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To Leigh Brackett, whom | have never met

Chapter One

THE street hadn't changed any. It lay curving in the shadows, the single street lamp logt in the soft heavy
branches of a Chinese dm, and there was nothing different about it. Not a thing.

The same gates, spaced widdy apart. The same distant gleam of windows screened from the world by
the rich green of banknotes. If he waked forward, just up there where the pavement swerved out of
gght, he would see his own house. He would not do that. Not yet. Not quite yet. His hands were
shaking. He thrust them into his jacket pockets, and then laughed, because his fingers had come through
the rotten fabric. He turned his back on the street, facing out the way he had come, and went on foot up
the steep hill.

From here there was no hill, only what seemed to be a sheer edge, and beyond it was the city, very smdl
and far away. He could look west to the dark sea, and south to the low dim line of the hogback where
the all wdls were, and east to the rough knees of the mountains. In the hallow circle of these things lay
Los Angdes, with Hollywood and Beverly Hills and dl the swarming little suburbs tugging a her flanks


C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
http://www.blackmask.com

like cubs around awalf bitch. The lights were beautiful.

It hadn't changed, ether. Even the soft val of fog was there, the amdl of the sea. He shivered as the
swest chilled on his body after the long dimb.

He turned and began to walk up aong the street. He did not hurry. He could hear his footsteps, one after
the other, like the ticking of a clock.

He rounded the bend, and saw ahead where the pavement ended.

The jacaranda trees were dill in front of the gate. Four times, he thought, they've blossomed since | saw
them last. He could remember how the curling petals used to fdl and drift the grass like blue snow. Four
times Four years.

He waked to the gate and reached out and touched it, and the spring catch was just the same as he
remembered it. He swung open one side and went through and closed it again behind him. Then he stood
gill.

He could fed the smooth concrete under the broken soles of his shoes, and the ground under the
concrete. It had a different fed from any other ground in the world. It was his ground.

He waked on up the drive, and the wolfhounds came roaring a him suddenly down the broad sweep of
the lawn.

He stood quite ill, his hands a his sides, and said, “Coalin.” And then, “Dee” The larger of the two
hounds broke stride, and his voice died awvay uncertainly. The smdler one, puzzled, stopped dso, but
she kept up avidous snaling. They were Irish, two huge gray shadows, lighter than blown smoke.

The man sad to the smdler ong, “You're not Dee. She had awhiterift on her chest.”

The one cdled Coalin shivered and moaned and then leaped. The man's arms went around him and they
stood swaying, the hound erect and dightly taler than the man, arying like a woman in his throat, and the
men saying idicticaly over and over again, “It's me. Pappy. Remember me, boy? It's Pappy.”

Suddenly, into the privacy of the rough gray neck, he sad rapidly, dmos savagdy, “Pappy.
God-damned slly name. Where is she, boy? Four years | haven't seen her. Where is she?’

He thrugt the hound away and began to walk, swiftly, across the grass. Coolin stayed beside him, his
muzze thrust under the man's hand, and his mate followed, grumbling. The man didn't see them, or hear
them. All he saw now was the house, low and gracious dong the crest of the risng ground, with the
lamps burning in the long windows. He crossed the drive and went up the steps and across the terrace,
and the door was open, as it had dways been. It swvung wide under his hand, and he was home.

To his right, in the sunken living room, a woman put down her book and rose. She was paer-blonde,
wdl-built and handsome, with a rather smug ar of authority. She wore a flowing hostess gown of
oyster-colored dlk and reading glasses with straight bows that didn't bother her coiffure. She removed
these as she turned toward the door, and then, abruptly, in the act of turning, she stopped, the glasses
hdd frozen in mid-air. Her dark eyes stared and did not blink, and around them her face broke apart
like, something sculptured in dry sand.

Themanin the hdlway said quietly, “Hello, Joan. Where's Angie?’

The woman began to move toward him. Her mouth opened but no sound came out. Within ten feet of
him she stopped and said, “Michad Vickers” She put out her left hand and caught the edge of a polished



inlaid table and stood leaning againd it.
“I'mdive” sad Vickers. “Dont fant. Where's Angie?’

Agan she did not answer. She looked at him, up and down, and he stood waiting, framed in the hdlway
arch, with the hounds beside him. A tal man, three inches over Sx feet, his big gaunt frame covered with
dirty odds and ends of dathing that, smply because they were on him, acquired a certain raffish dignity.
His face was neither handsome nor ugly, but it was a face you looked at. The pertinent adjective now
seemed to be “hungry.” A white scar ran from under his hairline across his right temple.

Joan whispered, “I don't bdieve it's you.” Beads of sweat came through the face powder, made a
glittering rim above the perfect line of her liprouge. She went on garing, senselesdy.

Vickers sad impatiently, “For God's sake, Joan! Come out of it.”

She drew a deep breath, hdd it, let it out dowly, and moved away from the table, bdancing hersdf
carefully on her feet, her head drawn erect. “Where have you been, Michag? What's happened to you?’

There was a picture of himsdf as he had been four years ago. It stood on the table beside Joan. Himsdf,
groomed and conditioned like a prize horse, his well-fed face hdf amiling and contemptuous. Vickers
sudied it briefly.

“l don't know,” he said. “Where's Angie?’

Thistime she answered. She had folded her hands tightly at her waist and her face had a closed ook, but
there was nathing in her voice. “ She's not here, Michael. She went down to the beach.”

“Alone?

“No. Therés a paty.”
“Sill the same bunch?”
“Jugt about.”

“Good,” sad Vickers. His eydids drooped, gving his face the look of a desth mask. “Yes. That's good.
Aremy things dill upstairs?’

“Yes We — didn't know . . "

“No. All right, Joan. I'm going up and see what | can do about mysdf. And don't cdl her, Joan. You
understand? I'm going down there mysdlf, and | don't want you to cdl her.”

Her eyes widened. “But why? | should think . . .”
“Should you?’
He saw the curtain of subservience drawn back into place. She said, “Very well, Michad.”

He laughed. “That sounded like the old Vickers, by God!” He turned away. Over his shoulder he sad,
“Get yoursdf adrink, Joan. You look horrible”

As he went upgtairs he heard her say sulkily, “Y ou might have let us know.”
At the top of the stab's he paused, then turned right to Angi€'s bedroom ingtead of left to his own. The



house was dlent. The servants, of course, would be at the beach. The hounds were dill at his heds, and
the bitch had findly stopped growling.

Angie was there as soon as he opened her door. The fant exating spice of her pefume, hersdf in the
bright draperies and the pictures and the ydlow satin bedspread. He walked across to the huge double
bed and touched the satin, and then he opened the closet door — a vast closet, full of lovey colors and
textures, empty now of shape, waiting. He shut his eyes and took a deep breath, and the picture of her
came before him clearly.

He turned away and glanced down at the floor, and frowned. There had been a great soft rug before the
fireplace. 1t was gone now, replaced by an unwecoming broad-loom.

The cigarette box he had given her was on the bedside table. A slver trinket picked up in Mexico. He
took one of her cigarettes and lighted it with her Slver lighter that matched the box. The extenson phone
was aso on the table. Deliberatdly, being careful not to make an audible dick on the line, he picked it up.

Joan's voice, hushed and hdf hysericd, was saying, “I want Mrs. Vickers, you fool. Angie” Evidently
ghe had sad it before.

A man's voice answered. He was very drunk, and suddenly very happy. “Angiel Oh, you mean Angie”
((YS”
“Wdl, Angie darling — hdllo! Whered you go? | was looking dl over . . ”

Joan cried out, “Ligen! I'm not Angie, I'm Joan. Joan Merill. | want to tak to Angie Cal her. It's
urgent.”

“Urgent, huh? Cal Angie. Urgent Angie. Whoo-oo, lady! You shouldnt talk like that even if it is true.
And if you're not Angie, why did | cal you up?’

“Please, for heaven'ssake . . .!”
Vickers spoke quietly. “Joan. | don't think the gentleman wants to be disturbed,”

From Joan's end of the line there was utter slence, but the man said very digtinctly, “How right you are.
No lady should disturb a man on hisway to where | was going when she disturbed me. Now ook what's
happened.” The phone gave an earsplitting bang as he let it drop on the table. Presumably he went away.
From the noise there was quite a brawl going on. Vickers mouth tightened.

“Joan,” he said. “Why was that drunk answering the phone? Aren't the servants down there?’

“| — suppose s, they're probably busy . . .”

“Youd better go to bed, Joan.” He sounded amost gentle. “Y ou've had quite a shock.”

Her voice came over srangdy choked and thin. “All right, Michael. Yes, Il go to bed. Good night.”

He amiled as he hung up, briefly. The amile was neither humorous nor kind. He went out of Angi€s room
and down the hdl to his own, and the hounds trailed after him.

His bedroom hadn't been touched, except for cleaning. Everything was as he left it. He liked his room. It
was big and plain and comfortable, and there was nothing in it that was not his own. The bed was smdler
then the one in Angi€'s room, quite hard, and without pillows.



He stripped in the middle of the floor. Ridding his body of these garments was like ridding it of a disease.
He went into the bath and filled the shining porcdain with water that was close to scdding, and the
cleandng pain of it as he did in was the most pleasant thing he had ever fdt in hislife

Later, clean from scalp to toe, tingling from an icy shower, fresh shaven, he looked at his naked sdf inthe
long mirror. Four years ago he had been proud of his body. Professona trainers had molded it in
gymnasums and tempered it a pleasant games — so much of this and so much of that, and swesats and
St rubs and massage, and the result was beautiful. Smooth and perfect and beautiful.

That was four years ago.

His muscles weren't smooth now. They were rigid and knotted, for use and not for play. The comfortable
flesh had starved and sweated away. He rather liked himsdf better now. This whole business had its
amudng side. He amiled.

“They will be amused, Coalin,” he said. “They will dl be very much amused.”
He was astonished, a minute or two later, to find that his old clothes dill fitted him.

When he was dressed he went downdairs again. Joan was not there. He Ieft the house, drove the
reluctant hounds away into the darkness, and went to the garage.

It was built for three cars. There was only oneinit now. A long black convertible he didn't remember. Of
coursg, in four years ... He glanced at the regidtration card.

It didn't say anything about anyone named Vickers. The name was Harold Bryce, and the address was
on North Bedford Drivein Beverly Hills

Vickers stood looking &t it, his forefinger moving lightly back and forth across the name.

Harold Bryce. Hello, Harold. It'll be nice to see you again, old boy. Very, very nice. . . And nice to
know what your car is doing in my wife's garage.

The keys were in the lock, there was gasin the tank, and he had not forgotten how to drive.

Chapter Two

VICKERS LEFT Harold Bryce's car wel off the drive and picked his way through the haphazard mass
of expensve machinery parked on the flat space below the diff. It was near midnight. There was mig,
and alate moon.

There were steps winding up the diff, which was sheer but not high. The house lay dong the top of it. It
was low and rambling — Vickers liked comfortable houses — and the front of it was mosily windows.
He had designed it himsdf. Every light was on, the blinds were up, and the front door was wide open.
There was a great ded of noise coming out of it. Vickers paused at the top of the steps, fading west into
the light wind.

Bedow him was the sea, thisimmediate part of it shaped into a serene little cove. He could make out the
two boats riding quietly at anchor — the same Doalphin and the same cabin cruiser he had had four years
ago. He could see the landing, with the dinghy tied up dongside, and on the beach, the boathouse that
was hdlf elaborate cabana

There was somebody down there. The pae blue of the beach sand had splashes of gold on it under the
cabana windows.



Vickers turned and went on to the house. In the doorway he stopped and leaned his shoulder againg the
jamb and stood watching.

There were two radios going full blast. One had a rhumba band. On the other, a woman with a bass
voice was dying of a broken heart. No one was ligening to ether of them.

Theliving room was not particularly large, and it seemed to have severd thousand people in it. The mass
squirmed and shifted with a sort of yeasty unease, fraying at the edges into individud blobs. A man had
gone to deep under the big table, his feet tucked in carefully, his head pillowed on a cushion from the
window sest, a handkerchief over his face. Over in the corner a woman had broken the thin rhinestone
strap that held her dress up. Four men were heping her. From the way she was ydling they were making
progress in some direction. On the broad window seat there was a couple that had forgotten about the
party adtogether. Everybody was dhrieking with laughter. Some of them were just shrieking. Nobody
noticed Vickers.

A few of the people he knew. Some of them he remembered vagudy. Most of them he had never seen.
There was no sgn of Angie.

He moved forward into the room.

He was tdler than anyone there, and he was sober, and he went through the mob like an ice breaker.
Nobody even cursed him. He reached the big dcove a the end where the bar was. A man was bent
double over the little bar, pawing at something on the floor behind it.

“Chalie)” he said. “Charlie” He began to cry. Vickers saw a man's arm sticking out across the floor. He
went over and had alook. Somebody had been playing bartender and had gone to deep on the job.

“Poor Charlie)” said the man who was crying. “He's dead. And | want another drink.”

“Not only dead,” said Vickers, “but iff.” He dragged the shoring carcass out and flung it unconcernedly
into a corner. “What'll you have?’

“Double water and no scotch.”
“Sure that's what you want?’
“Swhat | been drinking dl evening, and | never mix 'em.”

“Rignt.” Vickers poured a double shot of White Rock into a glass. He sad casudly, “Seen Angie
around?’

“Angie?’
Vickers handed him the glass. “Angie Vickers. She's giving this party.”

Light broke. “Oh, Angie” He raised his glass, screwed up an enormous wink, nodded, and took the
White Rock in one swdlow, after which he exhded loudly and made the usud 1-hate-the-filthy-stuff
grimace. Then he leaned forward confidentidly.

“l haven't seen Angie for along, long time. Nobody ever sees Angie for along, long time. But I'll tel you
asecret. You

look for Harry Bryce, or Job Crandal, or Bill Saul.” He laughed suddenly, which nearly caused him to
fdl on hisface. “Or maybe dl of 'em a once, | dunno. Anyway, Angi€ll be there”



“Will she?” said Michedl Vickers. His voice was dmog unconcerned. “Will she redly?’

Theman was garing a him. “You're twins” he said accusngly. A woman came up and took the man's
am. “You're drunk, Roddy,” she said. “L ook, people, Roddy's drunk.” She thought that was very funny.
Roddy glared, then frowned and sniffed the glass with the remains of the White Rock init.

“Drunk, huh? Wel, no wonder, the dirty sonofabitch — he mixed drinks on me! | was stony cold sober .
.. Whereisthedirty . . "

Vickers had gone.

He was back in the south wing now, where the bedrooms were strung aong one side of a long passage.
The other Sde was glass, and beyond it the garden was dark and slent under the migt. He passed the
fird guest room. It seemed to be sacred to the ladies for this night. A burst of femde cackling came
through the haf open door. The next one was ditto for the men. The third door was closed. Vickers went
past it, to the door of the big room on the corner that had been his and Angi€'s. He flung it open.

The room was empty. Thelittle portrait of Angie he had dways liked so much smiled down a him from
the wal. Her eyes had sunbeams in them, those odd clear eyes that were dmog golden, and her lips
were parted, and there was wind in her black hair. Vickers closed the door very quietly. He went to the
third guest room.

It contained a pair of fral young men who screamed at him. He looked at them and went away, back
aong the hdl. His face was quite empty of expresson. He went into the kitchen. Job Cranddl was there.
He was hunched over the white enamd table, drinking beer out of a quart bottle, and he was so near
passng out tha he was garing like a blind man. He was nearly as tdl as Vickers, loose-jointed and
gracefully angular. His hair was snow-white, his face dark brown and handsome, his eyes deep blue. His
red-headed wife sat on the edge of the table. She was beautifully gowned and coifed, but youth was not
inher. Nothing wasin her a this moment but fury and acohol. She was curang Job Crandal dowly and
repetitioudy in alow, hissng voice. Crandal drank beer and stared sraight ahead of him.

Vickers sad quietly, “ Shut up, Harriet.” He leaned across the table. “ Job. Job, remember me?’ Crandal
blinked. His eyes were drugged and empty. Harriet went on curdng.

Vickers leaned on the table for a moment, watching them, ten he went away. Just outsde the door a
crashing noise made him look around. Job Crandal had fdlen forward across the table and the beer
bottle had dropped to the floor. It didn't break. There was 4ill some beer in it. Harriet picked it up and
raised it to her thin, smeared mouth. Vickers went back through the living room. There was ill sgn of
Angie there. Faces passed him. Strange faces, faces a he knew, dl of them blurred and feverish with the
immediacy of pleasure, unseaing. He looked into the garden. It as empty. He went out of the front door
and dong the terrace to the glassed-in sun deck. He found Bill Saul there, with a woman.

She was a bleached blonde with large breasts and a sultry, atractive face. She was ganding in the
corner, againg the wal, and Bill Saul was sanding againgt her, his hands placed one on ather sde of her
head. He was a leen man with dark har, and he wore a white jacket. His face was hidden agang the
woman's cheek. He moved it, dowly, down toward her throat, and she thrust her chin up and caught her
bresth doud, and smiled.

Vickers went up and put his hand on Saul's shoulder. “Bill,” he said. “Turn around.”
Saul lifted a pale, predacious face to the moon and said three words and bent his head again.
Vickers tightened his hand and pulled. Saul was not little, and he was not wesk, but he moved. “I told



you to turn around.”

Saul's face showed hollows at the temples and in the long cheeks. His hair grew to a peak on his beautiful
forehead, and his eyes were as old and as colorless as the moon, and he looked like Lucifer, drunk and
inrut. He said softly, “What the hell are you trying to do?’ and struck.

Vickers stopped the blow before it was started. His left hand was holding Saul's soft shirt below the
callar. He thrust Saul back until his head rapped sharply againg an upright between the panes of glass.

“By Jesus,” Vickers said, “somebody's going to say hdlo to me” He dapped Saul lightly across the face.
“Say hello, Bill. Welcome me home.”

The moonlight fdl between them. He saw Saul's eyes widening and he saw the woman rigid as a statue in
the corner, and after along, long time he heard Saul's voice say, “Michad Vickers.”

He let go of Saul and stepped back. He said padlitdy, “Thank you, Bill. And now, perhaps you know
where Angieis”

Bill Saul said nothing. He did not move. He stared at Vickers and his narrow head moved once from
right to left and back again. Vickers waited, not long. He turned to the woman. She had sunk into a chair.
She was quite drunk and would soon be hysterical. Vickers looked through the glass, down toward the
quiet sea. Thelights were dill on in the boathouse.

“I'l see you later, Bill,” he said, and went back to the steps. It was along way down.

Bill Saul stood moationless. A thin film of sweat crawled over his face. The woman began to sob, but he
pad no attention. He did not ir until, suddenly, the cabin cruiser woke noisly and swept out of the
cove. Saul spun around and stared after it. The dinghy was bobbing now beside the mooring buoy.

Saul went to the steps and began to run down them. He found Vickers sanding in the open doorway of
the cabana. He was lighting a cigarette. His hands were steady and he was amiling. “Hdlo, Bill.”

