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BY DONALD HAMILTON

She was a cute kid, hard and bright-and sexy. To Paul McLane

she looked as if she’d be fun to spend an evening with on that

interrupted bus trip. And she was, up to a point-a gun-point.

AT pRovE HIM ta the bus stution,  He was not quite
Pnuu: thit she swounld ger out of the can Lo say pood-
by, but when he trned dfter getting his suitease [rom
the back sear, she wis stunding there, tall and slender.
She looked very smart in one of those striped coton
SIS, !ﬁj;_a’h-hf_ar]:_'{l sliody, Hir:\i{:h, and a hat: she Ellw:l}.-!i
dressedl up a litdle 1o come in o Washington, par-
vcularly after dark.  She was lovely and remote, like
4 photograph in a fashion magaeine,

“Take core ol voursell, Paul," she said,

He nodded.  “You oo’

He saw her hesicaee: bue chere wis; alter all, no
mare to be said,  She torned abroptly away and got
into the car,  He lfwed s and as she drove asvay,
but she eicher did not see, or ipnoved, the gesture.  He
]}ig'lf[rd up his hbag and walked guickly mto the s
SEILICL.

The ticker cost lilm & livde dgver 340, Alter get-
ting on the bus, he paid a quarter tor the use of a
piflow, By the tme they reiched the rest stop huack
in the West Virgingy mouniing he was oo nearly
asleep to want to go out for coffee. Then the chiled 1
the seat behind him woke up amnd bepan w oy,

“Wommy!” she whimpered. ™1 want my mom-
myl”

sSomehow, they all sounded alike when they woke
up i the night like that: and Paul McLane shivercd
abruptly, and rose, and made his way out ol the bus
without lookine back., Outside, 10 was raining, e
could [eel himsell in the mountains without being
able o see anything beyond the lights of the lodge
and of the bus Jmked 11 front of 11, until o cir went
by an thie n{rm‘l)*‘.- 11[5_-;hwzt:,‘ with a hiﬁn[ng sonened aned a
briet flash of illumination, almost like lghinimg.
Then it was dark again,

9G Copyrght, TEL YW Terald TTamdiian

The b ooked laree and wer al prehistarie, in
the rain,  [nside i, Someone was atempting to calm
the child, who was develaping a typical case of mid-
night hysterics. McLane went quickly into the lodge.
The closing door shut off the sound behind hin.

In the restanrant, @ dozen passcrgers and the Dus
driver occupied most of the stools aleng the sem
circular counter, inside which two givls worked to fill
the orders, assisted by someoneé invisible but audible
in the kitchen, There were racks ol souvenirs and
posteards near the cash register, and a sign on the wall,

Arrrestion, Parikows: Kxives, Forks,
SPOGnE, ASHITEATE AND SALL SHARERS—NoT a Memoiye,
Preasr: Do MNor Taks Arrter Meaws

An electric clock above the sign gave the time
as o bew minutes past lour in the mul‘uillg_;.

MeLane started towurds the nearest empiy stool,
bur an obsoure sense of duty prevented him from sit-
ting down.,  He looked around frvitably, and moved
tonwintls the blonde givl near the end ol the counter,
She was holding o mug of collee with both hands and
stating into it with a kind of numb and bitter sleepi-
ness.  She did noc look up, even when he stapped he-
sicdle her.

“Pardon me,"” Melane said.  “Pardon me, huot
your little givl is crying,”

The blonde girl twrmed ber head slowly o look
at him. She was younger than he had cthought, noo
much older than the girls he wis accustomed 10 scelng
in his classroom, and she owas dreessed similarly, 1noa
flounced black peasant skive, & thin white blouse, and
those ridiculous shoes—il you could call them shoes—
that were supposed to resemble ballet slippers and
actually looked as il they belonged in a bedroom.
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Ten years of college teaching had taught McLane a
good deul about sizing up students: and he knew in-
stantly that he could have trouble with this girl. She
had a street-urchin face with a wide mouth, a trned-
up nose, and bright, sharp, sarcastic eyes. In college,
she would be the class comic and her tare remarks
would keep the boys and girls in stitches for the whole
semester, if she was not squelched at the start,

