front of the station.

1:01 A.M.

BARE feet tucked under her, Ruth Fleck sat on the sofain the living room. After her leisurely
bath she'd put on pyjamas and a quilted housecoat, but no dippers; sheliked to go barefoot around the
house. The reading lamp was on and she had amagazine in her |ap, opened to the beginning of astory.
But she hadn't started it yet; shewas il thinking about her coming conversation with Ray.

Not about what she was going to say; she'd aready decided that, but about how she was going
to say it. She was going to give him an ultimatum, but to spare his pride aswell asto avoid another
argument, she wanted to figure how to word it so it wouldn't sound like an ultimatum.

Sheld thought about it al evening a work and had findly, if abit reluctantly, decided to give him
the five hundred he needed to pay off his bookie. George was probably right in saying that Joe Amico
wouldn't have him beaten up, let donetaken for aride. But ill, Ray was in trouble, with that big adebt
hanging over him and she should help him out, this once. Sheéld agree to go downtown with him
tomorrow and arrange the loan againgt the policy.

But she was going to attach a condition to it, and she thought she had every right to do so. Hed
have to promise, and mean the promise and stick to it, to quit gambling on credit--or for heavy stakes,
whether on credit or not. Gambling was in hisblood, and she knew it would be meaningless for her to
demand his promise never to gamble again. He might make such apromise--for the sake of getting the
money from her--but he wouldn't mean it in the dightest and wouldn't keep it for asingle day. She might



aswell make aclean break with him right now asto demand apromise like that.

Would she be better off in any case to make a clean break? She pushed that thought away. She
should give him one more chance before she decided anything like that. And maybe the swesting he was
doing right now about that five-hundred-dollar debt had taught him the lesson he needed. Sheld see.

Sheld give him the money--and the ultimatum. Henceforth his gambling had to be moderate and
for cash only, when he could afford it. If he wanted to make two-dollar bets or even an occasond five-
or ten-dollar bet, for cash, that was dl right. But no more going in over his head, on credit. Certainly that
was areasonable thing for awife to expect.

But if he ever got into trouble like this again--well, again shed borrow five hundred against the
policy (that would till leave nine thousand coming, anice nest egg, when the policy matured in another
fiveyears or s0) but she wouldn't giveit to Ray to pay off gambling debts. She'd useit hersdf for atrip to
Reno. That was just about what such atrip, and adivorce, would cost her. Lessthan that, of course, if
she could find work there during her waiting period, but she wouldn't count on that. A lot of women who
go there for divorces must look for work to help out and to occupy their time during the Six weeks--she
thought it was six weeks--they had to wait for their divorces. The labor market might be glutted.

She hoped he wouldn't be late tonight--but no matter how late he might be, she was going to wait
up for him. Morning was a bad time to talk with him, especidly about anything serious. He was dways
irritable and grumpy in the morning, likely to fly off the handle over even the most innocent remark she
might make.

She heard footsteps coming up the stairs and thought Good, he's even a little earlier than
usual. It was only afew minutes after one; he couldn't have waited even till the bars closed to start home.
Maybe that was agood sign.

She got off the sofa and went to the door. But, remembering the phone cal and George's
warning, she didn't reach for the bolt or the knob until he knocked.

He knocked. Three knocks, a short pause; one knock, a short pause, then two knocks.

She threw back the bolt and opened the door.

1:05 A.M.

SILENTLY screaming, Benny Knox awakened from the nightmare. Occasiondly, not too often,
he had nightmares but this one was the worst ever.

Itwasahdl of anightmare, quiteliteraly. Hed beenin hell, the very literal hdll that hisfather had
talked about so often, either to him aone or in sermons that Benny had heard. He was stark naked and
gtanding knee deep in alake of boiling, bubbling pitch. Hisfeet and legs hurt horribly.