Saul's tongue seemed to be oddly iff, as though he were not used to usng it. “Find Angie?’
“Inaway.” Vickers pointed out to sea. “ She's just taken the cruiser out.”

“Alone?’

“She was donein the dinghy. | saw her go aboard.”

Saul said awkwardly, “ She often takes the cruiser out.”

Vickers nodded. “ She dways did.”

Saul moved past him, into the room. He took a cigarette from a box on the table and lighted it. His hands
were not steady. A dlint of metal againgt the rough canvas cushions of the window seat caught his eye.
He went over and picked up a cigarette case. It was Mexican slver, with a thunderbird on it.

Vickers said, “That looks like the one | gave Harold Bryce for Christmeas five years ago.”

Saul sad, “It is” He looked around the empty room, then out the window toward the house, frowning.
“Wonder where Harry's got to?’

Vickers stood quietly in the doorway, smoking, looking out to sea. “I don't know,” he said. “Except that
he's gone from here.”



Chapter Three

VICKERS HAD not gone to bed a dl. Quiet and detached, he had played host urtil nearly daybresk,
and then had watched the party pour itsdf away. No one had questioned him. No one had said his name.
He was not surprised. Most of them could not have said their own names.

He stood done on the terrace for a long time. The sun came up and touched the morming mig to
opdescent warmth and then burned it dowly away. Down in the cove the dinghy looked smdl and
lonesome beside the mooring buoy. It was very quiet. The cruiser had not come back.

There were only three cars left on the fla space beow. One would beong to Angie, one to the
Cranddls, and one to Bill Saul. Bryce's car was where Vickers had |eft it, down the drive.

Vickersflung away his cigarette and went insde. The house was buried under used and empty glassware.
In the kitchen he cleared away enough of the litter to make coffee. By the timeit was ready the smdl of it
hed begun to bring people out of their holes.

Bill Saul came firgt. His eyes were bloodshot and there were dark smudges under them, but otherwise he
showed no sgns of a hangover.

He said, “Hdlo, Vick,” and nodded toward the huge Silex. “I can use about four gdlons of that.”

“Help yoursdf.” Vickers took his own cup and sat down. He started vidlently as Saul clashed his saucer
on the stove. Saul smiled. “Hasn't Angie come back yet?’

“ NO_”

Saul waked over and sat down, not quite opposite Vickers a the kitchen table. He studied him
obliquely. He had strange eyes. They seemed to suck every detall into themsdalves and drown it in some
dark and quiet well, from which it could be resurrected a need. Like the corpses in the laboratory vats,
Vickers thought.

Saul sad, “Wil, are you going to tak?’
“When | get ready.”

Saul nodded. “I'll save my questions, then.” He leaned back and suddenly he was laughing. “I'm glad
you're back.”

Vickers raised an eyebrow. “You sound as though you meant that.”

“l do. Thisisgoing to be fun.”

“You dways did have a weird sense of humor.”

“At least | have one, which is more than you can say. Unless.. . .” He studied Vickers shrewdly.
“Unless what?’

“Unless you've acquired onein your travels, dong with scar. You know, you redly ought to change your
name.”

“WWl?l
“Wel, anameisalabd. You associate it with a particular thing. Take your big hound, Coolin. Suppose



he vanishes for four years and comes back with horns, aridge of bony spikes down his backbone, a fine
soprano voice and a passion for artichoke hearts. He's something, dl right, but he isnt Coolin.”

Vickers amiled. “Study your semantics, Bill. Coolin One is not Coolin Two. Coalin the puppy is not
Coalin the hound. And yet it'sdl the same dog.”

Bill Saul drank coffee, his eyes pale and intent and faintly malicious over the rim of the cup. “Which are
you, then? Vickers One or Vickers Two?’

“Bdieveme” sad Vickers, I've logt count.” His amile went no farther than his lips. “Which do you think
you'd prefer, Bill?' Y ou weren't overly fond of Vickers One, as| recdl it

“l don't like people very much,” Saul said. “Even people | like” He glanced a the door, then rose.
“Good morning, you sweet bitch,” he said pleasantly to Harriet Crandall. “Guess who this is? Or did you
know?’

Harriet Crandd| stood quite 4ill, waiching Vickers body unfold lazily. Her eyes did upward to his face
and gayed there. In the clear morning light she looked pinched and waspish and old, and her red hair had
no lifeto it. Her body was incongruoudy young and curved under the dove-gray housecoat she wore.

She put both hands over her face. “Bill,” she said steadily. “I had alot to drink last night. | may Hill be
drunk. I seem to be looking a aman who looks like Michad Vickers. Not exactly like Michad Vickers.
Jugt enough to make me uncomfortable.”

Vickers sad pleasantly, “You go right on being uncomfortable, old girl, because | am Vickers. Have
ome coffee?’

“Coffee” sad Harriet. “My God.” She sat down. “I need something stronger than that.” She was
suddenly angry. “Wdl, if that isn't just like you, Vick! To turn up here without a word of warning and
frighten theliving . . ”

“Vick!”

The voice came from Job Crandal. It was like a grunt produced by being kicked farly hard in the
somach. And Cranddl's face had that kind of alook onit. He reached out blindly for the door jamb.

Vickers waked over to him. “Hdlo, Job. | spoke to you lagt night, but you were a little confused.
Coffegsjudt ready. Come onin.”

Crandd! didnt move. His eyes didn't waver from Vickers face. He began to tremble, particularly dong
the right Sde and arm. His jaw lifted, and his head drew around toward his right shoulder. His face was
quite cam, bronzed and handsome, dmost boyish.

Harriet said between her teeth, “Oh, for heaven's sake, stop him!”

Vickers said to Saul, “Get someice” Saul went off quickly. Vickers put his hand on Job's shoulder, and
shook him gently. “Job. Here, now.” Saul came back with ice cubes wrapped in a dishtowd. Vickers
took the cold bundle and held it firmly againgt the back of Cranddl's neck. Crandal caught a long
shuddering bresth and went rigid. Vickers led him to the breskfast nook and sat him down on the
padded bench. He began to rub the ice over Cranddl's face and neck. Presently Crandall took the ice
away from him, pressed it to his own forehead, and leaned forward over the table. His voice was
uncertain, embarrassed, desperately unconcerned.

“Helo, Vick,” he said. “How are you? When did you get back?’



Harriet flounced over to the stove. “He got back last night, he says. Just walked in. Jugt like that. Not a
word to anybody.” She splashed coffee into a cup and turned around. “If that in't just like, him! Sdfish
son of abitch . . . missng four years, nobody knows whether he's dive or dead, and then he just turns
up. | suppose that warning people beforehand would have spoiled his dramatic entrance.” She advanced
toward Vickers. “And what | want to know is, what in hdl happened to you? By God, if | were Angie,
I'd cut your throat!”

Vickers said softly, “I'm just wondering if anybody made this much of a fuss when | went away.”
A woman's voice said yawvningly, “Who went away? Y ou taking about my husband?’

A tdl brunette came degpily into the kitchen. She was drictly the showgirl type, long legs and a sharp,
upthrugting bosom, dl of which were digplayed in a turquoise jersey sun-suit of the smalest possible
dimensions. The bleached blonde who had been with Bill Saul on the sun deck was right behind her. She
went over and draped hersdf quiglly around Bill. The brunette looked around the kitchen, glanced
incurioudy at Vickers, and demanded.

“Whereisthat no-good louse, anyhow?’

Bill Saul said, “Mrs. Bryce, dlow meto present Mr. Michad Vickers. Mr. Vickers, thisis Jennie, who is
nat, | fear, as bright as a penny — the fourth Mrs. Harold Bryce. And by the way, where is Harold?’

The brunette Mrs. Bryce amiled a Vickers, measured hm up and down, added coquetry to her
expression, and tossed her breasts ever so dightly. “Pleased to meet you.”

Vickers bowed.

“I'm getting diced from Harold,” she said. “The bum.” She waked to the stove, her hips swinging. The
blonde had gone to deep on Saul's shoulder. Job Crandal reached out suddenly and caught Vickers
hand.

“Vick,” he said. “What happened to you? What did happen?’
Vickers looked down. His face was bland and innocent.
“Y ou were with me, Job. Y ou and Bill Saul and Harry Bryce. Y ou should know what happened.”

The kitchen was quiet. Very, very quiet. And then, cregping smdl into the dillness, came the distant hum
of amotor. Vickers straightened and turned away from Crandal and went out, to the living room, to the
front door that stood open to the sun.

He watched it come, a little roaring speck that grew across the blue water and made a clean white arc
into the cove. It dowed and came dantily to rest by the mooring buoy, and the motor choked, bubbled,
and died. The sharp waning cry of a gull sounded loud in the sudden slence. Vickers stood motionless,
watched the lithe figure in striped jersey and dungarees make fast and then dimb into the dinghy and start
to row ashore. A van began to besat in histemple.

He returned to the kitchen. The peopleinit had lesked out, little by little, to watch. They fdl back before
him. Only Bills nameess blonde didnt care. Jennie Bryce sad plaintivdy, “Won't somebody for
Chrissake tell me. . .” Saul dapped her bottom hard and said, “Be quiet, darling.”

Vickers sad, “ St down, everybody. What'll you have for breskfast?’
Cranddl said, “But Vick . . .!I"



“What will you have for bregkfast?’

“Bacon and eggs,” sad Bill Saul. “That's dways easy.” He sat down. His eyes were very bright, amused
and crud. Vickers got bacon and eggs from the refrigerator and set the heavy illet on the stove. Jennie
Bryce sat on the corner-of the table and drank coffee and looked hurt and sullen. Job Crandal wasin the
breakfast nook, leaning on his ebows, his face suddenly lined and very tired. Harriet sat opposite him,
perched on the edge of the bench. Bill's blonde was happy, curled in Bill's [ap.

Vickers tied a heavy apron around him and put the bacon in the pan.
Harriet rose behind his back and went quickly and quietly toward the door.
Vickers said, not turning around, “Harriet.”

She stopped. She looked over her shoulder at Vickers, who was not looking at her. She looked around
the room, and then back at Vickers. Then she went back and sat down. Bill Saul smiled.

Light quick footsteps came into the house. Vickers turned the bacon carefully. There was no sound in the
kitchen but the hot shilance of the fat. The van lay like a knotted cord across his forehead, below the
white scar. A voice cdled out from the hdlway, “Hi! Who's the good Samaritan? That smdls wonderful
—and am | sarved!”

He could fed her behind him, a movement, an diveness, even before she came into the doorway. He
could fed the others, too. Silent, watching. He turned swiftly and looked at their faces, at the things
caught naked behind their eyes, and the same thing wasin dl of them. Fear.

They tried to bide it from him, dl but Bill Saul, who was enjoying himsdf and who never hid things
anyway. And then Angie came, and she was just as he remembered.

He saw her wak into the kitchen. Black har the color of smoke, without shininess, thick and tangled by
the sea wind; her skin a glowing brown. He saw her stop, puzzled, and frown, and start to speak, hdf
laughing, and he thought, Her mouth is just the same, her breasts are still lovely . . . Her eyes were
golden, and as warm as the morning. She saw him.

He watched her. He could not see dearly. It was very hot, and there was swest in his eyes. He did not
know whether the others were 4ill there or not. The kitchen was long, very long, as long as four years,
and Angie was waking toward him. She came dowly. He pulled off the apron because he couldnt
breathe, it was so tight around him. He watched her face as it came closer, and suddenly he could see it
with a terrible darity, and it had a quivering, defensdess look. It was like a smdl cresture stricken
suddenly, stunned, Hill not sure. He tried to look into her eyes, and could not.

She put out her hand and touched his chest. She said, “Vick,” just once. He caught her as shefdl.

She was very light in hisarms. He carried her out of the kitchen, and down the long hdl, with the garden
bright and fresh beyond the windows. He carried her into the big room on the corner and kicked the
door shut behind them, and laid her gently on the bed. Her head moved regtively. She whispered, “Vick!
Vick!”, haf whimpering, and he bent and kissed her on the mouth, with a greet tenderness. Her lips
parted under his, not with passion but a sgh, and then she was looking at him, hersdf, Angie, awake and
curioudy ill.

“Are you sorry, Angie? Sorry | came back?’

“Vick, I ...” She shook her head, because the words wouldnt come. She lay and stared up a him. He
sat on the edge of the bed, with one hand braced across her, close to her body, and he could fed the



racing beat of her heart.
She whispered, “I think | dways knew you'd come.”

She put her hands up, dowly, and brushed her fingertips back dong the sides of his jaw, back of his ears,
into his hair. The pams of her hands folded in, cupping his head as though it were something infinitdy
precious and beautiful.

“I've missed you. Oh God, how I've missed you!”
Her eyes were wonderful. They had alight in them. Her fingers pressed his neck.

He bent again and lifted her into his arms, and they lay without moving for along while. They did not kiss.
Her cheek againg his was wet, and findly, when he straightened and looked down at her and touched
her hair, she said wonderingly, “I never saw you cry.”

He got up then, and turned away from her. There was a pressure in his temples. She said, “Darling, what
happened? Tdl me what happened!”

Vickers sad dowly, “What did they say had happened? My friends — Job Cranddl and Bill Saul and
Harry Bryce?’

“They didn't know. They wired me from Mexico that you had disappeared. They did everything, and
they couldn't find you — not even any trace of you. Job and Harry flew back, and Bill got some men and
brought the boat back himsdf.” She sat up on the bed. “They didn't know, Vick. You were with them,
and then suddenly you weren't. That's dl.” His back was toward her. He said nothing. She burst out,
“Where have you been dl thistime? Why didn't you send word?’

He faced her. He took hold of the footboard and leaned over it.
“Areyou sorry | came back?’
She did not try to evade. After atime she said quietly, “I don't know.”

He nodded and turned away again. He lighted a cigarette, moving as he did so to the wide corner
windows. He leaned his shoulder againg the frame and looked out at the sea, and began to tadk in a
noncommittal way, as though none of it were very important.

“We had chartered the Lady B, remember? Job and Harry and Bill and |. A stag cruise down the coast.
It was agood cruise, asfar asit went. We had alot of fun, caught alot of fish. We went ashore one night
a alittle port, way down the coast. I've forgotten the name of it now, if | ever knew it. And | was drunk.

“Thet's odd, if youll remember, Angie. | never drank much, and | was never drunk. But that night | had
one highbdl aboard the Lady B, and | got drunk. Very drunk. You know Bill and Job and Harry. We dl
went ashore very high and happy. | remember how funny everything looked. There was no shape nor
sze nor distance. The town was like something painted on water, and the streets were very dark. | don't
know where we went, or what we did, or who was with me. | mean, whether it was dl three or only one
of them, at the end. A man's voice — it sounded like the voice of God — spoke to me out of a Snging
migt, my head wasfull of it, and it said, Turn around, Vickers. I've waited a long time for this — | want
to watch your face as you go down.’

“l suppose | remember the words, because even when you're drugged you remember a sentence of
death. By that time | was blind, | could hardly stand. | don't know what hit me. | don't know how long it
was before | came to. When | did | was aboard a Portuguese tramp, headed south, nothing in my



pockets to tdl me who | was, and nathing in my head, ether. Only a damn big hole. They told me they'd
found meinan dley off a the edge of town, and they thought | was drunk. They'd had pox aboard the
ship, and they needed men. After they found | was redly hurt, they were sorry they'd bothered, and by
Jesus they made me work! After that — waell, it doesn't matter. Only it was three years before | could
remember my name.”

He turned to Angie, his eyes hooded and dark. “You see why | didn't write. A corpse doesn't write to
the executioner and say, 'Hullo, old boy — I'm coming back.™

He waited for Angie to speak. She sat quite 4ill, her face intent, somehow withdrawn, as though busy
with her own thoughts.

“You don't seem very surprised,” he said.

“I'm not. It's what I've been &fraid of .”

He smiled, with a certain gentle irony. “My friends.”

Ange sad, “You were never aman who could make friends, Vick.”

“Even of you.”

“No.”

“You hated me, redly.”

“Sometimes. Sometimes — yes”

“So you were afraid one of them had killed me. Afrad — or glad?’

Her eyes flashed ydlow like an angry, cat's. “That's rotten even from you, Vick!”

“They're here. You drink with them. From what | hear, you deep with them. You can't have been too
much afraid.”

She sad levdly, “1've been trying to find out. For four years I've been trying to find out.” After a moment
shesad, “And | don't owe you any gpologies.”

He stood watching her. His face took on a ill, haf deeping look. He said softly, “You owe me
something, after four years.” He waited, and saw the smdl movement of hersdf toward him, and then he
went to the foot of the bed, and stopped. “Not unless you want it, Angie. | won't touch you, unless you
wart it.”

Agan the wondering question in her voice. “Y ou'd never have said that four years ago.”
“No.”

“Oh Vick, if you'd ever let melove you a» | could!”

“Why didn't you leave me?’

“You wouldn't have let me, evenif I'd wanted to. And .. .

“And what?’

“I kept thinking, something will change him.”



“Have you wanted me back?’

“Oh, daling . . .” She had no more voice. Her eyes were huge and gentle and shining with the soft
brilliance of tears. She lay back on the pillow and held out her arms.

The knocking on the door was very loud. Bill Saul was cdling, “Vick! God damn it, Vick, get up! Harry
Bryce . . .” He stopped, then went on in a different tone. “Wdl, he's come back, Vick. | think you'd
better see him.”

Chapter Four

HARRY BRY CE had come back, dl right. He had come from the sea, and he had been in no hurry. He
was never going to be in a hurry any more. He had dl the time there was. He lay waiting, quite patient
and relaxed, hisfeet dill in the shadows, his body dill a part of the lazy rhythm of the sea.

Job Cranddl stood beside him. He was not doing anything. There was nothing in particular to do.
Vickers kndt in the wet sand.

Crandd| sad jerkily, “We went out on the terrace, the five of us. We were tadking about Harry,
wondering where he was. | was leaning on the wall, looking at the water, thinking about going for a swim,
and | saw something. It seemed to float out from under the landing. | thought it was driftwood at first, and
then — | cdled Bill, and we watched it . . .”

Bill Saul said, “He must have been caught under the landing, Vick. Look at hisface”

Vickers nodded. “Barnacles” Bryce was lying partly on his right side, his head tipped comfortably over.
Vickers pointed at the back of it. “The description of that has nothing to do with barnacles. The phrase,
| believe, is 'crushed like an eggshd|.”

Cranddl said, “1 wonder how it happened?’

Vickers glanced up, from Crandd| to Bill Saul. He ran hisfingers dong the sde of his face where the scar
was and said pleasantly, “Yes. | wonder.”

For along moment there was no sound, no motion on the beach, nothing but the whispered underscoring
of the sea. Harry Bryce watched the tiny movement of a pebble on the very edge of macrocosmic force,
and thought about it, whatever thoughts a dead man thinks. Michad Vickers looked up, hdf amiling, and
Saul and Cranddl looked down, and the sea wind went by and was not interested.