He knew, also, that he had made an embarrassing
mistake, even before the girl shook back her short
blonde hair with a startled movement, and said, “My
God, Mister, do 1 lank like a mothers”

He said, *You were sitting beside—"

“If 1 sat beside you, would thar make me your
mothers” She hesitated, grimaced, and snapped her
handbag shut after dropping a cein on the counter,
“well, il the brac’s orying, 1 gness somehody'd better
look after her, although 1 don't know why the hell
"

As she rose from hLer stool, the door opened, and
a plump, middleaged woman in a print dress entered,
leading the little girl, who wus still sobbing loudly,
but in a mechanical way that suggested that the
worst paroxysms mighit be past.  Upon seeing the
gir] beside Paul McLane, the child stopped and cried
accusingly:

“You leaved me! You leaved me all alonel™

The plump woman urged her along saying, “Nev-
er mind, honey. I'm sure the nice lady didn’t know
you'd wake up and be scared, Now climb up on that
stool and say what you want to drink.”

“] don't wants anything to drink.” She was a
small girl with curly dark hair and the bellicose and
challenzing manner of any child getting over a Lan-
trum. She was wearing a pink sweater over a rulfled
yellow dress that was rather grubby and wilted now,
after several hours on the bus, “1 don’t wants any-
thing to drink,” she repeated belligerently. "1 wants
a nice credm cone.”

“All right, honey,” the woman said. “Wait a
minute while 1 tie your sash, now. All right, up you
go. What flavors”

One of the male passengers, an older man in a
neat brown suit, stirred at the counter and said prim-
1y, “1 really don't think the child should be given ice
cream at this hour of the night, Perhaps a cup of hot
chocolate—"

4T don't wants no hot chocolatel I wants a nice

cream cone!”

The livle girl was indignant, and ready to start
SCICALLIng AEAT. MeLane noticed, as she turned on
the stool, the badge pinned to the front of her dress.
The card behind the celluloid window was neatly let-
tered in ink:

My mame 15 CecEris Exiy BAXTER, EVERY-

oDy caLls ME “Boorsie”

1 AN GOING HOME 10 MY aorHes, Mrs. Emicy
BaxrTer,

958 San Juax Roap, Avsvguergue, N. M.

PLEAsE HELPF ME.  THANE YOU,

The plump woman had swung about to face the

man who had spoken, “A little ice cream never hurt:

any of my kids, Mister!” she said angrily,

“Well, I really think-="

“Ah, listen, Mac,” the bus driver said, “lee cream’s
good for them. My kids—"

MAY, 1955

The man in the brown suit said stiffly, “T have two
children of my own. And they don't get ice cream at
four o'clock in the morning.”

A womnan spoke up from some distance down the
counter, *Heavens, that little thing isn't traveling all
by herself, is she? Why, my little hoy is eight and |
wouldn't dream of sending him off on a bus
alone!”

1t seemed that everyone in the place had chil-
dren, knew all about children, and had very definite
idleas about what they should or should not eat at fouw
in the morning. McLane went back to his seat on the
bus. Albter a while they all came hack, the little girl
licking happily on a strawberry ice cream cong; and
the bus stareed off again.

2

v morxixG, the tain had stopped, but mist lay

heavy in the mountuin valleys through whic
they passed to emerge at last in clear, pale sunshine,
They rolled down a steep grade into a town where the
driver turned the bus off the strect into a parking area
resembling a railroad station, with sheltered platiorms.
He announced that they had 20 minutes for breakiast.
McLane washed up quickly, thought about a shave,
and decided his hunger was greater than his self-
respect.

The restaurant was a big, noisy, pillared room
containing several horseshoe-shaped counters presided
over by half a dozen harassed waitresses, one of whom
shoved a menu and a glass of water at him as he sat
down. She drew him a cup of coltee from a stainless
steel urn, shouting his order to the cook as she did so
in a language that sounded like gibberish,

McLane sipped the hot coliee cautiousiy, while
the noise of the place washed over him n waves
Around him were passengers from several buses beside
his own, in different seages of being fed. He was aware
of a rustling sound as someone sat down on the next
stoal,

A voice said, "Well, 1 sce they've got the little
monster cleaned up.”