At the edge of the lake, afew feet away, stood three devils. Bright red devilswith tails and horns
and hoofs. Two of them had long pitchforks and they were jabbing them into Benny's chest and stomach,
to drive him farther and deeper into the boiling lake. His arms were stuck; he couldn't usethemto try to
ward off the pitchforks. The pitchforks hurt badly and he was forced to take a step backward and was
suddenly in the bailing pitch up amost to hiswast. The dope was steep, and with another step or two
he'd be completdly in the lake.

The other devil, the onein the middle, didn't have apitchfork. He was just standing there
laughing. And even through his dream Benny knew that he had heard that exact laugh before, and that
he'd seen that devil's face before--but he couldn't remember where or when.

Over the laughter and from somewhere overhead, came aVVoice. The voice of God or the voice
of hisfather; he didn't know which.

"Hell forever, my son, for you have done evil. Y ou can be forgiven only if you can make them
believe you, and be punished on Earth for the evil you have done."

Hetried to scream and answer but his voice was stuck too, like hisarms. Then one of the



pitchforks jabbed at his eyes and he had to take another step backward. He lost hisbalance and fell. As
the boiling pitch closed over his head, he awoke.

Or had it been just adream? Might not it have been avision sent him by God or by hisfather in
Heaven, to warn him, to ingtruct him?

Helay there swesting in the upper bunk, and then he remem-bered what Mrs. Saddler had told
him to do whenever he awakened from anightmare: get up and walk, walk till youre wide awake again
and the nightmare goes away.

He climbed down from the upper bunk and walked--as far as he could in the cell, three paces
one way and three back and three paces one way and three paces back-- But the dream, if it had been a
dream, stayed with him, more vivid than any of his memories of anything €l se that had happened to him
that day or recently.

A sound made him pausein his pacing and look into the lower hunk. The sound was asnore. He
saw that hewas no longer donein the cell; while hed dept they'd put someone el se there and he was
now lying in the lower bunk. Fully dressed, as Benny was, except for shoes and coat. Even inthedim
light of the cdll, the man looked familiar to him.

Benny bent over him.

It was Mister Fleck. That surprised him, but what surprised him athousand times more was that
it was dso the devil in hisnightmare or vison, the devil without a pitchfork, the one who had laughed lit
him. Theface of Mr. Fleck and of that devil were the same. And he remembered now why the laugh of
that devil had sounded as though he'd heard it before. It was Mister Fleck's laugh, as Mister Fleck had
laughed at him early in the evening, when held told Mister Fleck that held killed those women. The police
hadn't believed him, but they hadn't laughed at him.

And suddenly he knew what he had to do to make the police redly believe him, to make them
believe that he'd done evil and must be punished.

He put his hands on Mister Fleck's shoulders and pulled him up to asitting position. "Mister
Heck!" hesaid.

Mister Fleck's eyes opened and blinked. "Huh?' he said.

Benny was very earnest because thiswas very serious. "Listen, Migter Fleck," hesaid. "I'm
sorry, but | got to kill you. | got to kill you likel killed them women so the police will believe | killed
them."

"Huh? Benny--"

"I want you to know, Mister Fleck, | ain't mad a you. Even if you laughed a me. It's bad to kill
because you're mad and | want you to know | ain't mad. | just got to kill you. And besides, it won't be
evil for metokill you to make them beieve me. It won't be evil, Mister Fleck, because you're adevil."

Mister FHeck opened his mouth to say something, or to scream, but nothing came out because
Benny's hands were tight around histhroat and getting tighter. A minute later they let go, and something
limp and dead fell back on the lower bunk.

Benny Knox went to the door of the cell and grabbed his bars, rattling the door loudly. Even
more loudly he yelled, "Policemen! Policemen! Come here and see. Now do you believe me? Now will
you try to tell me | never killed nobody?"

Thistimethey beieved him.

2:45AM.

IN his office off the kitchen of the restaurant, George Mikos paced awhile, too keyed up to Sit
down and type, which was what hed come here to do. Finally he sat down at the desk, took the cover
off the typewriter and put fresh paper into it, He began to type:



Dear Pary:

This has been the damnedest night. If you'l forgive the cliché, hell hasbeen
popping right and | eft.