Bill Saul said dryly, “If I know Harry, he was meking passes a a mermaid and she dapped him with her
tal. Wed better go cdl the police”

“Police” said Vickers. He got up. “Oh, yes, the police. I'd forgotten there were such things” He leaned
over and caught Harry Bryce by the sodden collar of his white dinner coat and dragged him without
effort above the water line. “Poor old Harry.”

“It must have been accidentd,” Cranddl said.
“WWl?l

“Wel, it ... He was drunk the lagt | saw of him. Redly drunk. He walked out there and fdl and hit his
head. ...

“Possbly.”



“Wedl, Christ! He was our friend, Vick! Why . . .7’

Vickers sad, “There were a million people here last night, more or less. They werent dl his friends.
Besdes, Job,” he went on, “we were dl friendsin Mexico, the four of us. ..

“What's Mexico got to do with it?” Cranddl's face flushed. He was abruptly shaken with anger. “God
damn it, Vick, you're just spailing for trouble, aren't you? Coming back like that, scaring the bloody hell
out of the lot of us, and then going around acting like something out of Macbheth, practicdly accusng us
of ...

“Goon, Job,” said Vickers softly. “Accusng you of what?’

“Chrig knows! And now this has to happen. WEelIl be up to our necks in policemen and notebooks and
newspaper reporters. . . Oh, Lord, what a messl”

Vickers amiled. “You're right, Job. Fun and games for dl.” He looked over a Bill Saul and laughed.
“You said this was going to be fun.”

“Uh huh.” Bill Saul narrowed his eyes in speculdive appraisa of Vickers face. “But I'm beginning to
wonder about that sense of humor | mentioned. | think | like yours even less than mine”

“Wat and see” Vickers started to turn away, then paused and looked down a Harry Bryce. “D'you
redize that nobody has said a word about being sorry?”

Saul turned to Crandall. “Are you sorry?’
“Oh, for Chrissake!”
“l don't think he's sorry, Vick. I'm not sorry. Are you sorry?’

Vickers said dowly, “I don't know yet.” He scowled at Harry Bryce a moment, then looked up again at
Bill Saul. “But when you come right down to it, Bill — isn't friendship a wonderful thing?”

“Perhaps. | suppose alot depends on the friends”

“Yes. And we were none of us men who made friends, were we?” Vickers eyes were somber, far away.
“There was redly only one thing that held the four of us together. One person.”

Bill Saul said, “You've learned alot in four years, Vick.”

Vickers shrugged and walked back toward the steps. Bill Saul followed. Job Cranddl stopped on the
way and was sick.

The women were clustered around the top of the steps. Angie was with them, keeping them under
control. Harriet screamed, “What isit? Who isit?’

At the foot of the steps Bill Saul said quietly, “Vick.”
—

“Did you see Harry last night?’

“D'you think | did?’

“l just wondered, after what you said a the boathouse.”



“What did | say?’
“| asked you where Harry'd got to, and you said, 'l don't know, only that he's gone from here.™

Vickers eyes were cold, quite empty of anything but a certain anusement. Saul tried to probe them, and
gaveit up.

Vickers said, “That's a fascinating thought, Bill. | can see that people are going to be duly fascinated.” He
went up the steps. The women closed in on him, dilly voca. Only Angie was pae and huge-eyed and
quiet. He put hisarm around her.

“It's Harry Bryce,” he said. “Somehow he's got himsdIf killed.”
Angie looked up a him, quickly, and then away. He fdt her tighten in the cirdle of hisarm.

Harriet said loudly, “Oh my God. Oh, poor Harry!” She ran to the wal and stared down at the morta
driftwood that was Harry Bryce. Bill Saul's blonde echoed, “Poor Harry,” and yawned.

Thefourth Mrs. Harry Bryce, now Jennie Bryce, widow, sat down. She said, “Y ou mean Harry's dead?’
“Quite” sad Vickers.

“You mean now | don't have to get a divorce?’

“| shouldn't think that would be necessary.”

“Jesus Chridt,” said Jennie reverently. “I'm worth nearly amillion bucks.”

Bill Saul had come up. Crandall was with him, looking green and shaky. Harriet turned away from the
wadl and rushed back.

“Aren't you going to do something for him? | mean, you can't just leave him there, sort of — well, thrown
away!”

Vickers sad, “I believe the police prefer not to have ther corpses messed with, and | don't imagine
Harry minds a dl. Suppose you dl go and get adrink . . .”

“Policel” cried Harriet. “Policg!”

“Harriet. Go get a drink. Bill, take over, will you?' Vickers leaned over briefly and patted Jennie's bare
brown shoulder. “Bear up, old girl. I know it's a shock.”,

“Yeah.” Her face was blank and rather dazed. “It sureis” As Vickers went away, taking Angie with him,
he heard her murmur, “A million bucks!”

In the living room, Vickers paused long enough to telephone the police. Angie stood perfectly dill beside
him, waiting. When he was through she went with him to the bedroom and closed the door, shutting out
the tense babble of voices from the terrace.

Vickers said, “You were with Harry last night, down at the boathouse.”
“Yes. Not for long. He was very drunk and unpleasant, and | told him to go away. He did.”
“Judt before you took the boat out.” It was a statement, not a question.

“No. Some time before that.”



“How long before?’

“l don't know. | wasn't keeping any track of time” She studied Vickers. Her face was bloodless under
the tan, drawn tight. “Were you down there, Vick?’

“l saw you going aboard the cruiser. It was too late to cdl you back. There was no Sgn of Harry then,
except his cigarette case on the lounge” He paused. “Why did you take the boat out, Angie?’

“Because | wanted to. It's the only way | can deep, sometimes. | anchored off the point and stayed
there”

“Strange,” sad Vickers. “The hostess running out on her own party.”
She made a gesture of disgugt. “That wasn't a party.”

“Quite. But it was in your house. You mug have invited the people. And you evidently didnt want the
servants around.”

“Do you blame me?’ Angie went over to the table and picked up a cigarette. “That was some of Harry's
crowd. He inherited them dong with Jennie”

Vickers sad softly, “But they made such alot of noise, didn't they? And they were dl so beautifully blind
drunk.”

Angie put the cigarette down without lighting it. Her eyes were narrow and bright, hard ydlow. She took
two steps toward Vickers.

He said affably, “I'm only thinking of the police. They're going to ask dl these questions too, you know.”
He paused. “If | were you, darling, | shouldnt tdl the congtabulary about having been with Harry. Bill
and | are the only ones who know you were, and | hdl speak with Bill.”

Angie had stopped, but she had not relaxed. “And if | were you,” she said, “I shouldn't tel them | was
there, ather.”

His mouth curved in a dow, one-sided amile. “Right.” He looked at her. “You're angry.” And then, softly,
“You're marvelous”

Shedid rdlax, under hiskiss.
“D'you think I killed him, Angie?” Hislips brushed her neck, the tip of her ear.

“l don't know. . ..” She was barely whispering. “Perhaps you heard his voice, and it was the same one. |
don't know you any more, Vick.”

“Nor do | know you.” She was dender and smdl in the circle of his aams, but wondefully dive,
wonderfully strong. Her black hair was fragrant, her skin was sweet as a flower in the sun.

“You see, my darling,” he murmured, “it's quite possible thet four years ago you sad to Harry Bryce, or
Bill Saul, or Job Crandal, 'Look. You are going on a long cruise with my husband, whom | would like
never to see again. If by chance anything permanent should befdl the son of a bitch, you may have what
you will in payment.” His arms tightened. “Chrigt, that would be worth amurder . . .~

“Vick.”
She pressed him back, thrust him away. Not harshly, not in anger. He could not read her eyes. Her face



was like a page on which nothing is written.
“Vick,” she said. “Therés a car coming. Thatll be the police”

But it wasn't. It was Joan Merrill and a short, shrewd, bald-pated man named Sessions. They came in
Sessons car, and the back seat contained a butler, a cook, and a shapely young person who appeared
to be amaid, but only vocationdly. She was blonde, and Bill Saul made sure that she got safdly into the
servant'swing.

Sessions caught Vickers large lean hand in his two smdl plump ones and wrung it.

“Gogh, it's good to see you again! 1'd about given up hope. What happened to you, Vick? Where have
you been? Why didn't you let us know you were coming? How is everything? How are you?’

Vickers permitted himsdf afantly cynicd amile. “Don't overdo it, old boy. You can't be that glad to see
me, not unless absence has made your heart grow much fonder than it ever was” He led the way from
the terrace into the living room. Everybody was there, sort of milling about, roosting briefly on some bit of
furniture, then rigng to mill again. Vickers deep voice carried clearly.

“Answering chronologicaly, | got a bang on the noggin that blanked me out for some time; I've been in
South America; | preferred not to send word that | was coming; everything's lovely except that weve a
corpse on our hands and no good explanation for it; and my physica condition seems to be adequate.”

Joan Merill sad flatly, “A corpse” She did not seem to have dept at dl. She did not seem particularly
surprised.

Angie said, “Harry Bryce. Nobody knows how it happened.”

“You got here jugt intime for the police, Joan,” Vickers told her, smiling. Then, to Sessions, “Are you dill
My business manager?’

“Naturdly. I've taken care of everything while you were gone.”

“| dill own a department store?’

“Of course. And | may say tha business has improved nearly one third . . "

“That's fine. Then you won't need me back for awhile” Vickers went out to find Bill Saull.

Joan Merill caught Angies hand. Her eyes were worried and questioning and devoted. She did not
speak.

Angies fingers gripped hers. They were trembling. “1 don't know,” she whispered. “Everything's upside
down. | ... Joan . ..” Thelast was acry for help.

Joan murmured, “Of course, Angie. Always.” Her hand rose casudly, dmogt furtively, to stroke Angie's
hair.

A car came into the drive below. Two cars. Three, and one had a heavier motor and no windows in the
back. The passenger who rode in that one would have no need of fresh ar or a view. Feet began to
dimb the steps to the terrace. There was a sudden dead slence in the living room. Vickers came back
with Bill Saul. A dight nod passed between them. There was something strangdly dike about thar faces,
mocking, inscrutable, and somehow, vagudly, sad. The door chimes sounded. The . butler, whose name
Vickers did not know, crossed to the door and opened it. He spoke briefly, then turned to Angie.



“Madam,” he said. “The gentlemen from the police”

Chapter Five

DETECTIVE-LIEUTENANT Joe Trehearne, L.A.P.D., Bay Cities Divison, Homicide, stood in the dry
fine sand above the water line and looked a Harry Bryce. Trehearne was not a large man. He was lean
and wiry and intensgly dark — his hair, his eyes, his sunbrowned skin. His festures were bold, amost
harsh, and seemed a some time to have been pushed aside, rather roughly, toward the l€ft.

“What do you think?" he asked.

The M.E. glanced upward. “Sx, two, and even, it's murder. Look at that.” He pointed to the back of
Bryce's head. “See the shape of the wound? A round lacerated area here — the skull is splintered
undernesth — and this bruise that runs across the occiput. Looks to me like a bar, or pipe, with a bump
a one end. Maybe a coupling, or anut.”

“You think he was hit?’
“Sure| think he was hit. But hard.”
“But he could have done it faling.”

The M.E. shrugged. “Maybe he could. If he did, he sure went to alot of trouble to knock his brains out.”
He stood up. “That's, of course, if he had any. He don't look too bright.”

“Men in his condition sedom do.” Trehearne amiled. His mouth was his one jarring note. It was dmost
beautiful, very gentle, dmost sweet. “Know who that is? Or was?’

“All right. Who?’

“Harold Bryce. The Harold Bryce who cleaned up a nice warm million or so in Beverly Hills red estate
and then had to scramble to keep off the county.”

The M.E. looked knowing. “Dames?’
“Four wives, and the usud incidentals”

The M.E. looked down & Harry Bryce and shook his head. “A million, eh? And I'll bet he won't 1ook
one hit different from Joe Blow when | cut him open.” He waved to the boys with the wicker basket.
Trehearne made a rude remark as to the probable condition of part of Mr. Bryce's anatomy. The M.E.
winked and said, “I'll let you know.”

“Yeah,” sad Trehearne. “Do that. And check two things particularly. Could it have been afdl, and could
awoman have done it. The knock on the head, | mean, and quit grinning. An active woman, strong, in
good condition. The sort of femae who sals boats and things”

“Ahd” sad the M.E. “Enter the fenmefatde”

Trehearne shrugged. “You never know,” he said. “Women are so capable these days.” He went down
across the sand to the landing. The tide had come in and washed the beach cdean of any tracks left from
last night. It was liberdly trampled now, by officd boots.

He waked across the worn, weethered planks of the landing. There was a long sort of storage locker
built on the right-hand side. It was about five feet high and heavily padlocked. In the lee of it was a
bloodgtain. It was not a large bloodstain and it seemed to have been messed about quite a bit. There



were no recognizable prints of any kind. Trehearne turned around and yelled. The M.E. came back
across the beach and joined him.

Trehearne said, “He doesn't seem to have bled alot.”
“A little from the nose, and some from the mouth and ears. The head wound wouldn't have bled much.”

Trehearne scowled thoughtfully. “Then if he was murdered, the killer probably wouldn't have got any
blood on him.”

“l shouldn't think so. Not unless he dabbled in it afterward.” The M.E. studied the shape and surrounding
aress of the gain. “That's just a gently spreading pool. Looks like he lay there and dripped for a few
minutes and then got up — it's amazing how a guy can live sometimes with his skull stove in — and fell
over the edge.”

“And that finished hm?’

The M.E. grunted. “He was probably dead before he hit the water. Before he even finished getting up,
maybe.”

“Damn,” said Trehearne. “Somebody might at least have stepped into that puddle, so we'd have a nice
handy bloodstained shoeprint to check on. Not even a 9gn of a track. Oh, wel. They told me detecting
waan't easy. It's my own fault.” He went away, back toward the house.

By this time the reporters had arrived. Somehow the rumor had got around that Vickers had turned up
slently out of the night, and that, coupled with the honey-sweet smdl of murder, had brought them
svarming. There was a solid and highly voca mass of them on the terrace, completely submerging the
plump little Mr. Sessions, who was handing out a typewritten statement and screaming plantively for
mercy. Trehearne came up and was indantly besieged.

He shouldered through them good-naturedly. “Nothing to report until after the autopsy.”
“Murder?’

“We don't know yet.” He dropped a protective am around Sessons and ploughed on to the door.
Somebody yeled, “What about Vickers?” Trehearne said, “1 havent seen him yet, to tak to.” Sessons
cried out indignantly, “We have given you a datement . . "

Somebody told him what he could do with his statement. “\We want to see Vickers!”

“Youll have to battle that out with him.” Trehearne legped nimbly through the door, pulling Sessions with
him. The butler, displaying a keen sense of timing, dammed the door behind them one Fplit second in
advance of the rush. Trehearne took his hat off. The butler lifted it smoothly out of his hand and went off.

“Thank you,” said Sessions primly. “Those men aren't avilized. They should be kept in cages.”

He toddled off. Vickers was stting on one of the twin couches that flanked the fireplace, his long legs
sprawled out comfortably. Angie curled beside himin the crook of his arm. She wore a ydlow frock that
made her eyes more like sunbeams than ever. They looked a very happy couple, with no important Sns
on thelr souls. Vickers glanced up at Trehearne and smiled.

“St down, won't you? What did you find out?” Trehearne sat down. Bill Saul, in the corner of the
opposite couch, looked at Vickers and thought, That's the old Vickers there now. The complete | Am.
Looks funny with that scar. . . . The blonde was draped over the am of the couch and from there onto



his shoulders. She ran her forefinger idly up his cheek, and from the scraping Saul knew he hadn't shaved
very wdl that morning.

Trehearne's quit, rather diffident answer to Vickers question was astonishingly loud in the room.
“I'm afrad it looks like murder.”

Job Cranddll, stting as far away from Harriet as possible, took his right am and held it tightly, against
him under his left. He was bresthing dowly and evenly, counting to each breath. The right side of his face
twitched. With the sunlight on his thick white har he had the appearance of a towheaded youth. Only his
eyes were old and lost and pathetically questioning.

“Of course” said Trehearne, “theré's a bare possihility thet he struck his head in fdling from the landing.
WEell know better after the autopsy.”

“Autopsy,” sad Harriet Cranddl. “How horrible”

Jennie Bryce reared up suddenly on the window seat. “Jesus” she said. “You aren't going to muck him
up SO we can't bury him decent.”

Vickers said soothingly, “Don't worry, Jennie. Theyll put dl the pieces back.”
“My God,” sad Harriet. “With poor Harry lying dead . . .

“Harriet,” said Vickers, “go get adrink. Y ou might get one for Job, too. He looks worse than Harry did.
Trehearne?’

“No, thanks. Too early in the day for me”
Vickers nodded. “Murder, eh? | suppose that means we're dl in for what is known as agrilling”

“Wdl, some prdiminary questions.” Trehearne settled back and crossed his legs. He kept glanding a
Angie He tried not to, but it didn't do any good. He wished she had not worn aydlow dress. Ydlow did
things to him; it was sort of an dive color. She had no business wearing yelow, redly. Not with her har
and her eyes and her particularly gorgeous and bare brown skin. “Yes” he said. “Just some prdiminary
questions. For instance, exactly what happened lagt night?’

“Good lord,” said Vickers, and laughed. “The man's redly an optimis.”
“Wi.]y?l

Job Crandd| said, “There was a party lagt night. We dl got drunk.” He added dully, “All except Vick, |
gu%”

Harriet shoved aglassin his hand. “ You passed out. | can remember that much.”

“But you didn't remember me” sad Vickers. He looked a Trehearne. “I got here about midnight.
Frankly, | doubt that anyone will remember anything. Nobody recognized me but Bill Saul, and even that
took ahit of doing.”

Saul nodded. “It was a Grade Double-A, super-colossa brawl.”

“Yes” sad Harriet spitefully. “Even the hostess couldn't stand it. She disappeared in the motor boat and
didn't get back until morning.”



Trehearne raised a questioning eyebrow a Angie.

Ange sad, “They were modly Harry's friends. | hardly knew them. But you know how these parties are.
| wastired, | don't drink, so | went away for awhile”

“Then nobody can remember anything about Harry Bryce last night? What he did, who was with him,
anything at al?’

Jennie Bryce said, “Wel, | don't know about the rest of 'em, but | didnt see him dl night. Angie brought
him down. | came with some other people. Heand | had afight. . . .~

“A fight?’

“Oh,” said Jennie arily, “we were dways having 'em. | was judt tdling him it didn't look right for him to
be spending so much time with Angie while he was gill married to me. So of course he went right over to
Angies” She shrugged one perfect shoulder, left bare by the sundress she had put on. “I didn't care, you
understand. It's judt that it seems like a wife's got some rights as long as she's dill a wife, even if she in't
going to stay that way long. Anyhow, | didn't see him again till this morning.”