He glanced at the blonde girl, who was settling
herself beside him; and followed the direction of her
gaze to the door, where the plump woman was just
Jeading the litele girl into the room. 1he child had
heen scrubbed clean of the accumulated dirt and ice
cream ol the night; and her grimy yellow dress had
been replaced by a fresh two-piece sun suit.

The blonde girl grimaced. “Maybe I wasn’t
brought up right,”” she said, "bura halter or bra on a
kid that age always looks damn silly 1o me. What's
the sense in covering up something that isn't there,
for God's saker”

She did not seem to expect a reply, but opened
her purse and began to comb her hair. McLane sipped
his coffee in silence, not looking at her: it always em-
barrassed him a little to see a woman doing this in

Iitustration by MILLER POPE
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public, The girl put her comb away and went to work
with u lipstick.

Presently her voice addressed him: "Pass the
sugar, will you, Mac:"

A litde taken aback, he glanced at her, “Cer-
tainly,” he said after a moment, complying with her
request.

She had noticed his hesitation.  "What's che mat-
ter?t she demunded; then she louphed, “Don't tell
me your name really fs Mac!”

Melane nodded,  “Mclane”™ he said,

“Well," she saud, "hi. McLane., I'm Connie,
Connie Janmieek” She made no more of the introdoc-
tion than this, but looked down the reom and said,
“You know, the more T thinkoof that, the madder T
get,”

“Think of whatz® MeLane wsked.

"Why, putting o kid thay age on oa bus and ex-
pecting other people to take care of it,  Alter all, the
driver 1sn't going to; he's got the bus to drive. It's
not like a pland with o stewardess,”  Connie Janicek
stivred her coffee,  “The funny thing is, she told me
she came east by plane. It seems her folks are di-
varced, or separated or something, and she spends a
miench with her papa cvery spring.”  The girl laughed
shortly,  “Her mama sends her o Washingion by
plane, T suess, and her papa ships her back o Aibu-
quergue by bus, All T canesay is, Papa's got o hell of
a nerve, wishing the brat off on a lol ol helpless pas
seneers”

MeLane said, "Well, some people like to take care
al children,”

“I like to take core of them.” Connie Janicek said.
Sure. For seventy-five conts an bour, | love it But
for free, nix. Have you got any kidy, Mac?™

He did not look at her, “No,"” he said,

“But you're married,” she said, looking at the
wedding Band on his hand,

“¥Yes.” He could not help speaking curtly,

She glunced at his [ace with some interest. “Oh"
she said. "Oh—oh, Trouble?"

"MNo," he said.

"1 know,"” she said, sighing, “It's none of my
damn business: but il you wanted privacy so damn
hadlyv, Mac, you should have driven your own car in-
stead of mking a bus” He did nor say anvthing o
this, and she asked, "Where are your [rom, anyway?”

"Bavport, Maryland.”

"Bayport?  Thev've pot a college there, haven't
thev?'  She lrowned, studying hin.  “'ve got iy
you're a teacher, I was wondering wheie you pgot that
brooding, big-brain look. Well, go ahead and broad,
Prolessor, T'm going over and make [riends with the
brat aguin, just [or pracice. 1 used to be able to make
them eat out of my hand, when 1 was working
atie™

She fmished the coffee, apparently the only hreak-
fast she required, and slipped off the sl Mcelane
watched her move away, She was a compact, small-
walsted, well-proportioned girl; however, the rather
lopniz, Tull, peasant skirt and the ballet slippers com.
Dinced wo give her o sawed-off look, and also clectively
disguised the shape ol her leps and ankles. -

MeLane mrned back to his brveaklast, a little an-
noyed with himsell.  As a married man and a college
teacher he had, in seli-defense; trained himsell o look
npon fernale students, and all girls in that general age
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group, a5 kids, not to be taken seriously. Tt saved him
a ot of rouble around campus, particularly when the
more slamorous ones got the notion that a Httle work
on the professor wouldn’t hurt their grades. He was
therelore disconcerted to find himsell eiving the
masculine eye to the first attractive young lady he
happened 1o mest, less than 24 hours [rom home. It
was a warning, he reflected: already he was |onelier
than he had thought possible, under the circumstances,
That's a nice, innocwows awoervd Jor 0, he thought—
clreumstances.,

Presently they were all hiling ool 1w the bus to-
gether, and a pew driver took them out of town, DBy
lunch time they had left West Virginia behind and
were well into Ohio; it was amasing how much mile-
age a pood driver could pile up, even with such a
clumsy vehicle, simply by plugging right along, hour
after hour. After lunch, Mclane tell asleep, awaken.
ing with a start o fnd Connie Janicek standing in
the aisle, grinning down at him, The hus was not
maoving. She had a hand on his shoulder.