Y es, thisisanew letter and not a continuation of the one | started to you earlier.
Everything has changed so completdly that it would seem slly to go on with that one. But
I'll encloseit, uncompleted, with this, so you'll have the background to understand what
thisoneis about.

It started afew minutes after eeven thirty, when I'd just closed up and was
starting to check the register. There was aphone call and aman's voice--not her
husband's--asked for Ruth Fleck. She was till here, getting ready to leave. | called her
to the phone but there was no one on the line when she got there.

Y ou can deduce what | guessed from that, when she admitted she could think of
no possible reason why any man except her husband should be calling her &t that time of
night.

| ingsted on driving her home, and | also had her wait in the car while | went up
and searched her flat to make sure there wasn't areception committee waiting for her
there. (I told her | was bringing agun so she wouldn't worry about me doing this; actualy
| don't even own one). Then | escorted her upstairs, made sure she bolted herslf in, and
|eft.

But | didn't go very far. | was moreworried than | let her think (luckily) and |
drove off only in case sheldd be watching from afront window or listening for the sound of
my car starting. | U-turned at the corner and drove back the way I'd come, parked on
the opposite side of the street and a quarter of ablock away. I'd decided to watch the
doorway of that building until 1 saw her husband come home, no matter how late it might
be.

She had a code of some kind worked out with her husband so sheld know it was
he when he came home and I'd impressed on her not to throw the bolt otherwise. But |
was gill worried about her for two reasons. First, she was confident Ray wouldn't have
done any talking in bars about that code knock, but | wasn't. Secondly, while neither the
door to her flat nor the bolt on it were flimsy, neither were they so strong that a husky,
heavy man might not be able to break in with one good hard lunge. And it turned out |
was right on both of those counts.

At about one o'clock | saw, or thought | saw, Ray Fleck come around the
corner and go into the entrance of the building. But he'd hardly disappeared and | hadn't
yet turned the ignition key in the car when | did the god-damndest double take and
realized that the man I'd seen had not been Ray Fleck. He'd been about the same height
and weight hut not the same build; his bulk had been across the shoulders and he had a
narrow waist, whereas Fleck's weight distribution is just the opposite.

And | was out of the car and running. If my second impression had been wrong,
if it had really been Fleck 1'd seen, | was about to make an awful ass of mysdlf, but | was
willing to chance that rather than to take the opposite chance. When | got to the third
floor | saw the door was closed and not broken down--so | must have been right about
Fleck talking; she'd never have opened the door except to that specia knock. | didn't
waste time trying the knob, which was just as well since the door had been bolted again
fromtheingde; | threw my weight againgt the door, so hard that | till have asore right
shoulder, and the door burst open and | dmost fell into the living room.

Hed heard, of course; he was in the doorway of the bedroom and rushed me
before | got my balance. | managed to turn my head in time to take avicious blow on the
ear (it'sstill ringing) instead of the jaw. | took acouple of steps back to get on balance
and then started to move in on him. I'm awrestler; | wanted to grappleinstead of trying



to dug it out. He cooperated, in away; he rushed me, head down for a solar plexus buitt,
both fists cocked low to start pumping into my stomach or groin as soon as he connected
with the butt.

He couldn't have pleased me more. | moved just enough aside a the last split
second to let his head graze past my right side and then | clamped down my arm and had
asolid headlock on him. | twisted my body around and twisted his neck with it. Until
there was a quite audible snap as his neck broke, and the fight was over. It had probably
lasted dl of three seconds.

| didn't even bother to check whether or not he was deed; if by any chance he
wasn't, he wasn't going to be dangerous for along time. | just dropped him and ran into
the bedroom.

Ruth was lying on the bed, unconscious, where held no doubt carried her after
knocking her out with asingle blow as he came through the doorway.

But otherwise, I'd got there in time. She hadn't been raped, |et a one sirangled.
Her jaw was beginning to swell but it didn't look as though it was broken--and | learned
later at the hospitdl that it wasn't. She was breathing normally, and her heartbesat was
okay.