Her lagt words rang out with a degfening darity. The living room had become abruptly slent. Jennie,
having dropped her brick, smiled a Trehearne with a lazy droop of the lids and settled back. Bill Saul
began to hum the song about Poor Jennie. Vickers said, “Why, Angie” He looked down at her and
laughed. “ Sometime soon we must get together and compare notes.”

“Any time, darling.” Angie smiled up a him. The smile was perhaps a little iff around the edges. To
Trehearne she said, “Harry did make a nuisance of himsdlf, I'm afraid. He was drinking very heavily, and
he seemed to find my house a quiet place to do it in. | drove him down here lagt night because he was in
no condition to drive himsdf.”

Trehearne nodded toward the drive outsde. “But his car is here”
Vickers sad, “I drove it down. It was the only one avallable”

“l see. Let me think, Mr. Vickers” Trehearne's face was relaxed and pleasant. He might have been a
friend, dropped in for a chat. “Y ou've been — misang for four years, haven't you?’

143 Y&”

“As | recdl it, you vanished during a cruise in Mexican waters. Harry Bryce and these two gentlemen
were with you.”

“Right.”
“What happened?’

Vickers sad ruefully, “I can see that that question is going to get monotonous.” He touched the scar.
“This happened. | was ashore one night, quite drunk, and evidently wandering where 1'd no business to
be, and | got knocked on the head. Result, amnesia, and four rather unplessant years.”

“Assault and robbery.”
“Obvioudy.”

Trehearne turned to Angie. He said admiringly, “Y ou've certainly kept the news quiet, Mrs. Vickers”



She dared a him for a second, her eyes blank and startled. Then she dropped her head. She had
opened her mouth to say yes, when Vickers answered for her.

“She had nothing to keep quiet. | sent no word that | was coming.”

Trehearne seemed mildy surprised.

Harriet Cranddll said, “He wouldn't. It was more spectacular this way.”

Trehearne amiled. “Do you think your sudden return might have had any bearing on what happened?”’

Vickers eyes got a hard, bright ook in them. “What bearing,” he asked softly, “could it possbly have
had?’

Trehearne said mildly, “I have no idea. That's why | asked you.” He got up. “Wadl, thanks very much.
Youre dl free to go home, of course, but please don't leave the city. You understand— well want more
information, unless we're convinced the death was accidental. | don't hold much hope for that. And one
other thing. | want everything in this house left just as it is. That means wearing apparel, persond effects,
the works. They'll be returned to you as soon as we're through with them. | assume that none of you are
wearing the clothes you had on last night.”

“No,” sad Vickers, “except mysdf. Afrad | can't let you have my things just now. | should fed so
conspicuous.”

“All right,” said Trehearne. “But don't have them cleaned, pressed, or brushed. Therell be a man around
to pick them up later on. That goes for the shoes and socks and the' rest of it.” He bowed to Angie with
unexpected grace. “Mrs. Vickers, could you make out a guest lig? Everyone who was here last night?’

“Il try.” She smiled a Trehearne.

Vickers rose and went to the door with Trehearne. “Let us know, will you? Well be a home, in town.”
The butler had come up with his hat. Trehearne took it. “I'll let you know,” he said. He went out.
Vickers walked back toward the fireplace.

Joan Merrill said in ahigh, quivering voice, “Michad, did you kill Harry?’

He turned around and stared at her. She was twigted forward on the edge of her chair, her handsome
head erect and rigid. He had never seen her like this before. There was no savility about her, no
gpology, not even fear. He waited for her to break and she did not. She rose dowly. Her eyes did not
turn aside from his.

“Did you, Miched?’
Vickers left eyebrow made a cold, questioning arch. “Should | have done?’

Angie went over and put her hand on Joan's arm. “Please, darling,” she said gently. “Come and help me
pack.” Joan stood ill a moment, then alowed Angie to steer her toward the hdl. Neither one glanced
back.

Harriet Crandd| said “H'm!” audibly. She tapped her husband on the shoulder. “Come on, Job. Let's get
the hdl out of here”

Job set his glass down dowly and stood up. Harriet was waiting for him, but he paid no attention to her.



He went ingtead to Vickers and stood facing him.
“Dont start. thinking things about Angie” he said. “No matter what anybody says, they're not true.”
Vickers said nothing. His eyes were cool and impenetrable, faintly amused. Job flushed darkly.

Harriet said, “You might try standing up for your own wife sometime” She went off to get her
belongings. Job Crandd| turned on his hed and followed her.

Bill Saul kissed his blonde lightly and patted her up onto her feet. He motioned, and she trotted off
obediently like awdl-trained dog. Saul yawned, but his eyes, meding Vickers, were anything but deepy.
He nodded toward the door, gpparently referring to Trehearne.

“l don't likehim,” he said. “Never trust a man with a mouth that should belong to a good woman. They're
poison.”

Chapter Six

IT WAS NOT A mery trip back to town. They went in Sessons car. Sessons drove, Vickers sat
beside him, Angie and Joan were in the back, and nobody spoke. Jennie Bryce was driving Harry's car.
The bay, when they left it, was Hill blue and cdm and quite unperturbed by the recent dumping of a
corpse into it.

Sessions was oppressed by the slence. He was dso embarrassed. It was embarrassing to hate a man
with dl the drength of one's soul — a rather flabby and underszed soul, admittedly, but dill one's only
possession of that kind — to hate, and for four years to cherish the completely logica hope that this man
is panfully dead and in hell, and then have him turn up sound in wind and limb and securdly in his old
place, which is neatly astride one's neck. It is even more embarrassing when the hated one knows dl
about it and is not even angry. Merely amused.

When he could stand it no longer, Sessions said heatily, “Wdl, Vick, when are you coming down to the
store? Everybody will be ddighted to haveyou . . .”

He was going to say, “— have you back.” But Vickers turned his head dightly and Sessions glimpsed the
rased eyebrow and the amile. He did not finish. His eyes were on the road after that, and he did not see
the expression that came gradudly in Vickers face. A somber look, and one that Sessions would have
found completdy unfamiliar.

“Business has improved, you say.”

Sessions nodded. There was a very tiny, dmogt invisble imp of mdice in his reply. “As | told you —
nearly athird.”

“How odd,” sad Vickers. He did down in the seat, made an effort to get his long legs arranged
comfortably, and closed his eyes. “1 would have thought the business would smply crumble away without
me”

He appeared to deep.

Sessions amiled. Quite brazenly. But it didn't, you son of a bitch, he sad to himsdf. You conceited,
overbearing bastard. Michad Jehovah Horse's-ass Vickers. The business got on just fine without
you — and so did everybody dse!

He drove carefully, never exceeding thirty miles an hour. He made dl sgnds punctilioudy and yielded



right of way without question. His only citetion had been for overtime parking in Beverly Hills He
brought this up frequently in conversation, haf bragging, haf wigfully hoping that the violation might admit
hm into the bright company of daredevils who ignored boulevard stops and did ninety on the highway.
Miched Vickers had once owned a custom-built job that would do one hundred and ten.

Sessions brought the car findly to a gentle stop in front of Vickers house.
Angie and Joan got out. Vickers stayed where he was. He reached out and patted Angi€s shoulder.

“Try and get some rest,” he said. “I'll be home for dinner.” He turned to Sessions. “You can drop me off
a Wilshire”

Angie went off with Joan. Her face had a set look. Sessions shrugged, and started the car.
At the foot of the hill he said, “I can take you wherever you want to go.”

“I'm not sure wherethat is. Just let meout . . .” Vickers saw ared 9gn ahead. “Here, Sunset will do.” He
got out as Sessons made the stop, waved, and went off. Sessons shook his head, and let himsdf
cautioudy into the stream of traffic dong the Strip.

Miched Vickers waked dowly west, toward Beverly Hills The sun was bright. There were cars and
people and busses. There were open-front markets with bright pyramids of oranges and grapefruit and
caefully artigic arrangements of vegetables. There were drugstores and liquor stores and art gdleries
and beauty shoppes and professond photographers and antique dedlers and excdusive gown shops.
There were service gations and veterinaries. There were agencies, dozens of them, the plush-uphol stered
auction blocks whence bodies, and perhaps even an occasond soul, are consgned to wear the Ydlow
Kimono in the ice palaces of Hollywood. There was a large, convenient mortuary.

The remembered places. The Players. Ciro's, The Mocambo. The Troc. Bit of Sweden and the Tall of
the Cock. The city spread out below the Strip. The gink of exhaugt vapors, the noise of horns and
motors, the drive-in restaurants with girlsin tight pants serving cheeseburgers and mdts.

Vickers thought, This hasn't changed. He looked & his reflection in a store window. The clothes were
the same. He had worn them into these swank bars and peeled hills off of athick wad heldin a siver dip
with hisinitids on it and been treated like the Shah of Persa. The clothes were the same. The street was
the same. Maybe I'll forget these last four years. | forgot all the other ones quickly enough.

He waked on, and there was 4ill a distance between hmsdf and the street.

He boarded a red bus and stood in the crowded aide and studied the faces around him. There was a
tired young colored womean with a child adeep in her Iap. There were housewives with bundies and a
men with a lunch pal and a very old woman with sandds made of newspaper folded thick and tied on
with rags. People who had never been near the Mocambo. When the bus stopped a Beverly Hills
Station Vickers got out with the rest of them, and walked over to Bedford Drive. He pleased himsdf by
not having to hunt for the house. It was colonid and pretentious, and the way Vickers thrust his finger
agang the bell managed to impart a qudity of insolence even to the chimes.

The door opened.
Vickers said, “Hullo, Stokes. Remember me?’

The plump, hedthy-looking butler obvioudy did remember him, and the remembrance seemed to be
something of a shock.



“Oh, come now, Stokes,” said Vickers, waking in. “It's not as though | were Mr. Bryce coming back.”

Stokes shuddered. “ Please, sr!” He closed the door. “Poor Mr. Bryce. | only heard the news when
Mrs. Bryce returned home” He shuddered again. “Murder!”

“Frightfully ill bred,” said Vickers. “And most inconvenient.”

Stokes gave him a look. “You've changed, gr, if | may say so. But not much.” No one could possibly
have taken offense a his tone. He added formdly, “May | offer my congratulaions on your safe return.”

“Thank you.”
“I'l inquire whether Mrs. Bryceis able to see you now.”

Vickers said, “What do you want to bet?” He amiled a the butler's Hiffly retreating back and then went
directly into Harry Bryce's sudy and closed the door.

Harry had been an untidy character. Vickers flicked through masses of irrdevant paper in the desk
drawers, induding used Chrismas cards and old gin rummy scores. Vickers noticed on these latter that
Harry had got blitzed with monotonous regularity. He was ill pawing when Jennie Bryce came in.

She wore a black dress now. It had rather alow V-neck and a seductive drape around the hips. Her
pumps were black suede and had a very high hed. One blood-red toenail peeped through the opening of
each shoe. She wore a pearl choker and matching earrings and her hair was piled smoothly on her head.
She had a beautiful neck. Widowhood became her.

She shut the door and said, “Y ou've sure got your nerve with you.”

“Yes, haven't 17 Vickers amiled a her pleasantly, went back to what he was doing, did a sudied take,
and draightened, Saring a Jennie.

She gave him plenty of time to look before she said indignantly, “What do you think you're doing in my
husband's effects?’

“Looking for something.” Vickers seemed surprised that she would not know that. “ Shan't be a momernt.
Suppose you St down right over there, where | can see you, and then we can have a little chat when I'm
finished.”

“Wdl,” she said, “if you got something important to say.” She walked dowly to the indicated chair, giving
him the full-length profile. “A widow has thingsto do, you know.”

“Yes” sad Vickers. I can imagine”

She sat down, watching him sulkily. He could fed her weatching. The jumbled papers dipped through his
hands rapidly, and then he found what he wanted. The things were in a legther zipper case at the bottom
of the last drawer. He swept papers onto the floor and spread the contents out. Jennie got up and stood
beside him. “What isit?’ she asked.

“Harry's memory books.” There were two of them, one a smdl leather-bound notebook with liquor
gans on the cover, the other abig scrap book. Vickers opened the big book to cover the little one.

“Why,” said Jennie, “that's you, in't it?” She was pointing to a picture clipped from a Los Angdes paper.
It was the Vickers of four years ago. It carried a heading to the effect that Prominent Local Business
Man had Disappeared. There was an aticle pasted beside it. It told Vickers nothing new. Only a



repetition of what Angie had said. He turned the heavy pages dowly. There were pictures of Harry Bryce
and Bill Saul and Job Crandall. There were pictures of Angie. There were interviews. There was one last
item, very smdl, from a back page and unaccompanied by pictures, which sad that the search for
Miched Vickers, missng sx months, had proved fruitless and been abandoned. Wherever the name of
Harry Bryce appeared in print it was underlined in blue pencil.

“Harry never showed me that,” said Jennie. “But then, we were only married three months ago.” She
turned back to a picture of Angie, and studied it. “ She don't take a very good picture, does she?’

Vickers glanced sdeways and said, “I imagine you do.” Jennie shrugged deprecatingly and moved away,
odengbly toward a amdl table with cigarettes on it. Vickers got a magnificent view of her back, undulant
and graceful. “1 oughta. | been in show business snce | was akid. You learn the tricks”

“Yes. | suppose you do.” Vickers dipped the amdl leather book into his pocket, and then made a last
quick search of the zipper case while Jennie was giving her artigtic dl to the lighting of a cigarette. There
was an envelope. He had no timeto look &t it. It followed the notebook. Jennie said, “ Cigarette?”

“Thanks.” He went over and let her hold the lighter for him. Her eyes studied the shape of his mouith.

“Wdl,” she said, “now Angie's got a man of her own, maybe the rest of us can rdax. Not that | cared
about Harry. Like | said. But Harriet's sure got the axe out for her, and | know one of Bill's babes split
with him on her account.” She walked away with a lazy sving of the hips. “Me, as soon as the funerd's
over, I'm going to take atrip. A long one, with dl the trimmings”

“Y ou're forgetting the police”

“Oh, yeah.” She reflected, then amiled. “Oh well, it won't be for long, and it's kind of excting anyway.
That Trehearne guy — he's cute”

“Practicdly devadtating.”
She came back and stood in front of Vickers. “Were you and Harry red good friends?’
“What did Harry say about it?’

“Oh, he never saild much. Nobody ever told me much about you. | guess they'd dl sort of forgotten
about you by thistime. Only thing | remember him saying was once when he was crying on Bill's shoulder
over some ded that was going sour on him and Bill said if you were here you could tdl him how to swing
it, and Harry said yes, you could, and that was the trouble with you. You were so goddamned sure of
yoursdlf, and so goddamn right.” She laughed. “Are you?’

“l don't know, Jennie” He was looking a her, but not seeing her. He said dowly, “I've been a very
unlucky man. | could aways do everything too easily, and too well.”

“Bven love?’

He ran the tip of his finger from her ear down under her chin and tilted it up. “Even that.” She stood
waiting for hiskiss, and he stood looking down at her. “In South Americal had awoman,” he said softly.
“She nursed me through the fever. It's not a nice kind of nursng. She stole food for me. Sometimes she
s0ld hersdf for a few centavos — the men were dl poor down there — to buy quinine, or some goat's
milk for me. Would you do that, Jennie?’

She said angrily, “Why should | do it? Y ou got Angie, haven't you? Besides, that's Slly.”



“Yes” hesad. “Yes, | supposeitis” Hetook his hand away from her chin and stepped back, “But then
we're dl glly at times, aren't we? Even you, Jennie” He bowed with courtly grace. “Good day, Mrs.
Bryce. Don't let widowhood st too heavily upon you. Remember you're dill young, and life goes on.” At
the door he paused and glanced back a her. “I'll give your love to Angie” He went out. She was dill
trying to think of something to say.

On the steps Vickers met Joe Trehearne. They stopped and eyed each other with friendly amiles that
went no farther than the lips. Trehearne said,

“l didn't expect to see you so soon again.”

“Jug offering further condolences to the widow, poor little thing. Be easy on her, old boy. She's the
fragile sort.”

“Yes” Trehearne said dryly. “1 had her pegged that way.”
“Any further news?’

“Not yet.”

“Let us know.”

“I'l do that.”

Trehearne went in. Vickers waked down Bedford Drive to Wilshire and one block east to Roxbury and
stood looking &t his store.

It was a beautiful thing. It was functiond and clean and proud. The windows glistened, the displays were
the lagt and find word in swank. There wasn't athing ingde you could afford to buy if you made less than
ahundred thousand a year. Vickers crossed the street and went indde.

It was jugt as it had been the last time he saw it. A new coat of paint, perhaps, but it was the same
discreet and quiet gray. Thick carpeting, indirect lighting, the floor space divided into salons presided
over by handsome femaes with the faintly condescending air of grand duchesses come gracefully down in
the world. Vickers wandered about, keeping in the background. Women in fantastic hats bought
perfumes and cobwebby stockings and underthings no more subgtantid than a breath of fog. The whole
place had the subtle smdl of wedth.

One of the grand duchesses showed him her perfect teeth and said, “May | direct you, Sr?’
Vickers started. “Thank you, no. I'm — looking for someone.”
After that he went away.

At the Beverly-Wilshire he found a cab and had himsdf driven to the public library. He was farly sure
that he would not meet anyone he knew in that particular place. He found a seat in a far corner, pulled
severd books a random from the shelves, arranged them on the table, sat down, and pulled the
leather-covered book from his pocket.

Thefly lesf was hand-decorated — Harry Bryce had had atdent for hilarious, if rather rude, cartooning.
There was amoatif of amorous mermaids with certain sartling physica characterigtics, and framed by their
fliring tails was the legend: LOG OF THE LADY B. Bdow that was Harry's name, and an dluson to his
rank and chief dutiesin the crew.



The next four pages had sketches of Vickers, Bill Saul, Job Cranddl, and Bryce himsdf, dl
good-naturedly libelous caricatures. Then the log itsdf started.

He could remember reading each entry after Harry had written it. He could remember the four of them
laughing themselves sck over the description of Job Crandal's efforts to land a salfish while mildy
drunk, and embroidering with mounting improbakilities the tale of Bill Saul's encounter with the red light
digrict of aparticularly samdl and uninhibited port. Vickers skipped through these pages hurriedly, but the
picture of himsdf came back vividly into his mind. The well-fed Vickers rdaxing on his yacht, enjoying his
own persona sunshine and his private ocean, seeing large-handedly to his guests. Induding, he thought,
the guest | didn't know was there — the little man called Murder.

He came to the lagt two entries. It was quite easy to tdl from Harry's writing when he was drunk and
when he was sober. On the firg of these two entries he had been cold stone sober.

Vickers has gone. He didn't return aboard lagt night, and this morning we can find no trace of him. We've
searched the town, but nobody has seen him. I'm afraid thisis the end of the cruise.

The next, and last, entry was longer and written in Harry's sub-acoholic scrawl.