“Better grab your bag, Professor’ she said.
“They're switching horses on us,”

He sat up, as she moved alony, maneavering het
smiall suitcuse down the aisle ahead ol her. When the
aisle baul cleaved, he followed the ather passengers oll
the bus and into the station. The pirl was standing
just inside the door, having pavscd to put on fresh
lipstick, He hesitated.  She looked op and saw him
there,

"Some endurance contest,” she said, and vawned,
strotehed, and rubibed her back, “Sometimics it feels
like even walking would bean improvement,”

Fle laughed, and they moved w the counter to-
pether [or coffce. Then they were off again with a
new bus and driver, the two of them shaving a seat
now. WNeither had anything to say; presently the girl
niade herself comiortable and went ro sleep,  Mclane
looked at her with some envy, and with a little un-
casiness, unsure of her morives in heing friendly, and
of his own. He watched the Hat farming country of
Indiana roll past the windows, very different from the
mouttaing of the morning.  He felt grogey [rom oo
much coffee and too little sleep; and  when I:hf.!')-'
stopped tor dinner he did not go into the restanrant
with the girl, but excused himself and careied his suit-
case into the washroom, where he shaved and chianged
his shirt, This helped somewhat; and a sandwich and
a glass of milk at the 10 o'clock rest stop linished the
job, so that when they pulled into St. Louis alter mid-
night he was feeling strong and rugged, ready for the
next thousand miles: He had, he decided, zot his
second wind.

"Well, here's where 1 leave you, Professor,” the
pir] said, rising to pull her bag from the rack, “Take
it easy.  So long."”

“So long,” he said, and witched her move away;
then shrugged briefly, and reached wp lor his own
bag;

The driver was telling all hrough-passengers Lo
reserve space on the express west,  McLane asked
about this and waz relerred o Window 12, inside the
station,  Waiting in line here, he saw that Connie
Janicék was nowhere in sight.  He knew a faint regret,
and a cevtain relief; lite was, alter all, complicated
enoueh for him without his making friends with stray
blondes in peek-a-boo blouses,
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- Then there wis a policeman on either side of him,
o one of them was speaking o a third individoal,
2 bus driver's uniform,
“Is this the guye”
The driver seemed uneasy. He said,
so.  He was a tallish hird in a gray suit
at's the guy.”
The policeman who had firse spoken took Me-
ane’s arm.  Fhe one who had said r]ulllirlg_, f:i:!-..ed
ip Moelane's suitease,  The fivst man said, “Let's go,
o

Ac.

The seeond man glanced down at the suitcase and

aid, "Hell, Berl, yow're psychic tonight: look,”
He pointed o the initials on the suitcase he was
olding: . M. Mel. Both men laughed. The st
e tishiened his srip on Mclane's arn.
“Okay, Mac, let's go.”

3

HE Man sEHIND the desk had a football plaver's
A shoulders and g smgoeth, executive’s face. He
ore & blue summer-worsted suit and a chin, striped
porw-tic,  The man lounging in the swivel armchair
ide the desk hadl white hair and a red face and
re a policeman's unilorm, but the insignia on the
he had laid asiude were gold instead of silver.
ere wits another unitormed man in the room, but
e did not count. He was just there to take it all
down i shorthand.

- The room was air-conditioned and newly deco-

e [towas several stories off the ground.  McLane
s nol quite sure how many, nor did he have any
aden whore the building was located, except that It was
some distance [tom the bus station, It was hard to
=ep track ol direction when you were being driven at
ight througl a city strange to you, particularly when
was your hrst experience of riding ina police car
‘He had been kepr waiting halt an hour in the outer
office; and now that they had at last seen fit 1o grant
an andience Melane had cerain things to say,
t the man behind the desk cur him short

"We fully realize that you've been inconven-
senced, 1, McLane,” the man said, "and 1 apologize
the crude behavior of the p(:htmimn who picked
sou up, but there was no time (o issue engraved invi-
mitions, Now sitdown”

MiLane looked about the newly modernized office
that still smelled of paint. The young policeman at
the smull desk in the corner waited for his words with
2 ready pencil, I seemed Like a poor place lor a dis
play ol temper,
I stand,” Melane sadd.
gwenty-four hours.”