Hed ripped open the housecoat that she was wearing, and torn the tops of her
pajamas. | put acover over her partia (and very beautiful) nakedness and then went to
theliving room again. | checked the psycho-path to seeif he was dead; he was. And
then | used the phoneto call for a police ambulance. The guy | got on the phone
annoyingly wanted details, but | told him awoman had been injured by the psycho and |
wanted the ambulance fast and I'd do dl the talking they wanted after she was
hospitaized. | told him they didn't have to worry about the psycho any more; they could
send ameat wagon for him at their leisure. He wasn't going anywhere. Then | hung up.

And then went back to wait by Ruth, in case she should recover consciousness
before the ambulance came,

But I'd sat there only afew minutes, and hadn't heard any sirensyet, when the
phone rang. | answered it and--

Now hold on to your hat, Perry. Here comes the incredible part. It was the city
jail, wanting Ruth Fleck. When I'd convinced them that she couldn't come to the phone
but I'd take any message, | wastold that | should tell her that her husband was dead. He
had been killed--strangled, mind you--by aman in the same double cell with him. FHeck
had given himsdf up and was being held on suspicion of theft. Hiskiller was (or had
been) a harmless moron who was being held overnight because hed made afase
confession of murder. He was unable to give any coherent account of why held killed
Feck; hetaked about laughter, and devils, and the police not believing him. Although
they'd known the man was dightly unbaanced mentaly, held dways been completely
harmless, and they'd thought nothing of putting another prisoner in the same cell with him.

That wasdl | could learn; tomorrow I'll seewhat more| can learn, and | hope
it's something that will make things make sense. | hate coincidences, and it takesalot to
make me believein one. Especidly one as extravagant as aman getting himsdlf strangled
to death on the same night hiswife would, except for my intervention, have been
strangled to death--and not by the same strangler.

Theman at thejall said Ray'd given himself up. | can't see him doing that, on
any charge, unless he had some damned good reason for wanting to beinjail.

Maybe the story will come out somehow, or maybe well never know. Ray Fleck
can'ttel ushisend of it. Nor the psychopath his end.

For that reason only, I'm sorry | killed him. That is, | guess| am. | might have
been able to subdue him without killing him, but it would have taken time. And besides
therewastherisk of my losing thefight. What if held been ableto get in alucky punch



and knock me out? He'd have strangled me while | was unconscious--and then held have
gone back to Ruth. Neither of uswould have been diveright now. No, | couldn't have
taken that chance.

Ruth was till unconscious when we got her to the hospita, and they gave her a
sedative so sheld stay that way awhile, or rather so the unconsciousness would blend
into normal deep.

So | haven't talked to her yet. They told me she should have at least afew hours
of normal deep, and kicked me out. | can go back at five A.M.

So | have acouple of hoursto kill and that's what I'm doing now, writing this.

Perry, how'd you like to be my best man? Maybe I'm overconfident, but | don't
think so. I'm almost certain that Ruth will marry me, now that she'sfree. | don't know
how soon; therell have to be what people call adecent interva. And it'll be up to Ruth
how long that is. Asfar asI'm concerned, I'd marry her tomorrow and start out our
honeymoon by attending Ray Fleck'sfunerdl. She'd hardly go adong with that, but she
didn't redly love him any more and I'm hoping shell think that not over afew monthswill
belong enough.

And I'm serious about the best man business. And if Ruth will accept my plans
you wouldn't even have to come hereto do thejob. I've been thinking for along time of
taking avacation and atrip to Europe; I'd probably have done it before now if | hadn't
fdlenin love with Ruth and wanted to stick around for that reason. And combining a
European tour with a honeymoon would be combining pleasure with pleasure. We could
be married in New Y ork en route, so you could stand up for usthere, stay aweek for a
look at New York if Ruth wantsto (and | imagine she will; she's never been there) and
then hop off for Europe.

| fed asthough I'm dreaming, and | suppose | am--but it's adream that will
cometrue, | know it will.

Y our old friend,
George Mikos.
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