One last budt, dear little log book. We're' dl tight, the three of us — tighter than we were lagt night, when
we logt Vick. Nobody can remember what happened. We went ashore, and after that | dunno. Neither
does Job. Neither does Bill. Anyhow, Vickers never came back. Job says he's dead. Bill says Nuts, the
son of ahitchistoo ornery to die that easy, and besides we didnt find a body, did we? No corpus, no
ddicti. Me, I'll gring with Job. There are sharksin these waters. You don't have to find a body. And who
wants to find Vick's anyway? Just think, dear diary — this here leaves Angie a widow!

Vickers noticed, quite casudly, that his hands were shaking. He was dimly aware that someone had sat
down quietly beside him. He should have been dtartled when Joe Trehearne's voice sad, “Are you
finding some good books?’ He was not startled. He was somehow not even surprised. He did not bother
to close the log book.

He looked at Trehearne and amiled. “Are you fallowing me?’
Trehearne seemed mildly hurt. “Of course not. | can read, you know. | often go into libraries”
“Aren't you alittle off your beat?’

“I'm dso off duty, and there€'s no law yet againg a ditizen of Los Angdes entering the township of Beverly
Hills”

“What apity.” Vickers got up. He closed the log book and held it out to Trehearne. “Would you care to
take thisaong and read it?’

Trehearne said, “You're just loaning it to me because you love me”
[1] Qulte."

“Would you mind stepping over here?’ Trehearne indicated the librarian's desk. They had dready
attracted her unfavorable attention by raisng ther voices above a whisper. Vickers shrugged and walked
toward her with Trehearne. She watched their approach with marked didike.

Trehearne stopped and leaned his elbow on the desk. Y ou're sure you want to loan me the book, Mr.
Vickers?'



“Why not?”
He held it out. Trehearne took it. He said, “Thanks very much, Mr. Vickers. I'l take good care of it
“I'm sure you will, Mr. Trehearne.”

Trehearne started off. The librarian said sharply, “Here! Just a minute”

Trehearne stopped. He gazed at the librarian as one does at a rude child. Then the light broke. “Oh!” he
sad, holding up the book. *Y ou thought the . . .” He laughed. “No, no. It's Mr. Vickers persond book.
Here, Il show you.” He opened the cover to show her the flylef.

She took one good look. Things happened to her face. Trehearne received a premonition that dl was not
well. He turned the book around and had alook himsdf. The mermaids frisked merrily around the page,
ther marvdous anatomies betraying a disressng lack of inhibition. Trehearne looked back at the
librarian. He turned scarlet. The librarian leaned forward.

“Get that filthy thing out of here,” she said, “before | cdl a policeman.”
Trehearne fled.
Vickers raised his head in the cathedra hush and roared with laughter.

Later, in the cab that was taking hm home, Vickers took out the envelope he had found with the log
book. There was nothing iniit but alock of soft black hair.

Hehdditin hisfingers and sat looking at it. He was dimly aware that the cab had turned and begun to
dimb the hill. He was dimly aware that it dowed and shifted into second at the place where the road
twised and became even more steep. He heard nothing but the complaining snarl of the motor urtil
something snapped past his head, close. Very close. Little singing flies attacked his cheek. He saw a
neat round hole in the window beside him, and as he went down quickly onto the floor he saw that there
was another hole, less neet, in the rear window. He put up his hand to his face and pulled out a tiny diver
of glass. There was alittle blood and he got out his handkerchief. The cabby drove on. He was thinking
about hamburgers and cold beer, and the cute redhead who served them, and wishing he didn't have a
wife and two kids.

He ground the cab to a stop in front of the house on top of the hill and said, “Thetll be a dollar and thirty
cents”

Chapter Seven

COOLIN THE hound lay on the rug beside Vickers bed. He did not deep. His eyes were deep-sunken
and watchful under the rough gray ridges of his brows. His ears moved, ddicatdly, testing the meaning of
each sound. Once or twice he raised his head, but he knew that there was no need to rise.

His master dept, and dreamed.

Thelong windows were open. The night was coal. It had fog init, and the damp bitter-sweet amdl of the
garden, and it was quiet. Michad Vickerslay on his hard clean bed that had no pillows.

His eyes were closed, but he could see the room. It was tdl like the nave of a church, and dim, and
wonderfully ill. He could fed the coolness and amdl the freshness of evergreens on the air. This is my
place, he thought. | am safe here. The sheets of his bed were crigp and had a white fed againg his



body.
He pushed them back and rose.

The high room stretched before him. He walked dowly down the middle of it, and the moist ar pressed
agang him. It was dmogt as heavy as water. He looked down and saw thet it covered him like water, so
thet he could see only a warped and veiled reflection of his body. He was glad of the vel. He did not
want to see himsdf. He ran his hands over his flesh. It was well-fed and strong, shaped into smooth
beauty. He could fed it, and he thought, This is good. But he did not want to see. He waked on, dliding
through the thick blue air.

There was a window, tal like the window of a church. White curtains fluttered from it. There was no
glass in the window, and beyond it there was darkness. Vickers knew that he mugt go to the window.
There was something outside that he must ook at. He stopped. If | go, he thought, | shall be destroyed.
| will not go.

The window came to him. It moved quite eesily, and it did not seem to be angry, only inevitable, like the
next tick of a clock. He put his hands on the broad sl and looked out.

There was a direet. It was narrow and crooked. It had no lights and no paving. There were litile
mud-waled houses. There was garbage and the odor of it, heavy and rank, and filth, and a dead rat lying
inthe dust, and a subtle bresth of heat. Vickers drew back. He was afraid. He willed hisfeet to move, to
go away, but the floor did under them like a running stream. He cried out, loud enough for God to hear,
and dl that came from his mouth was awhigper: Angie! Angie!

There was someone behind him, and he knew that there was no escape.

From a great distance avoice said, Turn around, Vickers. Turn around, Vickers. It came closer. Turn
around Vickers Turn around Vickers Turn around Vickers. He turned. Hislovely room was gone and
there was only darkness as ungtable as a cloud blown by the wind. There was someone hidden in it. He
gandled of hate. That was dl that betrayed him, the voice and the dark red smdl of hate. Vickers waited.

The blow fell.

The window cracked and fdl in tinted shards of sound. The darkness rolled away like thunder. A huge
brazen sun clanged like a bell-clapper againgt a sky of sheet copper. Vickers head was on fire. He could
fed the flames rise and shoot out through the crevice in his skull. His throat was filled with hot sand. It ran
out of his mouth and trickled down his chest. He watched it. He could see his body now. It was gaunt
and pinch-bellied, and there were marks on it. The long ribbon-shaped wedls of the bdt. The red-tinged
blossoms of the fis. The. spreading mark of the boot, like spilled ink. He thought, That's what | didn't
want to see. He dropped onto his bands and knees.

Voices ydled a him. They ydled in Spanish and Portuguese and Dutch and German, but they dl sad
Work! Faces swept past him, faces he knew but was too tired to name. Dark faces, oiled with swest,
cursgng him. There was just one face that held steady. It was behind them, along way off, and he couldn't
seeit dearly, but he knew that it was a good face and that it would hep him and that he wanted it very
much. He began to crawl toward it.

People beat and kicked and shouted at him. Green hides as iff as iron were in his way, and torrents of
coffee beans and mountains of burlap, and the choking gtink of tanneries and guano and dirt and hot
bilges and blood. The sun wrung him out and dropped him, so that he crept on his bely, but the face he
wanted was dill there, steady in the distance.



He couldn't seem to get any closer to it, but it grew clearer as the other things faded away. It was a
woman's face, framed in soft black hair, and it had eyes as golden as wine. He dragged himsdf on, and
suddenly it was cold, very cold, and he was cregping adong the floor of a room tha was high and
beautiful like a cathedra nave. White curtains fluttered from long windows. Ahead there was a bed,
narrow and hard and without pillows. A man lay naked upon it as on a catafadque, his eyes closed, his
ams crossed over his breast. The face was 4ill there, beyond the bed, high againgt the wall, and it was
only a painted picture.

The broken, shivering thing that crawled on the floor cried out to the man on the bed. Take me back. |
amlost. I'm afraid.

And the man on the bed answered dowly, moving only his mouth: | am dead.

Miched Vickers cried out. He could hear it as he woke, a cry of sheer, Smple terror. He sat up,
sapping on the bedside lamp. He was dripping with cold sweat and his head was aching again. Coolin
put his chin on Vickers thigh. Vickers took hold of the dog and sat perfectly ill until he had stopped
shivering. Then he got up, dowly and diffly because of the pain in his head, which was much worse when
he moved. He lighted a cigarette, and stood looking around the room. The curtains moved lightly in the
breeze. He picked up his dressng gown and went out into the hall, where he put it on. He had forgotten
his dippers. He did not go back for them.

He went down the hdl and rapped on Angies door.

She answered, and he went in. The lamp was burning on the bedside table. There was a book, open and
face down on the blanket, but he knew that she had not been reading. She sat quietly againg the piled-up
pillows and watched him. When the light struck his face she leaned forward and said:

“What's wrong?’
“I've got a blinding head.”

He sad it dmogt angrily. She pushed the book off onto the floor and moved her legs under the fluffy
white blanket. For a moment he stood ill. Then he went and sat down on the bed, where she had made
aplace for him. She touched his hand, gently, and frowned.

“Why, Vick — you're trembling.”
“The damn thing hurts, that's dl.” He shrugged it off.

She looked at his eyes and the line of swesat on his forehead, but she didn't say anything. She did the top
pillow off and moved over. Presently he stretched out on top of the blanket, and she saw his bare feet.

“You shouldnt be running around without your dippers. You could catch cold, or step on a pin, or
something.” She reached down and pulled the spare blanket up over hislegs. Vickers laughed.

“What are you laughing a?’

“Itsfunny, that's dl.”

“What's funny?”

“After living the way | have for four years, it's amusng to have someone fuss over my bare feet.”

“It's nice, though, it it?’



The crawling thing on the floor cried Take me back, | am lost, and the man on the bed answered
dowly, | am dead. . ..

The world turned over.

From a great distance a voice spoke his name. “Vick.” And then, softly, “Pappy.”
He was degthly cold, and the sdivaran in his mouth. He said, “What?’

“My wrig, darling.”

“What about your wrig?”

“Nothing, only it's going to break in a minute”

A hand appeared before him. It was his own, and it was gripping Angie's forearm in the way the hand of
adrowning men grips the proverbid straw. He opened hisfingers, and Ieft the marks of them livid on her
flesh,

He dtarted to St up. There was a crack in his skull as big as the Grand Canyon. “1 have a grim feding I'm
going to cat.”

“Dont be glly. You didn't eat any dinner.” She pressed him back. He redized that she was out beside
him now, with just the spare blanket over both of them. Her arms went around him. He could remember
his mother holding him in just that way. Her body was wondefully warm, wondefully safe and
comforting. The nausea passed. She reached up and touched his hair in the light remembered way, and
then her lips brushed the ugly scar.

“Your poor little noggin,” she whispered. “YY ou must see a doctor about it.”
“I suppose 0.”

“Isit very strange coming back?’ She laughed, not very humoroudy, and amended, “Well, consdering
what's happened, | guess it would be for anybody. But you know what | mean. The house, the people,
the city, dl of it. Being Michad Vickers agan.”

Involuntarily his arms tightened around her. “Yes. Very srange”
“You mus have suffered terribly.”

“No more than the rest of them.”

“Fddlegticks. They were used to it. You werent.”

“They got just as hungry as | did. And | had the edge on them for sze. | found that out on the coffee
docks. | could sack and load rings around them.”

“Dont try to be noble, Pappy. You'd never missed a med — and good medls, too — nor done a day's
physca work inyour life. Don't tdl me it was easy.” She paused, then added softly, “And don't tdl me
you weren't having nightmares about it just before you camein here.”

He did not answer. She looked down at his face and saw the change come over it. His eyes were closed,
but she didn't need to seeinto them.

“Wasit Harry Bryce?' she asked sadly. “Did you recognize hisvoice and . . .” She did not finish.



Vickers sad, “No. | didn't even see Harry.”
“Butif youhed ...

“l couldn't have recognized his voice. | told you it didn't sound humen. | was crazy with dope. And
anyway — not murder. It's too dangerous, too stupid, and —- too quick.”

He fdt her shiver. There was along silence.

“Vick.”

“y e

“| told you the truth about Harry.”

“He had alock of your hair.”

“Why not, if he wanted it? He got it from my hairdresser.”

Agan there was along pause. Vickers head was beginning to ease off. He was warm again. The dream
wes retregting into the mental cave whereit lived. He knew it was there. But when it was decently velled,
the sharp destroying edges of it hidden, he could study it objectively. He could say to himsdf quite
reasonably, | fedl like that because, and go on with the nice neat rationdization. It was only when the
bloody thing attacked himin his primitive emations that it got the better of him.

He put his hand deepily on Angie's head, drawing it closer into his neck.

“You said you'd been trying to find out what redlly happened to me. Any results?’
“Nothing. Except in a negative way. I'm sure Harry Bryce didn't do it.”

“Any paticular reeson?’

“Yes. Harry's pretty wel gone to piecesin the last year or s0. You cant live a Harry's rate of speed
forever. I've made him tel me about the cruise, and your disappearance, over and over when he was far
too drunk to have any control over what he said. And he dways told the same story. Not in the same
words, or the same sequence — sometimes just fragments of it — but he never varied the facts”

Vickers thought that over and said, “Mm-hmm. And the others?’

“l don't know. Surely not Job . . . He's redlly a very sweet person, worships his youngsters, puts up with
Harriet on account of them. He drinks too much, but with Harriet around, who wouldn't? And Bill . . "
She shook her head. “Oh, it's crazy to think either one of them would do such a thing! People weve
known so long.”

Vickers sad, “That's naive, darling. You will never know how naive” He was drowsy now, ddightfully
relaxed. He turned dightly, toward Angie, drawing closer to her warmth. “You know, | could see you
long before | could remember anything ese. | knew your name. Angie. Later on, when my memory was
beginning to function by fits and starts, 1'd try to think, How did she fed about this thing, or what would
ghe have done about that? And d'you know, Angie, | ...

“I know,” she finished for him. “Y ou couldn't remember, because you never bothered to find out.”

“| found out a couple of things, though. | spent alot of time thinking down there. I'm an egotidtical son of
abee. Some of my thoughts didn't please me at dl, but | couldn't seem to duck them. And | tried, believe



mel” He paused. “1 notice the rug is gone. The one before the fireplace.”
“YS”
“One of thethings | learned down there was what it feds like to be mastered, physcaly.”

She whispered, “You weren't very nice to me, Vick.” She drew her breath in, Sarted to shape words
with it, then changed her mind.

“What were you going to say?’
“Nothing.”
“What wasiit?’

“Never mind, Vick. | learned along time ago, it's the moment that counts with you, not the days. I'm
happy right now. Why spail it?’

“Good God, but we're philosophica!” He sghed and went to deep.

He woke very early. Angie was dill close to him. Worn out, she had fdlen into a heavy dumber, and
hardly stirred when he moved away from her and got up.

He stood looking down at her, his face strangdly remote and sad. Then he went out, very quietly, and
closed the door behind him.

Chapter Eight

DOWNSTAIRS IN THE breskfast room Joan Merill was having her early cup of coffee and her
newspaper. Her ritua never varied. Promptly on the stroke of 9x she arose, splashed cold water on her
face, combed her hair, put on her dressng gown and went down to the kitchen, where she brewed her
own particularly black and muscular fluid with no help from Cook, who was ill abed like a decent body.

While the pot was dripping, Joan went out and collected the moming paper. Both family and servants
hed learned to avoid Joan until she had finished with it. By that time the duties of the day had usudly put
an end to her fuminations againg the administration, locd palitics, nationd poalitics, the actions of |abor
unions, foreign policy, and the sniger behavior of Soviet Russa Joan thoroughly disapproved of
humenity and held little or no hope for it.

This morning, however, she had no interest in anything except the headlines that concerned Michad
Vickers and the vident desth of Harry Bryce. She poured hersdf a second cup and lighted a cigarette,
and stared with a deep and hitter loathing at the gdlery of pictures confronting her.

Coalin padded in and said good morning. She patted him and rose to let him out, then stopped as
Vickers sad from the doorway, “Never mind. I'll do it.”

Joan sat down again. She sad coldly, “Good morning, Michad.” Vickers, dill in dressng gown and
dippers, opened the side door into the garden. Coalin trotted out, and his mate appeared like magic from
somewhere in the shrubbery. Vickers watched them go off together, legping and wrangling in devoted
mock combat.

“What happened to Dee?’

“She died. The vet sad it was grieving over you. We nearly log Coalin, too, but Angie pulled him
through. She used to St up dl night sometimes, coaxing him to eat broth out of a spoon.”



Her tone said quite plainly, You weren't worth the life of a good dog.

After amoment Vickers said, “I'm glad you got him a new mate. What's her name?’
“Moally.”

“That's good enough.” He returned to the table and sat down. “1s there some coffee |ft?’

She reached another cup off the sdeboard and poured him some. Vickers sipped it, hoping it would
dissolve the vedtiges of pain dill cregping about the corners of his skull. 1t seemed strong enough to
dissolve anything.

“Joan,” he said, “how would you like to go down to the beach house for awhile?’

Joan sat pefectly dill for a long moment. Then she sad with careful digtinctness, “I don't quite
understand.”

Vickers looked down at the table, very quiet, very serious.

“Angie and | have a lot to get sraight between us. You can understand — we want to be quite by
oursalves for awhile”

He waited. Joan said nothing. She had not moved. Vickers glanced up at her. “If you don't fancy the
beach place, choose a hotdl. I'd say atrip somewhere, if it weren't for the police.”

“No,” sad Joan. “I shouldn't care for the beach place.”

She gat up. “Thisis rather sudden and surprising. If you don't mind, Miched . . .” She dtarted toward the
door.

“But | do mind.” Vickers turned dightly in his chair, and she stopped. “Angi€s very tired, she's degping,
and | don't want her disturbed. After dl, Joan, she's my wife, not yours. I'd like her to mysdf for a
while”

Joan was facing him now. She was quite calm. *Y ou want to get rid of me.”
“That's a crude way of putting it. But, for awhile, yes.”

“What does Angie say about it?

“She agrees with me.”

“Then why should you mind my seeing her?” Vickers rose. “Look here, Joan. | know you don't like me. |
know that you wish | had never come back. Y esterday you accused me of killing a man. You are, to say
the least, a disturbing factor. Matter of fact, I'm being rather decent not to fire you.” He laughed abruptly,
becoming friendly again. “Redlly, Joan! Isit too much to ask, after four years — a few weeks done with
my wife?’

Joan sad, “If your wife wantsiit like that, I'll go. But | must see her firs.” She turned, and his hand fdl on
her shoulder. Lightly, gently, like a fdling leef. His eyes were expressionless, and his mouth held a fairt,
vague amile

“You are asarvant inmy employ,” he said. “You will do as you are told.”

They stood there for atimein the doorway, she looking up a him and not moving, except that she began



to tremble dightly.