“Suit voursell." the man behind the desk said,
Incidentally, my name 15 Norch, and here’s my au-
thority for making you miss your bus” He slid an
open identification folder across the desk, leaving it
there lang enough for Mclane g read the words:
epartment of fustice. “This is Lieutenant Van Sant
the 5t. Louis police,” M North went on. “His de-
'rtmt?:inr. 15 COOPETULing with us, a5 are the State
Police.”

MclLane said,

ell, 1
Yeh,

"“I've been sitting for

“I feel a little outnumbered.

AY, 1955

What's the trouble, anvwayr™ It annoyed him tha
the palms of his hands were wer; e had the average
man's mistrust of the law, or ac least of the men whao
represented the law.

We'll ask the questions,” Mr Naorth said curtly,
“Yopur name is Paul Howard McLane, is that righe
Your live at 127 Beach Street, Ba}'l}ort, .\Iarv!und. Yo
are thirty-three years old, married; vou have o degree
fronm FI'n]}Lm-. anl vaus uc_LupaLmn is teaching m.LlhE
matics ut Bayport College. 1'm just repeating what
vou told the officers who brought you here; correce me
il U'mowronge™ Aelane shook his head, and the man
Lehind the desk went an: A icele more than twenty-
Fowy howers ago—a lictle after eleven the evening of (he
eighteenth—you bought o ticket at the bus dE;J-UT in
Washingron, 13 O, md vot ahoard the eleven-thirey
west-bound bus,  Yau renred a pillow fronn a man wh
came ghoard and changed a Gve-dallar bill e pay
for it

Aoelane said, “T didn't tell the officers that”

M. North snriled briefly, "No. The man re-
membered changing the five tor vou,  Would you
mined elling me heow yvouw got to the Washingron bus
spacion:’”

Ay wile drove e up lrom Bavpere: it's enly
some thivty mides.” A thought seruck him and he ook
1ostepr torward,  “Has something happened o Patr
Didn't she get home all righe?  Is that swhat="

My, North looked up slewhe “Why do you ask
that? Do you know al any reason why anvthing should
have happened to vowr wite?  Have vou made any
enemies that might wani o T hers™

MeLane reached the desk and leaned ower it
“Tramn it, el me="

The other man smiled hriefly,
Lane. Your wile is all Jith as faris T koo,
had no report on her as vet.'

Melane looked at [um over the desk, leeling a
lictle sick wund turiously angry; but the deached ve-
gard of the other man checked his impulse to violence.
l—le understood that he was bemng gﬂ"tr!ed deliherawely
so that these men could soudy hn reactions, [or some
surpose thar was not vet clear, He sw ung about and
}Duﬁiﬁd himsell inta the chair that had I:u{ ey otfered
him earlier.

Mr Noreh sand, "Whie was your destination, Dr,
llr.'].,:inc.;"

“Albuguergue,
querque, New Mexicp”

PAnd vour purpose in b"—‘mh theres™
Ruam{*\s McLane saned.

“I'moalraid we want a liccle more than that'

McLane said, "Do you always get what you
wantl, Mr. Naorth? Tell me one thing: am 1 under
arrest’’

“No

“Am | suspected of o erimes”

“Why do you ask?”

“I want o know,” Mclane said, "what happens
if 1 refuse toanswer any more questions until T'm tald
what this is all aloue”

The man behimgd the desk looked at him for a
moment; then grinned abruptly,  "What's the matter,
Dir. MeLane? Aren't 1 polite cnmlgh for youz"

MoLane sad l..I.]{Ih, "IN, you're not. Either 'm
suspected of a crime, in which case 1'm entitled o have
a dwwyer standing by, or I'm helping vou oul with in-

"Relax, D Me-
We'lve

MeLlune said stifftye “Albuo-
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I the later case it wouldn't
s

[ormation you need,
hurt you to be civil, damn it!

Mr. North inclined his head minutely. “"Very
well,” he said.  “We'll try it this wav. Would you
please be so kind as to state the nature of your busi-
ness in Albuguergque, Dr. MeLane, if it's not too much
to ask.”

He grinned again. He had a nice, boyish grin;
and Melane langhed reluctantly, “All vight, 1 don’t
mind, although T'd rather it didn’t get back to Bay-
port. L was—am—on my way 1o Albuguerque to see
A man ahour a job.”

“The man’s mame:”

“Dir. Walker Smith, head of the mathematics de-
partment at the University of New Mexicn."”

“Tr, Smith will corroborate that, T sui_}]_u'.m

ST dem'e see why not T sent him a wire before 1
left home”

"Oht Mr. Norch said,
vanged visie:"

“Well, in a way it was. We'd talked about 1o at
the meetings in Ghicago last January: he said he'd
have an opening in the department next vear and if |1
wis interested, to come on dewn this spring and look
around. I said 1'd think it over.”

Mr, North said, Tt Jooks as iF you've a4 man of
stidden decisions, Doctor™

"What do you mean:"’

"Well, apparently vou let thas one ride brom Jan-
pary until o couple ol hours alier dinner the night
Lefore last. Then you shoot ofl a wire and rush ofl
to catch o bus. Why a bus, v, Mckane? 1f vou were
in that much of a hwry, why not a train or a
planes”

“Travanted time to think things outa Hode!" Me
Lang said,

“Then why didn’t you drive
would have given you plenty of time [or thinking,

"I dow't drive very much, =" He could not
help the brief hesitation. "1 don’t like to deive.”

“Your wile could have driven: appavently she
docsrt't mind a sixty mile drive in the middle of the
nizht, Why didn’t you take her along, Dr. McLane?
-".ili_r all, if yvou take a position m Albuguerque, she's
woing to have o live there, 1oa, isn'l she:”

MeLane did not answer at oncg; then he said,
“There is mntethin;; wrong with Pat, isi't there: You
keep working around o her.”

My, North shook his head. 1 assure you, 1 have
na infermatcion abour your wile, one way or the other.”
He grinned his boyish, engaging grin once maore; ap:
parently he could oorn the charm on ar will, “Ie's just
the technigue, Dr. Melane,  The land is quicker
than the eye.  'm distracting your attention from the
MELET Bsse, Now, about the s, Where did
you stz

“This is the bus out of Washington?' McelLane
asked. "I've been on oseveral since then, you know."
The other man nodded; and McLane said, 1t was on
the right side, prety well fnward, as 1 recall”

‘Do you remember any of the other bus pas
SETHTETS?

MeLane nodded.  "Why, yes.
coujde of servicemen in front of me—

“What branch of the service?”

“Army.”

"Any others you remembers”

“then it wasn't a prear-

your own car?  That

There were .a
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“A child and a young woman behind me. 1 made
the mistake of thinking they were together and—"

“Any others?™

“Well, there was o middle-aged lady in a print
dress sitting somewhere towards the rear, I'm not quite
sure where,  And an elderly gentleman in a4 brown
suir.”

Mr, North nodded.
these particular passengers e your
Mclane.”

MeLane said, "Well, the servicemen I just noticed
Because they were vight in front of me and Kepe talk
ing while T was 1.1»1119; to sleep. The others—" He
described the early-morning scene ar the mountain
lodge.

“When Lie had finished, Mr. North nodded arain.
*I see. And did you have any further contact with
these passengers:”

“SWell,' Melane said,
at breakbase”

“Did she happen to give her name:”

"Yes, Janicek. Connie Janicek”

“Dgseribe her,” Mr. North saic.

MeLane frowned, ““She was blonde, about five.
feet-lour, nice looking, Black peasant skirt, white
blouse, and those ballet slipper-things, 1'd say she
wiks fwenty-tiwo or three,”

Mr. North said, “The bus schedule tells me that
you ate breakfast in Clarksburg, West Virginia, Was
this the last you saw of Miss Janicek?”

“Why, io,” McLane said. “She woke me up in
Cincinnati—"

“In fact, you were on quite [riendly terms with
Miss Janicek, weren't you, 111 McLane., Very [riendly,
for such short Hqunnt.m{{

McLane said drvly, "She was a friendly girl.”