“I will not go,” she whispered. “1 will not leave her.”

“Do you think I'm going to harm her, Joan, on our second honeymoon? Have | any reason to harm her?’
“Miched. Michad — let me go.”

He took his hand away and said impatiently, “Redly, you're bang very stupid You've been without a
men too long, Joan. Getting neurotic. | might dmaost begin to wonder just what your extreme interest in
Angie means. For heaven's 'sake, take a vacation and find yoursdf a playmate. A mde playmatel” A bdl
rang in the rear. “Therés the cab | ordered. Come adong.”

He propelled her toward the front hal. Her overnight bag, a coat and hat, and a par of sandds were
waiting for her. Vickers picked up the coat and hed it for her.

“Thiswill do you for awhile. Well send the rest of your things dong later.” He waited. Joan stood staring
a him. He moved the coat. “Well, come onl” He waited again. Andly he asked patiently, “Are you going
to scream?’

She studied his hands, curled over the soft tweed lapds. “No,” she said. “No, I'm not going to scream.”
She permitted him to help her on with her coat. Vickers picked up the rest of her things and took her to
the door. The cabby was waiting impatiently. Vickers thrugt a hill into his hand.

“Wherever she wants to go.” He guided Joan down the steps and helped her into the cab. “Youll find
your handbag in the overnight case. There's a check in it. Let me know when you need more” He
backed off and waved as the cab started. “Have a good time, Joan, and don't worry.”

He watched the vehide until it disappeared down the hill. Coolin and Mally came up to him. Mally was
dill uncertain about him, but he talked to her and presently she made advances, and when he went
indoors she was as close on his heds as Coadlin. Vickers amiled. He took three envelopes from the
pocket of his dressng gown and headed for the servants quarters.

Angie came down shortly after nine. She found Vickersin the kitchen, serenading himsdf with the origind
and bawdy verdon of Bdl Bottom Trousers while he whipped up batter for French toast. He was
wearing dacks and a very gay sport shirt and one of Cook's big flowered aprons, and he seemed
completely happy. Mally and Coolin sat moist-eyed, lost in admiration of the magnificent breakfast taking
shape on the big white table.

Vickers became lost in admiration of Angie. She was wearing white shorts and a flowered slk shirt with
the talls tied up native-fashion in front, and a bright matching ribbon in her hair. She had lovdly legs. She
burst out laughing a Vickers.

“Dont we look nicein our pinafore!” Vickers held the skirt out in his free hand and studied it. “1 thought
0. All I need is some lipstick. Suppose you come and put it on for me” She did. “ Better?’

“Much. Now you go st down till thisis ready.”
“How did Cook like being run out of her kitchen?’
“She seemed alittle bewildered.”

“l don't wonder.” She sat down, drew along breath, and closed her eyes. “It andls as though you could
dill cook!”



Vickers looked from Coolin to Mally to Angie, and laughed. “The three of you are meking me drool.”
He dipped dices of bread in the batter and laid them in the skillet. Angie picked up the paper and put it
down again hurriedly. “The house is anvfully quiet thismorning,” she said. “1 haven't even seen Joan.”

“Joan it here”
Ange stared at him, in blank amazement. “What?’
“l sent her away for avacation. She's earned it. | sent the servants, too.”

“But — Vick . . .” She had diffened, grown tense, her body drawing in upon itsdf. “I — | don't
understand. Why would you do such athing?’

He said gently, “It's been along time, Angie. We have alat to say to each other. I've changed — you've
probably changed, too. Things have to be worked out between us. We had to be done”

She got up and stood with her back to him, looking out into the garden. “But why didnt you tdl me?
Why didn't you ask me? Joan ismy friend!”

“That's just why | didn't mention it, darling. You'd have got dl involved with emotions and ethics and
things It was so much easier for everybody.” He turned the toast with a quick expert flip of the wridt.
“This” he said, “beats tortillas”

Angie sad, “Vick, why did you send Joan awvay?’

“I'm not trying to break up your friendship with her. | just don't want her around for a while. | want you
to see me through your own eyes, not through hers. She detests me, Angie — perhaps with good cause,
but . . .” Heleft the stove and went to put hisarm around Angie. “Do you Hill love me?’

Sheturned her head away. “I'm just where | dways was with you.”
“Areyou afrad to stay with me long enough to find out?’
“l don't know, Vick,” she whispered. “Before God, | don't know!”

He stood in slence for amoment. Then he released her and returned to the stove. “It's dl ready. Want to
hold the plates for me?’ There was no answer. He glanced over his shoulder. Angie had gone. He got the
plates hmsdf from the warming oven and filled them with golden fried toast and crisp bacon. He was
bringing coffee to the table when she came back.

“Vick, the phones don't work.”

“l know it.” He poured steaming coffee into bright spode cups. “I cut off the extensons. Use the one in
my den.”

“Your denislocked.”

“Isit?” He et the coffee pot down carefully on amat. “That's funny. Must have done it without thinking.
Were you cdling Joan?’ He walked over and opened a cupboard door.

1] YS.”

“But you don't know where she is” Vickers was investigaing the jdly stuation, and finding it inadequate.
“No bramble. But then, no one liked it but me.”



“Joan will go to the Wilshire Regent. The manager's wifeis a good friend of hers.” She watched Vickers
take a spoon and transfer currant jdly from the jar to a cut glass dish. She had come no farther than the
doorway. “Vick.” He paused and looked around. “Vick, why did you cut off the phones?’ He shrugged
and picked up the jdly. “1 didn't want to be bothered with the ruddy thingsringing dl over the house” He
amiled a her. “We're going to have other things to do beside answering telephones.” He added, wryly,
“Evenif wefight.”

Angesad, “I want to cal Joan.”
“Of course, darling. But don't you want to eat these things while they're dill young and beautiful ?’
“I think I'd better cdl Joan.”

Vickers sighed. “No wonder cooks get temperamenta. Oh, well. It won't take long.” He pulled off the
gopron and went to Angie, and she dipped away from him, unobtrusvely, and went ahead of him down
the hall.

He tried the door of the den and shook his head humoroudy. “Must be bamier than | thought.” He pulled
out his keyring and opened it, then followed Angie in. The room was smdl enough to have a pleasant
persondity. There was oak panding and cretonne draperies of a soft but chearful brightness and a few
good prints. There was a gun case and a place for fishing rods of varying sizes built in between the book
sheves It was, like Vickers bedroom, extremey masculine and sdf-sufficient.

Angie went directly to the desk and picked up the telephone. Vickers put his hand on her am. There
was something oddly pleading about the gesture. “Give me a chance,” he said.

She looked up a him and let the phone rest. “If | could only understand you, Vick! You shouldn't have
sent Joan away like that.”

“You can surely see my reason.”

“But it was rude and unkind, and you should have asked mel” He could see the little anger sparks in her
gyes. “And the servants. There was certainly no reason to send them away.”

He sad quietly, “1 thought there was.”

“Why?" said Angie. She had begun to tremble visbly, and her eyes were flashing. “Why do you want me
doneinthis house, with the only telephone in alocked room?’

He turned away from her, dowly, and waked across the room and back again, his head bent in an
atitude of deep thought. He reached into his hip pocket, as though for a handkerchief, but what he
brought forth was smdl and fla and cleanly shaped from blued stedl. A .32 Colt automatic.

A dillness came over Angie. Her knuckles, curled around the shank of the telephone, showed white.
Vickers was looking at the gun. It was not pointed at anything in particular.

“Four years ago,” he said, “somebody tried to kill me. | know it was one of three men. | know that it
wasn't Harry Bryce, because yesterday somebody tried again. Right here on the hill. They fired into the
cab.” He touched the scar with his free hand. “Only the man who did this would have any reason to try
agan so soon, with one murder dready on hand. You see, he doesn't know how much | remember.
Perhaps | saw his face that night, in spite of the dope he fed me. Perhaps | knew his voice. Perhaps a
ay minute a 'latent memory will come clear, and Il know him.” He looked somberly & Ange.
“Remember that. When you kill a man, make sure he's redly dead.”



Angies voice was only awhisper, and it came from along way off. “Do you redly think | ...”

He dropped the gun in his pocket and began to pace again. “I didn't want the servants here. | don't
know them, and servants can be bribed. | didn't want Joan. I'm going to stay here, in this house, and |
want no vigtorsthat | don't let in mysdf, and stay with every minute. I'm afraid of being killed. Now do
you understand!”

Angie |t the phone come to rest on its stand. She sat down, rather dowly, in the big lesther chair behind
the desk. A ghaft of sunlight from the window touched her slk blouse to tropical brilliance. Above it, her
face was waxen and diff like the face of adoll.

She siid, “The police . . 7

“There's no such thing as protection. Besides, my friend would only have to wait until the boys got bored
and went home” He paused. Then he said, very softly, “One doesn't cal the police to settle a family
quarre.”

“Vick.” She did not movein the big chair. Even her lips hardly moved. “Vick, you cant beieve . . .”
He put one hand on the desk and leaned on it, and stood looking down &t her. After awhile he said,
“In your own words, | don't know. Before God, | don't know!”

In the slence, suddenly, the telephone rang. Vickers reached across the desk and picked it up.
“Vickers speaking. Oh, hdlo. Yes. Yes, ay time WEIl be home dl day.”

He put the phone down. “That was Trehearne,” he said. “Heéll be up later. The autopsy report was —
murder.”

Chapter Nine

THE BUILDING THAT housed the Bay Cities Divison of the Los Angeles forces of law and order was
less than a year old and consequently 4ill fresh and cleen and reasonably un-marred by the laborious
grindings of the wheds of Justice. The Homicide Bureau was on the second floor. Joan Merrill found it
with little or no trouble.

She was shown immediatdy into Joe Trehearne's private office, a amdl and plainly furnished cubicle of a
depressing utilitarianiam, neat and very efficent. There was, on the desk, a framed portrait of a young
womean with fair hair and intdligent eyes. She held a very bored infant in a white dress, and had her free
am around the shoulders of alittle girl. She seemed completdy happy and a peace.

Trehearne himsdf rose and shook hands, mationing Joan to a char. “You sounded upset over the
phone” he said. “What's happened?’

“You know my pogtion in the Vickers household?’

“Wel, perhaps not too well.” He thought Joan Merrill was looking remarkably handsome in her soft blue
quit, in spite of the drain evident in the lines around her mouth and eyes. He thought it was quite an
accomplishment. He knew nerves when he saw them. This woman had them, in big quivering bunches,
and few women can mix nerves and beauty with any success.

“I work there. I'm with the family, but not of it. Housekeeper, secretary, companion, whipping-boy,
anything you like. Every wedthy home has one” She stopped and drew breath. Her next words came
much more dowly. “I've been there nearly nine years. In that time | have . . .” She stopped again, then



leaned forward. “Angie — Mrs. Vickers has become amog like my own — sger.”
Trehearne nodded. “1 guessed that. Go on.”

“Thismorning Michad put me out of the house.”

Trehearne's angular face became intent. “Put you out?’

“Yes. He even had my bag packed.” She told him wha had been said and done over the early coffee.
“He frightened me” she said. “I think if | had screamed, or tried to force my way updtairs, hed have — |
don't know. But he terrified me”

“Wdl,” said Trehearne soothingly, “maybe he was judt tactless. It's logicd that a man would want to be
donewith hiswife. . .”

“Then why wouldn't he let me see her? Why did he have everything ready to get me out of there without
amoment's delay? And there's more to it than that.” Joan had let go now. Words were pouring out of
her. “1 tried to cal the house to let them know where | was, and to reassure mysdf tha Angie was dl
right. The phone rang and rang and no one answered. That means the servants are gone too, and that
Miched isnt letting Angie. . "

“Hold on, now.” Trehearne put a comforting hand on her shoulder. “I talked to Vickers mysdf about an
hour ago. I'm sure everything's dl right.”

“Then why doesn't Angiecdl me? | waited . . .”
“Perhaps she got up late. Perhaps no one was near a phone when you caled her . . ”

“That's impossible. There are phones dl over the house, and there's dways someone there. Besides, |
cdled repeatedly. | even tried the beach place.” Joan got up and stood in front of Trehearne and looked
into his eyes. “I'm afraid for her. | know he's turned the servants out. | know he's got her there done, and
I'm efraid.”

Trehearne sudied her dlently for atime. Then he sad softly, “I think you'd better St down, and tdl me
why.”

She did. He gave her a cigarette and lighted one for himsdf and then let her done while she pushed things
around in her mind and got them ready to be spoken. She glanced a him once or twice. Trehearne knew
the look.

“Dont be afraid to say anything you want,” he said. “I'm here to ligen.”

Her eyes rested a moment, sharply, on his face. It was a strange blend of ements. His odd mouth was
as compassionate as that of a church image, yet he was somehow completdy impersond. He seemed
less like an individud than a symbol of justice, impartia, without mdice or humen frailty. It was one of his
most vauable accomplishments. He smoked quietly and let her look. Presently she relaxed and dropped
her head reflectively.

“There was dways a crud streak in Michad. | don't mean that he abused animds, that sort of thing — it
was far more subtle than that. A menta thing, a coldness. He was sufficient unto himsdf, and he was
proud, and he was dominant. Always dominant. He could do everything better than anybody dse, and
more eadlly, and more quickly. Make money, play games — take the mogt attractive woman for his wife.
I've watched the marriage from the first day they moved in on the hill, right after the honeymoon.”



She paused and turned to stare out the window &t the distant glitter of the sea.
“I think,” she said, “thet | hated Miched from the tart.”

Trehearne sad nothing. His very slence was comforting, an invitation. Inside, his bran was coldly
dissecting Joan and examining each part separately, weighing, estimating, judging the exact substance of
Joan's love for Angie.

Joan went on taking.

“There was no kindness in him. He could be charming when he wanted to, very gracious, even tender
and sweet where Angie was concerned. But it was dl on the surface. He was nice when it pleased him to
be nice. He had no heart. He never gave a thought to how other people fet. He's said things to me that
were so coldly rude.. . ”

She caught hersdf. “Youll think I'm just resentful of his podtion. And | am, because he's made me
resentful. There are some people who can, just by a look, destroy your-inner pride — your dignity as a
humen being. Do you understand?’

“Perfectly. Go on.”

Joan spread her tanned, dim fingers on the arm of the chair and studied the polished nals as though they
were deeply important. Trehearne had not noticed before how strong her hands were. They had a sure,
competent way of moving. Tennis, thought Trehearne, from her legs, and certainly swimming. She's
got a swvimmer's neck.

“Angie used to come to me, late at night. At firg sheld just st and tak, about nothing in particular —
never about Michad. | knew that she was desperately unhappy, and often she was furious, in the way
that only a man can make awoman angry, if he's that sort of man. | was married once, to a man who was
not kind to me” Her face hardened. “I understood.”

Ah, thought Trehearne, there it is. Psychic trauma involving sex. Doesn't like men. Doesn't like
what some idiotic females term “ subjection.” Sx, two, and even, she's a Les and won't admit it
even to hersdf.

“One night,” Joan said, “Angie broke down and cried. After that shed tak a little, and as we became
better friends, | got the whole story. I'd been sure of it dl dong, of course. Angie was Michad's wife,
and to hm awife was merdly a possession, to be displayed or used or set aside, according to his whim.
His bedroom was his own. Private. But not Angies. Oh, no. Michae came and went as he pleased.
Miched was God. He had a huge rug in front of Angiesfireplace . . .” Joan's voice choked off. Two red
spots burned over her cheekbones.

“He used her shamefully. Angie had her pride. There were frightful scenes. He never struck her, I'll give
him that. But | remember one time when he came and found that Angie had locked her door. When she
refused to open it, he merdy shrugged and sad, 'Very wdl, | shdl get mysdf a whore," and went away,
and did.

“l told Angie to leave him. Once or twice she nearly agreed, but then Michad would put on his best face,
and sheld weaken. The worst of it was that Angie redly loved hm — or thought she did. She sad he
waan't redly sdfish and cruel. She said held only been spoiled by being born too clever and never having
hed to sweat or worry or lose out. She said some day held change” Joan's mouth twisted bitterly. “ She
waited nearly five years, and then he disappeared. | prayed he wouldn't come back.”



Trehearne said, “But he did.” He rose and walked over to the window. There was a patch of well-kept
green lavn below, and a bed of mixed cannas. He glanced at the sea and thought about Catdina and
tarpon and cold beer. “1s he changed now?’

13 Yaﬂ
“Inwhat way?’

“l cant tdl you tha. Superficdly he's the same, what I've seen of him. But underneath, hé's . . .” She
stopped. The sound of her voice died avay and left a slence in the room. It was growing hot. Trehearne
sd,

“Do you think he killed Harry Bryce?’

She didn't hesitate. She lifted her handsome chin and set it, hard, and said clearly, “I do.”

“WWl?l

“Because Harry was in love with Michad's wife. And Harry was drunk that night, and Harry adways
talked too much.”

Trehearne thought that over and nodded. “And was Michad's wifein love with Harry?”

“No. | dmogt wish she had been, even with him. With dmaost anybody, just to get Michag off her mind.
No. Angie has waited for him. They've tried hard, dl three of them. Job Cranddl, Bill Saul, and poor
Harry. None of them got beyond the conventions.”

“But,” said Trehearne dowly, “you're not sure Vickers believes that.”

“I'm only sure of one thing. He's got her done in that house. Redlly aone, without even a servant. And
God only knows what may have happened to him mentdly in these four years. A blow on the head that
took hismemory ... it could have done more.”

“Yes” Trehearne waked back to the desk and shoved the phone over toward Joan. “Would you like to
try agan, from here?’

She flashed him a grateful look and diaded the operator. Trehearne went into the outer office and picked
up the extenson. The cdl was put through, but the number rang and rang, and was not answered.
Trehearne hung up and went back insde.

“Cdl your hotdl. She may have |eft a message.”

Joan got the desk clerk. “Oh, yes” he said. “A Mrs. Vickers cdled shortly after you had left. She said
— dhdl | read you the message?’

“Of course!”
“She sad, Tdl Mrs. Marill that | am dl right and sheis not to worry. | will cdl again.’ That'sdl.”

“Thank you,” said Joan, and hung up. She told Trehearne. “Now | don't know whet to think. Oh, God, |
wigh | hadn't missed her.”

“Shelll cal again. Look, I'm gaing up there mysdf this afternoon. Officid business. Il cdl you when | get
back, let you know how things are.”



Joan got up. “Thank you,” she said. “I'm redlly dreadfully worried.”

He sad sympatheticdly, “1 know.” Then, casudly, he asked, “By the way, did Mrs. Vickers ever
mention that perhaps Mr. Vickers disappearance was not accidental ?’

Joan started, stared a him, then frowned. “Come to think of it, she said once that she wondered whether
it could have been murder.”

“And what did you say?’
“l sadif it was, | hoped they'd done a good job of it.”
Trehearne laughed. “What did you think of the idea?’

“Wdl, it had never occurred to me. So many things can and do happen in those horrible little ports. But
when | did think about it, | Imply couldn't imegine any one of those three actudly killing someone. |
mean . . " She spread her hands in a vague gesture. “Wadl, they're just not the kind of people who
commit murders!”

Trehearne Sghed. “I wish | had a week's vacation with pay for every time I've heard that. | wouldn't
have to work again until 1994.” He shook his head at Joan. “People are never the kind who commit
murders — until they commit them.” He held the door for her. “Now don't St around and brood, Mrs.
Maerrill. I'l take care of everything.”

She said again, “Thank you,” and went away. Trehearne began to hum the old balad that starts, “Stay
your hand, hangman, Oh, dtay it for a while” The case was beginning to look better and better. His
phone rang, and he answered it.

“Trehearne here”
“Thisis Tuschinsky. We found the murder wespon. | think.”
“Yesh? Where and whét isit?’

“Wdl, weve had guys dragging the bay, and then some kids came dong and started diving in shdlow
water. One of 'em came up with a two-foot length of three-quarter sted bar. Been snapped off of
something and il has a busted coupling welded on one end. Water's washed it clean, of course, but the
laboratory boys may find something. The surface is no good for prints. Too corroded. The bar's pretty
old”

Trehearne said a bad word. “This sure looks like a spur-of-the-moment job. Everything's too damn
perfect for the killer. It's the premeditated dedls that go sour, because they try too hard. Give me a
careful, paingaking murderer every time. Could a womean have used this particular blunt insrument?’

Tuschinsky considered. “Pretty heavy for a dame, but | guess she could of.”

“Okay. | guess that's dl you can do down there, now.” He hung up, then put through a cdl for Job
Cranddl. He had left home, but could be reached a his agency office. Trehearne promptly caled Job
Cranddl, Inc., Agency, and was told by a supercilious feminine voice that Mr. Crandall was in a meeting
and could not be disturbed, and would he care to leave a message?

Trehearne sad, “Yes, as follows Lieutenant Trehearne, of the Homicide Bureau, would have speech
with him concerning the murder of one Harry Bryce, and Lieutenant Trehearne doesn't give a damn
whether Mr. Crandall isin a mesting, or in the little boy's room reading Superman. Tdl im I'll be there in



fifteen minutes”

He hung up, put his hat on, and went off whistling. Oh mother, have you brought me gold, or have
you paid my fee, or have you come to see me die upon the gallows tree?

Hfteen minutes later Trehearne parked his car on the Sunset Strip, stepped out, and paused to examine
the white two-story office building. Traffic whizzed and tooted behind him, punctuated by the scream of
brakes gpplied in the very teeth of the red light at the corner.

The building resembled a amdl Grecian mortuary. Across the chaste facade was the legend LOUIS
FISHER BUILDING in bright red letters a foot high. On ather sde of the pillared doorway were
polished brass plates bearing the names of the tenants. One of these said Job Crandall, Inc. Agency.
Trehearne entered Mr. Fisher's property and trotted up the narrow Stairway to the second floor. The
carpeting, he could have told Mr. Fisher, was somewhat worn, so that the vermillion-and-black lozenges
appeared to have a touch of leprosy.

Cranddl's offices were on the front, cozy but swank. The receptionist matched her voice. She was an
ill-tempered and rather well-worn glamour-puss, tightly draped and with a fantastic superstructure.
Trehearne was tempted to try hanging his hat on one of the points. He introduced himsdf. She regarded
him without love and shoved in a plug on the switchboard.

“Mr. Cranddl, Mr. Trehearneis here. ... All right.” She disconnected and gestured toward a door. “Will
you go right please?’

Crandd| had the door open before Trehearne was across the reception room. He looked terrible. His
face was drawn and grayish under the hedthy burn and his eyes were those of a Sck animd. As he
greeted the detective, some of hisnormd easy charm returned. Trehearne could dmost see him hauling it
back by main force.

He shook hands with Cranddl, naticing the tremor in the agent's hand. The office was beautifully paneled
and hung with framed photographs of Crandal's more prominent clients. On his desk was a double frame
holding portraits of agirl about fifteen and a boy perhaps two years younger. They were handsome kids,
Trehearne thought. He indicated them. “Y ours?’

Crandd! nodded. His eyes changed. “Away a school,” he said. “1 missthem.”

Trehearne noticed that there was no picture of Harriet visblein the office. He sat down on a comfortable
leather couch and accepted a cigarette and a light. Crandall's face was twitching dightly. He sat down
behind the big shining desk and said,

“So it was murder. Poor old Harry.” Trehearne nodded. “Everyone has been notified, and the guest lig is
being checked. Youll probably be caled for the coroner's inquest, but it's only a formdlity.” He grinned
goologeticdly. “Meanwhile, I'm afraid | Sart asking questions.”

“Anything a dl.”

Trehearne tapped ashes into a crysd tray as big as a soup bowl. “Please tdl me everything you can
remember about the night of Bryce's death.”

Crandd| answered without hesitation. He seemed to have thought the whole thing out carefully.

“My wifeand | arrived at the beach house around nine. We'd both had two or three drinks at home. The
party was getting under way. Bill Saul was dready there, and so was Harry. Hed come down with
Angie, and he was pretty diff. He seemed to be sulky and put out about something, but maybe he just



wasn't feding well. | went over and spoke to Angie, and then — my wife. . ”

He paused awkwardly. Trehearne's face now wore its father-confessor look. “I'm afraid,” Cranddl sad
quietly, “that Harriet is jedlous of Angie. She has no reason to be. No reason, | mean, in the accepted
sense. You mug believe that, in fairess to Mrs. Vickers” He leaned forward, like a pleading and rather
pathetic smdl boy. “Angie has dways been a good friend to me. One doesn't have many good friends”

Trehearne nodded. He said nothing.

“Wdl, after that | don't remember anything clearly. There was just one of those long unpleasant wrangles,
and | got very drunk, and | know Harriet did too. | passed out findly, and next moming Vick was there,
and . ..” Heshrugged. “That'sit. That's absolutdly it.”

“What sort of man was Harry Bryce?’

Cranddl frowned. “Like the rest of us, | guess. No better and no worse. Likable guy, a lot of fun, no
viciousness in him. He was an ass, of course, where women were concerned, but he dways paid them
off wel. He had taken to drinking heavily in the last year, but he never made any trouble” He paused. He
seemed to be far off, withdrawn. After a while he said somberly, “Harry was in love with Angie. Angie
was kind to him because she's kind to everyone, but he couldn't get to firg base with her. | think that's
why he took to drinking. | think that when Vick disappeared, he thought maybe there was a chance for
him”

“Thet,” sad Trehearne gently, “doesn't seem to have been an uncommon hope, does it?’
Crandall's face became angry. “What do you mean by that?”

“I mean you're in love with her, too.” No one could posshly have taken offense at his tone. His manner
was that of a man discussing the weather. Cranddl's cheek muscles began to twitch violently. He put his
left hand up to stop them, then rose and stood with his back to Trehearne, watching the cars race dong
the Strip below.

“I'mamarried man,” he said. “I've been married for sixteen years.”

Trehearne |t the dlence lie there for some time Cranddl didn't move Trehearne crushed out his
cigarette and yawned. “Did Bryce have any enemies?’

Without turning, Crandal said, “No. Everybody liked Harry. He was dl right.”

“What happened to Vickersin Mexico?' The question came so quilly thet there was a perceptible lapse
of time before Cranddl reacted to it. He turned around and stared at the impersond little men gtting
comfortably on the leather cushions. Trehearne let im stare. Findly Crandall said,

“l don't know. | dways supposed that he'd been killed for his money by some locd thief, or had met with
some accident. He was awfully drunk that night. But since he came back, Vick has dl but accused us
openly of trying to murder im.” He shrugged. “That doesn't mean it's so. Poor Vick got a terrible crack
on the head, and he mugt have been through hel since then, to look a him. He may just be imagining
things. It wouldn't be so strange.”

With a sudden burst of violence, Cranddl banged his fig down on the desk. “That's what scares mel
God damn it, Trehearne, he's got Angie up there dl done. Joan Merill caled me, and 1've been trying to
get the house ever since, with no luck.” He sat down again and reached for the phone. “Did you know
that?’



“Yes, | knew.”

Crandd| was diding. He sat tensdy, ligening to the ringing on the other end. Abruptly he started and
sad, “Helo? Vick? Wdl, where the hdl have you been? Thisis Job. Yes. I've been trying dl mormning . . .
Oh, | see. Well, how's Angie? That's good. Look, may | run up for a while this evening? I... Oh. Yes.
Sure, | see, Vick. All right. Good-by.”

He st the phone down and looked at Trehearne. He did not seem to see him.

“He says he and Angie took a notion to be dl done, for a second honeymoon. They've been out in the
garden alot — that's why they didn't hear the phone. You heard me ask if | could see them. Vick said
Angie was anfully tired and upset over the murder, and that he had a vicious headache, and would |
mind not coming.”

Trehearne said, “It sounds logica enough.”

“Yes That'sthe worst of it. It sounds logica enough.” He got up again, for no particular reason.
Trehearne said, “Did you like Vickers, four years ago?’

“l..."” Crandal hestated. “I was hisfriend.”

“| asked whether you liked him.”

Crandd| sad irritably, “It's the same thing, isn't it?’

“Isit?

“Wel, God damn it — dl right, then! Yes, | liked him.”

“Why?"

“Because . . .” Agan Cranddl hedtated. Trehearne's dark eyes glinted with a flegting amusement.
“Because” Crandd| said dmogt defiantly, “he was a good hogt, a good conversationdist, a — well, a
dimulaing persondity . . .”

“And he had awife named Angie. That's good enough. What sort of man was Vickers then?’

Cranddl's voice was choked suddenly with some emotion that he wanted to keep hidden from
Trehearne. “That's hardly afar question.”

Trehearne said, very gently, “Mr. Cranddl, this is a homicide invedtigation. | have to ask a lot of
questions, far and unfar. Many of them will be just so much time wasted, but they must be asked,
because you never know beforehand which ones are important. What was Vickers like four years ago?’

After along pause Cranddl answered sullenly, “He had a Jehovah complex, but you get used to that
around Hollywood. Youll hear this anyway, so | suppose | might as wdl tdl you. He was insolent and
overbearing and too goddamned successful, and he made Angie unhappy. But you couldn't help admiring
him — he was the man you had dways wanted to be, good a everything, and he could be perfectly swell
when hefdt likeit.”

“Has he changed?”’

“Yes” sad Cranddl. “Yes, he has. Indde. He has away of looking a you. . . .” He turned abruptly and
faced Trehearne. “What are you going to do about Angie? We can't leave her up theredone. . ”



“With her own husband?’ Trehearne rose. “Just now, there's nothing | can do. But I'm seeing them later
today. I'll let you know how things are.”

The buzzer sounded. Crandd| picked up the phone. “Yes? For Trehearne? Sure. Put it through.” He
flipped a switch and handed the insrument to the detective.

It was Tuschinsky again. “Findly caught up with you,” he said. “One of the kids came up with something
dseright after | caled you. A man's handkerchief. 1t was caught on a rock not far from where we found
the murder wesapon. An expensve one, too, with theinitid V in the corner. It's got streaks of what 100ks
like rust init, and more that looks like blood.”

A very dow, very sweet, very happy smile broke across Trehearne's face. “How nice” he said. “How
truly ddightful. Rush it to the lab and tdl 'em | want a report, right away quick. But quick!”

He hung up. Cranddl said, “Something new?’
“Maybe,” Trehearne told him. “Y ou never know. Wdll, thanks. I'll cdl if | need you again.”
“Sure” said Cranddl. “Any time”

As Trehearne went out, Crandal reached into his desk drawer for a flask. He hdd it in his l&ft hand to
drink. Down the right Sde he shook Like an old man with the pasy.

Chapter Ten

BILL SAUL lived in a rambling, rustic old house perched on a wooded hill off of Laurd Canyon.
Trehearne urged his unhappy car up the steep drive, parked it securely, and went up the steps. Saul was
dready a the door, propped lazly agang the frame and watching Trehearne with some private
amusement.

“Jud like old times” he said. “Hi, flatfoot!”

He stood aside for Trehearne. He was wearing dacks and a thin white T-shirt. His lean body showed a
surprisng muscular development. He reminded Trehearne of abig black tomcat padding across the floor.

“Dont tdl me” Trehearne grinned, “that you've had contact with the police before. In an officid capacity,
| mean.”

Bill Saul laughed. “Chrigt,” he said, “there was a time when | had to throw cops out of my bed before |
could get in mysdf.”

“Liquor?’

“Yeah. That, and gambling.” Saul flexed his long dim snewy hands, and sighed. “Those babies used to
be awfully good to me”

Trehearne said shrewdly, “Of course you're out of practice now.”

“Oh, sure” Saul's voice was innocence itsdf. “I found | could keep mysdlf in bread and cheese painting
lampshades and doing alittle fine sewing. It's dull, but it's honest.”

Trehearne nodded. “I'm glad to know that. A lot of people have wondered just whet you did do for a
living. I'd hate to think you were mixed up in any of these friendly little gin rummy tournaments around the
dudios, and such.”



Saul sad virtuoudy, “I never play for more than ten bucks a point.”

Trehearne grunted sourly. “Jesus, | can lose dl | want to a a quarter of a cent.” The living room was like
a gndl and very comfortable barn, with big windows and haphazard furniture. He noticed an ashtray
overflowing with crumpled buitts. It stood on a coffee table in front of the big couch. There was a game of
patience laid out. It was only hdf played, and it was never going to be finished, because somebody had
shoved the telephone violently into the middle of it. The Queen of Hearts had fdlen to the floor and had
not been picked up.

Trehearne said quietly, “Having trouble getting hold of the Vickers?’
Saul shot him a quick, hard look. “Y eah. Are you?’
“I'm the police”

Saul sudied hmwith his odd, pae eyes. He said findly, “ So you are. Mind coming out back for the third
degree? He jerked his head toward a closed door. “Peggy's dill adeep, and I'd just as soon we didn't
wake her. She's the deepiest dame | ever saw, and dso the dumbest — outside of Jennie Bryce. Shell
be right here when you want her, but leave us get this done while we can make sense” Trehearne
nodded, and he led the way out. “1've got some beer in the icebox.”

“ Hren

Saul got two frosted quart bottles and a pack of cigarettes. The garden at the rear of the house was smdl
and green and well-kept. There was alittle covered patio with big canvas chairs. Trehearne decided that
detecting was not dways such a bad business.

“How's the case going?’
“Too early to tdl yet.”

“And you wouldn't say anything anyhow.” Saul poured beer carefully down the side of atdl glass, took a
long drink, and settled back. “Okay. | suppose you want my story of what took place on the fad
evening.”

“If you have one.”

“It's short, and farly snappy. | came. | got drunk and made my usud pass at my hostess and took my
usud No for an answer. | got even drunker, made my usud pass a Peggy, and was about to get my
usud Yes for an answer when Vick arrived and interrupted me forcibly. There was some horseplay in
between, of course, but it's dl pretty hazy. There was a howling mob there, and | know someone put
nitroglycerine in the old fashioneds. | don't remember one sngle goddamned thing about Harry or what
he or anyone dse did, up to the time Vick came. After that | was reasonably sober, but nothing of
interest happened, except Peggy got hysterical and | had to put her to bed, and she looked so doggone
cute | didn't bother to go back to the party. That was about — oh, between one-thirty and two.”

Trehearne said, “The autopsy report sets the time of death at not later than midnight.”
“Before midnight | can't help you.”
“Vickers was sober when you saw him?’

“But stony. He never drank anyway. Not what you could cal drinking.”



“But he was drunk that night in Mexico.”

Saul's eyebrows went up. “You do get around. Yes, he was. Good and drunk. What the hell, everybody
dips sometime.”

“Harry Bryce have any enemies?’

“Harry? Chrigt, no! He was a good egg. Stupid, like Job Cranddl, but you couldn't didike him, any more
then you can didike Job.”

“How about Vickers?’
“Him,” said Bill Saul dowly, “you can didike”

“Why?

“Because he thinks his middle name is God. | used to get a kick out of him. He and | got dong pretty
wall, because we understood each other. I've got enough of that in me, and he could never get me down,
and it was jugt one of those funny things. | think we were closer to being friends than either Harry or
Job.” Saul laughed softly. “I was kind of glad the old son-of-a-bitch got back. | never thought he was

deed anyway.”
“Why not?’

“We never found a body. Of course, he could have fdlen in the bay, but. ..” Saul shrugged. “Cdl it a
gambler's hunch, if you like”

“Who hit m over the head?’

Saul turned and looked very intently into Trehearne's eyes. “I kind of thought somebody would get
around to that. Vick hasn't been very subtle” He leaned back and hdd up his glass and watched the
sunbeams filter through the amber beer. “I don't know. If | did, I wouldn't tdl you, of course. It might
have been Harry. | wouldn't pick him for akiller type, but when aman is nuts enough about a woman, he
may do anything, and I've seen guys a lot weaker and meeker than Harry cut other guys guts out with
long, sharp knives. On the other hand, maybe Vick just got clipped in the ordinary way by Jose Doakes,
who wanted his watch. And maybe some funny ideas blew in through the hole in his head. | don't know.”

He st the glass down and sprang up, without warning, in the quick smooth way an animad moves.
“I do know | wish he didn't have her up there donegl”
“Worried?

“God damn right | am. People talk too much. They run off at the mouth like fire hydrants. Christ knows
what Vick may have heard about Angie. In this neck of the woods the Virgin Mary wouldnt have a
reputation, and Vick may be just dumb enough ...”

There was an extensgon phone beside his chair. He sat down and reached for it, and it rang, Satlingly,
under his hand. He grabbed it.

“Hdlo!” His face changed, in a queer mingling of rdief and anger. “Vick, you bastard, what's going on up
there? Chrigt, I've worn the did off the bloody phone . . . Oh. Wdl, | hope you drown in it. How about
this anyhow? Y ou've got hdf the town imagining . . . Yeah, | suppose so. How isthe lucky little girl? Stll
able to lift her head, | hope. Could | speak to her?. . . Oh. Okay. Wdl, | may drop by later to compare



notes. I've got the law leering & me now . . . What? . . . Oh. Yeah, sure, Vick, | understand. Maybe
tomorrow, then. So long.”

He hung up. He sat for a moment, as Cranddl had, daring at Trehearne and not seeing him.

Trehearne said, “Angie is tired and upset over the murder, and Vick has a splitting head, and will some
other time do?’

Saul's pale eyes nickered. “He didn't feed you that?”’
“Not me. I'm the police. I'm quoting Job Crandall.”

Saul shrugged and lay back inhis chair. “Sounds logicd enough. A guy would want to be aone with his
wife after four years. He says they've been down by the pool mogt of the morning, and the hdl with
phones. Hed just come back to the house for some cold drinks. Angie was dill down there, by the
pool.” He picked up his beer. “Yeah,” he said. It sounds logica enough.” He took along drink. Then he
sad reflectivey, “I never tried it in a pool. Wonder if it's fun.”