"You're noc dkktnL me if anvehing hdw fid!l]h.,TIEd
to her,” the man behind the desk said, “Apparently
Miss Janicek's wellare doesn't concern you as much
as your wife's."

“Should it McLane asked.  Aler o moment, he
asked, “Has anything happened 1o her:”

The elder man ignoved the guestion.  "When was
the last time yon saw Miss Janicek,” he demanded.

“Abour an hour ago, getting off the bus”

"Where did she go2”

“Into the station.™

“And when was the last time you. noticed the
middle-aped woman in the print dress, Thr. McLane:”

Mebane thought fora moment, and saidd, 1 really
don't remember. T don't think bllE came as far as St
Louis, but T wouldn’t swear o i

“As a mautter of fact, her name is Peterson and
she lelt the bus about a hundred miles east of Cine
cinmiti,  How does it happen that you recall the one
case so clearly and the other not at all?”

McLane laughed inveluntarily, “H you'd seen
the two ladies together, you wouldn't have to ask.
Even college teachers are human, Mr, North.”

“I'm glad to hear it But you weren't human
enough to offer to help a little givl traveling two
thousand miles across the country by hersell, even
though your destinations were the same, were you,
Dr. McLane?"

“What do you mean?” McLane demanded.

“TI'm alking about the little girl, Cecelia Baxter,
You were the only other passenger on that bus out of

“INow tell me what hrought
sttention, Iir

“1 talked o the young lady
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ashington who was going as far as Albuquergue, Dr.
cLane. You knew the child's destination; it was
printed clearly on the badge she was wearing. Yer
wer & period of almost wenty-four hours you made
mo mave to help her; in faet, 1 have here a report that
states that you seemed anxions w dissociate voursel!
from her in every possible wav., When she cried at a
pest stop you walked out of the bus; at the finst oppor-
sunity, you changed seats away from her. My report
andicates (hat you acted very oddly where the child
concerned.”  Mr, North pansed,  “I gather vou
ave no children ol your own,”

McLane. was silent [or a moment. A kind ol
erse ariger made him answer with strict technieal
gccuracy:  “That is correct.”

Mr, North drew an impatient breath, and glanced
the uniformed man sitting near him.  Lieutenant
an Sant rose and moved 1o the inner door of the
m, apening i,

"Come in, Miss Janicek.”

The ginl stepped into the room. A policeman

showed Linedly hqumE her, closing the door, The girl

wood. where she had stopped, lacing them all with
ary detance. Her face was shiny and her hair

imussed as if she had run her fingers through it heed-
essly. My, North gestured her to a chair,

“You've heard Dr, Molane's testimony,” he said.

t do you think of it, Miss Janicek? Does it agree
with your own recollections:”

The girl pushed the short, untidy hair back from
rface. “Why ask me? You've got all my recollec-
| pomns :!::1-.*:1 On - puper. Oh, all night! Sure, it

Do you have anything else to add?"
Mo damn thing."
“Youstill can't recall where the man in the brown
it left the busy”

o

My, North wirned 0 Mcbane,  “What about you,
‘Dr. McLane?: You've described an elderly man in a

brown suit.  He claimed o have wwo children who
idn’t get ice crewm at four in the morning. Can you
I me how far this mun rode with you"
T'mosorry," MoLane said alter a moment, “No."
“What about the littde pgirl; when was the last
gime you remeinber seeing her?™

MeLune realized that he had no recollection of

the child beyond the lunch stop in a town called
Chillicothe.

"Miss Janicek can do better,” Mr. North told him
when he said as much, “Miss Janicek remembers her
clear o Cincinnut”  He looked [rom one to the
other of them. “Nobody remembers her beyond Cin-
cinnati.  She apparently never got any farther.”
"What do vou mean?” said McLane.
 "Why, the man in the brown suit—a respectable
Cincinnan citizen named Webb—testifies that Mrs:
Peterson lefy the child in his care.  He saw her as far
as Cincinnati, got her something to drink there, and
was looking far someone vaveling larther to relieve
him of the responsibility when a well dressed man and
womin came up 10 claim her.  They said they were
friends of her mother, wha had telegraphed for them
to meet the bus and take Cecelia off 1t and put her on
a plane. Webb was glad enough o turm the child
over to them."