“I wouldn't know,” said Trehearne. “My wife doesn't swim. Has Vickers changed, do you think?’

“Yesand no.” Bill Saul's eyes were clear again, his mouth harboring a faintly derisve amile. “Physicaly,
he's turned from a show-piece into a man. Mentaly — wel, | was watching hm yesterday morning. God
isdill there, dl right, but he's tougher than he used to be. | wouldn't be surprised if he packed a few
thunderboltsin his jeans.”

He glanced sdeways a Trehearne, who was getting up. “No rubber hose? No phone book? No bar
soap in the sock?’

“Well catch that on the next time round. I'll give you aring later, if you like”

“What about?’

“Angie. I'm going up there now.”

“That'sright,” said Saul. “Y ou're the police” He rose to show Trehearne out. “Sure, give me aring.”

The inner door was ill closed. Apparently Peggy was dill adeep. Saul made a “what-can-you-do?”’
gedture. “It doesn't redly matter,” he said. “ She deeps on her back anyway.”

Trehearne said, “Doesntt that get monotonous for both of you?” and went away.

He stopped a Schwab's to teephone the lab. The profane and plaintive voice on the other end urged him
to refrain from logng his trousers. Trehearne gave them the number of Vickers phone and told them to
cdl there as soon as they finished. It was very hot in the phone booth. Trehearne came out dripping wet
and yawning. Bill Saul's beer was making him drowsy. He climbed back into his car and drove out dong
the Strip and then up the long steep hill to the house where Vickers and his golden-eyed Angdine were
dl done with what Vickers said was love.

Jugt out. of 9ght of the gates he stopped, and a smdl nondescript maen detached himsdf from the
shrubbery and came up to the car. He nodded at Trehearne, who said, “What's cooking?’

“Nothing. Some reporters came and went away mad. Thet fat little guy, Sessons, was up here. He had
the Merrill damein his car, and they went away mad. Nobody's been ingde the house, or come out of it
since the Merrill dame and the servants left this morning.”



“You'd be surprised,” Trehearne told him, “what a hornets nest that has stirred up. Okay, Brownie. I'm
onmy way in. If I'm not back when you think | should be, cal out the Marines and come looking. The
sheriffs office has been derted — they'll cooperate.” Trehearne's beautiful mouth was postively seraphic.
“This case may crack any minute, and | may need help on the arrest.”

“Rignt,” said Brownie. “Youll get it.” He stepped back. It was remarkable how closdly he blended with
the trees. Trehearne drove on. He left his car in the drive, dlimbed the steps, and rang the doorbell. The
house looked cheerful, cam, and perfectly normd. There were bright flower beds, and the lavns were
green and smooth, and the sunshine was dl it was expected to be.

Herang the bdl again.

It was very quiet on top of the hill. There were alot of birds, and they did a lot of 9nging, but it was a
naturd kind of noise that didn't disturb the quiet. There was afine old pepper tree out on the lawn. The
light-green lacy foliage was pricked out with the soft bright red of the berries. The whole tree swayed a
little in the breeze, with the dow grace peculiar to pepper trees. Trehearne remembered the one in the
school yard that he used to dimb when he was a kid.

He rang the bdll again.

Presently he forgot about the birds and the pepper tree and the restful quiet. He bent his head forward,
and liglened, and heard nothing, and his eyes got a hard, puckered look. He pushed the bell, and listened
to the faint chiming echoes die away, and then he turned and went swiftly down the steps. He did not
head toward his car, but around the house to the rear.

He was dready on the lavn when he heard the door open behind him. He stopped and turned.

The door was wide open. The inner hall was dark after the outer brightness, full of shadows. Michad
Vickers stood there with his hounds. In the dimness, dl three looked abnormdly huge and something
more, or less, than humean.

Vickers amiled. “Trehearne,” he sad cordidly. “Have you been waiting long? | was outside, and | only
just heard the bdl.”

Trehearne went back up the steps. “1'd begun to think you were avoiding me, too.”

Vickers laughed. “Everybody seems to be frightfully upset over an extremdy smple thing. Apparently dl
my friends suspect me of homicidd mania— or something!” He closed the door. “Angies down by the
pool. Can | offer you adrink?

Trehearne said, “No, thank you.” He was looking at Vickers forearm, left bare by the short deeve.
There were three pardld scratches on it. The kind of scratches fingamails make. They were fresh. So
fresh that the blood was Hill welling, and had not begun to flow.

Chapter Eleven

THE POOL HAD TURQUOI SE tiling, and it was long enough so that a man could take more then two
strokes without cracking his head on the opposite end. There were dressng rooms and a big sheltered
terrace, and severd gay umbrdlas set in round tables.

Angie was stretched out in a long padded chair, completely relaxed, her eyes shut againgt the hot sun.
Vickers caled her, and she roused up, saw Trehearne, and smiled. It was a curioudy lifdess amile Her
eyes had dark circles under them, and they were clouded and tired. She covered them with dark glasses
before she had finished saying hdllo.



“What's new?’ she asked.

Trehearne shrugged. “Oh, a couple of posshilities” He nodded toward Vickers. “You two have
catanly got thistown in atizzy.”

Vickers said good-naturedly, “That worries me a lot.” He had pulled out his handkerchief and was
unconcernedly wiping the blood from his forearm. Angie curled her feet under her and sat up, watching
him.

“Vick .. "

He cut in amoothly on whatever she was going to say. “It's nothing, darling.” He bent over and roughed
Cooalin's head. “You old son of a bitch,” he said affectionately. “Y ou've got claws like atiger.”

Angie said, “He was playing with the dogs.” Her voice sounded flat. She reached for a cigarette, and
Trehearne gave her alight. He looked at her intently. Her lids were lowered behind the dark lenses. Her
hand, guiding hislightly, was cold but perfectly steady.

“Thank you,” she said. “Are you happy here, or would you rather go into the house?’

Trehearne glanced a the bloodstained square of finelinen that Vickers held. He said dowly, “The house,
if you don't mind. I'm expecting acdl.”

Vickers laughed. “Y ou're anfully polite, for a policeman.” He held out his hand for Angie. “I suspect that
it's merdy a snider cloak, behind which you are busly knotting a S9ze sixteen-and-a-haf noose.” He
pulled Angie into the bend of his am and led the way to the house, the hounds tralling a his heds.
Trehearne absorbed the contours of Angie's back, full length, and sighed.

It was cool in the den, and quiet. Angie curled up in a big chair. She removed the dark glasses, but her
face was in heavy shadow. Trehearne sat on the edge of the desk. He seemed not to be going to Stay
long, as though his vist were of no specia importance.

He said to Angie, “When was the last time you saw Harry Bryce?’

“l don't know. Around ten-thirty or eeven, | should think. | lost himin the mob. He was very drunk.”
“And then around midnight you took the boat out.”

“| suppose it was about that time. | didn't notice.”

Trehearne looked at Vickers. “Did you know when she lft?’

“Yes. It was shortly after twelve. | saw the launch go out, from the terrace.”

“Did you know then that it was your wife aboard?’

“Yes. | had seen her boarding the launch from the dinghy.”

“At that distance,” said Trehearne, “and at night? He was not derisve, not even doubting. He was
merdy asking a question.

Vickers was looking more bored by the second. He said patiently, “I saw awomanin a light frock. Even
a that distance a woman's skirts look different from a man's trousers. It was my wifes boat, and my
wife's cusom to go aboard her.”



Trehearne thought that Over, and shrugged. “All right. But didn't you think it was odd?’
“Not at dl. | remembered that she used to take the boat out aone quite often.”

“You knew she was done”

The vein began to swdl dightly on Vickers forehead.

“There was only one person in the dinghy. | don't think anybody had svum out.”

“It was a horrible party,” Angie said. “I wanted to get away from it. Of course, | had no idea Vick was
coming. ..

“Did you go directly from the house to the landing?’

“Yes. | got into the dinghy and sculled out. | didn't see anything, or anybody, on the way.”

“No sgns of agtruggle? No prints on the sand?’

“Not athing. If they were there, | didn't notice them.”

“Who was down in the cabana?’

“l don't know. I didn't look. | didn't care. Matter of fact, | don't even know whether anyone was there.”
“The lights were on, weren't they?’

Her hands made a vague gesture. “I — don't redly remember.”

Vickers said impatiently, “Yes, they were on. They were 4ill burning when you came, Trehearne, if |
remember. We've never worried much about light bills”

“No,” sad Trehearne, with a fant trace of envy, “I don't suppose you do. Mr. Vickers, why didn't you
look for your wifein the cabana?’

“l was on my way down when | noticed the dinghy, and saw Angie go aboard the cruiser. After tha
there was no need.”

Trehearne nodded. He leaned far over and tapped ashes carefully into a tray of hand-wrought copper.
“What did you do then?’

“Went back ingde. After dl, those unpleasant people were in my house, as guests of my wife — God
knowswhy.” Vickers bent over her chair. “Angie dear, while we're on the subject, what in Chrigt's name
was going on down there?’

“Oh,” said Angie wearily, “1 wastrying to do Harry afavor.” Her head was back in the angle of the wing,
her face completdy hidden from Trehearne. “ Jennie had been complaining that he was with me too much
— if she had only known how | would have loved to get rid of him! So | thought if | invited her crowd
and made a specid effort . . .” Her voice trailed dowly off to nothing. She sat perfectly ill for a long
moment, and then, in a curioudy amazed fla tone, she said, “My God. What did | ssy?’

Vickers straightened, dill looking down at her. “You sad, daling, quote, if she had only known how |
would have loved to get rid of him. Unquote. 'Him,' of course, meaning Harry. Mr. Trehearne will now
no doubt inquire just how much you would have liked to get” rid of him.”



The telephone rang.

Trehearne answered it. He did not ask permisson or make even a token apology. For some reason,
there was a perceptible tightening of the atmosphere in the den. The sun shone brightly through the
windows. Michad Vickers sat down in a deep soft chair and stretched his legs out, and somehow the
very ease and quietness with which he did it was an underlining of the tension. Angie did not move.

Trehearne said, “Hello. Yes, spesking.” He lisgtened. His face did not change, except that he began to
gmile Not a broad smile, not one that would even be noticed ordinarily. Just a fant readjusment of the
mouth, a deepy seraph amiling a sun risng over heaven. “It is” he said. “It does. Good. Yes, | am.
Right.” He broke the connection, dided “O,” and gave the number of his office. While he was walting he
leaned over and crushed out his cigarette in the tray that was amogt out of reach. He didn't say anything.
Nobody sad anything. Nobody, least of dl Trehearne, seemed excited.

Once again he said, “Hdlo. Anything new?’ Again he waited, ligening. Then he said, “Okay. | think that
doesit. Yeeh. 'Bye” He hung up.

“Dont tdl me” said Michad Vickers. “I can fed it coming. You are about to make an arrest.”

Trehearne looked a Angie. “Mrs. Vickers” he sad, “would you mind leaving us done for a few
moments?’

She got dowly to her feet. There was a grayish pdlor on her skin, where the rosy color had run out of
her cheeks. “What have you found out?" she asked. “What are you going to do?’

“Please dtay within cdll,” Trehearne said. “I'll want you again.”

She looked a him out of the Sides of her eyes, and walked past him toward Vickers.
“Vick . ..

“Itsdl right, old girl.” Vickers gave her anod. “Do as the man says.”

She stood 4ill for a moment. Then she turned and went out and shut the door.

Trehearne et hisright hand drop very casudly into his coat pocket. He sat down again on the corner of
the desk.

“Thisisafunny kind of case, Mr. Vickers” he said. “ So many people were present at, or near, the scene
of the crime, and yet nobody remembers anything. I've just got a report from the boys who have been
checking the guest ligt. All any of those people can say is, 'Hdl, | don't know. | was drunk." Nobody
knows where anybody was, who anybody was with, or what time anything in particular happened.
Nobody even remembers when you came in. Nobody, thet is, but Bill Saul.

“So everything that happened that night is hidden in a fine acoholic haze. Only four things stand clear.
Y ou came back. Y ou remained sober. At one time, your wife was down on the beach. And Harry Bryce
was killed.”

He stopped, pulled a cigarette out of his pocket with hisleft hand, and then got his lighter the same way.
He did not light the cigarette for effect, or to give him the chance for a dramatic pause. He wanted a
cigarette because he was nervous and keyed-up, and trying not to show it, and because Bill Saul's beer
hed left a sour taste in his mouth. Vickers watched him. He did not seem to be worried. He was just
watching.



Trehearne said, “I'd like to tel you what happened that night — as | seeit.”

Vickers threw one long leg over the arm of the char. “Why not have a comfortable seat while you're
doing it? That desk corner is rather hard on the butt, | find.”

Trehearne said, “Thanks,” and got up, but he did not find himsdf a char. He began to move around the
room, dowly, amlesdy, but in such away that he was dways facing Vickers.

“Four years ago,” Trehearne said, “aman went on a cruise with three of his friends. One night one of the
friends tried to murder him. Perhaps the friend did this merdy because he coveted the man's wife
Perhaps the man's wife had secretly talked with the friend, and made certain suggestions, and promises. |
don't know. Anyhow, the job was done, and bungled, because the man lived. He didnt tdl anybody that
he was dive, even after hismemory returned; not even his wife. He didn't even tdl anybody that he was
coming back. This could only mean one thing. He knew that one of his friends had tried to kill im — and
he didnt trust hiswife”

The sunlight lay in big sharp-angled squares on the rug, and it was quiet in the den when Trehearne
stopped talking in order to think, and Michad Vickerslay back in the char and said nothing.

Trehearne went on.

“He came back, late one night. Nobody knew he was coming. Nobody had a chance to set the stage for
him, to cover up, to decide what he should see, and how much. The man wanted it that way. He waked
in on a wild party. He couldnt find his wife. He must have asked about her, and the people who
answered were drunk, and they didnt know who the man was, and they probably sad things that were
common gossip. And the man went on looking for hiswife.

“He found her. She was down on the beach with one of his old friends, Harry Bryce. Perhaps they were
inthe cabana, perhaps not. Anyway, they were there, and he saw them.

“| think he didn't let them see him, for a while. Perhaps they were just on the verge of bresking up, and
the wife was heading out for the open sea to cool off a bit. | think the man waited until she had gone, and
then he walked up to his old friend and spoke to him, and then hit im very hard over the head with a
short iron bar which he found lying about, and consigned the body to the water. After that he took out his
handkerchief and wiped the bar carefully lest there be fingerprints, and then threw the bar after the body.
There was blood and iron rust on his hands, and he cleaned them, too, and then weighted the
handkerchief with a sone or something, and threw that after the bar. Then he went back up to the house
where everybody was so wonderfully drunk, and played hogt for the rest of the night.

“Perhaps he was rather pleased with himsdf, playing host. Perhaps he was thinking there was one down,
apart of his vengeance taken care of. Two more to go, and a faithless wife to be punished. Or perhaps
he had recognized Harry Bryce as the man who struck him down. Anyway, he fdt pleased, and pretty
sae”

Trehearne stopped and looked into Vickers eyes, and waited.

After amoment Vickers said gently, “Have you ever done any fiction writing, Mr. Trehearne?’ Trehearne
shook his head.

“Youd do wdl & it. Youve concocted a redly excdlent litle plot. From the limited data & your
disposd, you've built quite an impressive structure.” Vickers amiled wryly. “I was dumsy about that log
book, | admit. I'd hoped that Harry might inadvertently have said something important.” He sighed.
“Good old Harry. | might have known.”



“But,” said Trehearne, “good old Harry is dead now, and you killed him.”
“Thet bit about the iron bar is based on fact, | suppose?’

“Yes. The murder weapon was found this morning. The laboratory found particles of blood and hair in
the rough welding around the nut. That's what the phone cal was.” Vickers nodded. “The handkerchief
was a nice piece of fallow through. Y ou'd make a writer, my boy.” He studied Trehearne with maicious
amusement. “Your accusation has not a God damned leg to stand on, you know. It's good sound
deduction, dl very logicd, and I'd be inclined to bdieve it mysdf. But you know what a good defense
lawyer will do to you in court.”

“I know,” said Trehearne. “Except for one thing. The handkerchief.”
There was the amdlest hesitation before Vickers answered. “ The what?’

Trehearne sad patiently, as though it were something Vickers should have known dl dong, “They found
ahandkerchief, not far from the murder weapon. It was one of yours, initided V. It had sainson it. Rug,
the same rugt that's on the bar. And blood. Harry Bryce's blood.” He shrugged. “We're ill working on
the case, of course. More evidence will probably show up. Meantime, | think | can take a chance on an
indictment.”

Vickers sat up, leaning forward with his elbows on his knees. He stared a Trehearne.

“l suppose,” he said quiely, “it's no good tdling you | didn't do it. That | didn't see Harry tha night. That
| wouldn't have killed himif | had." And that | never touched ether the iron bar or the handkerchief.”

Trehearne said, “It'sno good.” Hisright hand, in his pocket, tensed ever so dightly.

Vickers laughed. “Don't worry. I've nothing to get mysdf shot for — yet.” He leaned back in the chair,
and Trehearne went to the door and opened it.

“Mrs. Vickers”

She came in, halding hersdf very erect. She looked from Trehearne to Vickers and back again, and
Vickers sad, “I've been arrested, darling. For the murder of Harry Bryce.”

Trehearne said sharply, “I'll take care of this, Vickers. And | mugt warn you that anything you say may be
used in evidence againg you. You too, Mrs. Vickers”

Over inthe chair, Vickers shut his hands over the ends of the chair arms urtil the knuckles turned white.
Angie sad, “Do you think | did it?’

“l don't think so. But there's dways the chance that you and your husband did it together. That Harry
Bryce had become so troublesome to you that you welcomed a chance to get rid of him, and in so doing
rengate yoursdf with your husband. | do not bdieve your story.”

“And you're arresting Vick.”
“Thet'sright.”
Her enunciation was very dow, very precise. “On what grounds?’

“Common sense, generdly. Specificdly, his handkerchief was recovered from the bay, stained with
blood that checks with that of the murdered man, and rust from the bar that killed him. That's enough for



adarter.”
“What are you holding mefor?’

“No charge as yet. Further questioning. Of course, neither one of you can be made to tegtify againg the
other.”

Her golden eyes met Vickers. Trehearne watched like a hawk, but not the faintes trace of a Sgnd
passed between them. “That's nice” said Angie. “On the other hand — dlence gives consent.” She put
her hands suddenly to her temples and began to wak up and down.

“Handkerchief,” she sad. “Wat a minute What do | know about a handkerchief? So much has
happened. . . . Oh God, let methink!” She stopped, her head bent in an attitude of intense concentration.
“Handkerchief. Mr. Trehearne, did you find one on the body?’

Trehearne's dark eyes narrowed. His voice had a curioudy flat note when he answered. “Come to think
of it, we didn't.” Angie said, “Harry didn't have one when he came here 