Connie Janicek asked quickly, "Then what the
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hell's wll the Tuss about? 10 the kids being tuken care
of=—"'

Mr, North glanced ar her,  “Mis Janicek, we
have checked with the mother in Albuguerque. M,
Baxter didn't even know the Titde girl was gn Lier wiry
e apparently the child was stuppostd oo stay in
Wishington another wieek, Mrs, Baxter knows. ol no
people such as AMr. Webl desdéribed, and she sent no
instructions 1o anyone,  And the licde girl has nor
tuetied up at the Cincinnati aivport, or anywhere else,
for thar mateer,”

4

AM-.ATT.\' pepssEn young mon who looked like an
suranee salesman or minor exeoutive drove
them to a hotel, in 3 well-polished twovearold sedan
thit could have been the pride of any suburban fam-
tly, but seemed to have a licde wore power under the
hood.  The building at which he deposited them was
an older .one, only part of which was air.conditionod.
The pirl registered fvst, and moved away with a hell.
boy, looking small ad young ind vather shabby in
the ornate lobby. She stepped into an elevatar, which
took her upwand out of sight.  She had not spoken a
word during the ride, nor had MoLane,

He selected a room m the more expensive cate
gory and had o wait lov the elevator to rtelurm: only
one was working at this hour. The airconditioning
met him coldly as he emerged at the proper floor; the
boy carrying his suitcase led him o the proper room,
went thraugh the usual helpful motons, received a
tip, and disappeared.

McLane pulled off his coat and stretched out on
the big double bed, Fe had a bafled sense of having
had o cope with people and situations compleiely
unfamiliar to him: and he also had a nagging feeling,
which he preferved not to analyee, of having failed in
some way. He closed his eves, but despite his weari-
ness sleep wis nowhere near him, He sat up. There
was i telephone on the bedside table. He looked at
it for a moment; and picked ic up,

“"Long distance,” he said, when the gitl at the
switchboard responded,  When the long-listance o)
evator annownced hersell, he said: "1 wane to oall
Bayporty, Manvland. Chesapeake 43707, Make
collect, please.” :

“What 15 your name, sice”

“heLane" he said. “"Pauwl Mclane,”

He waited, hearing the call go through at once,
at this hour of the morning. The bell began o ring
at the Far end ol a thowsand miles of wire: -He pe
minded himsell that the tefephone was v the dow
stairs liall: nevertieless, it seemed an endless e be-
tore a familiar, solt, sleepy voice responded.

"Chesapeake 1-3707" the operator said. Wil
you dccept o callect el from o Mree MeLane i St
Lowrs; Missours”

“What—" The voice faded brielly; them Pat's
came through suddenly stong and clear, "Yes. Yes,
ol course U'll aceept the call. ~ Paulz”
“Hi™ hesaid. "Did 1 wake yous™
“Whit do you think?  It's hve o'clock.™
“It's four here,” he said.  “1'm sorty | woke you,”
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“It's quite all rigiht."

Then she was silent, waiting for him Lo tell her
the reason for this call.

He said, “Are you all right, Pat"”

“OF course,” she said, “Why shouldn't T be”
He did not answer immediately, and she went on,

clearly puzzled: "Is that why you woke me up at this,

hour, Paul? Lo ask if 1 was all right?"  When he still
did not speak, she said:  “Paul?”

“Yes" he said, “Look, I've stumbled into a kind
ob a mess here, A lietle girl who was riding on the bus
seems 1o have disappeared.  IUs very melodramatic,
police and G-Men and everything, I've just heen
through a polite third degree, and 1've been ordered
not to leave St Louis for a day or so. 1 thought you
should koow."

A thousand miles away, his wife said, rather
Blankly: Ol 1 see.” Tresently she went ony "It
sounds terribly exciting.  You're not in any real
trouble, are you:"

“No," he said. “Well, this eall is costing money.
I'd better hang up. [ just thought T'd let you know
I'd be held up here for a while.”

“¥esmshe sadd.  “Yes, of caurse, | L.

e

“Disappeared? You mean—kidnapped?”

“That secms to be the theory,”

Par lesitated.  “How old. .. . how old was the
little eivl, Pawl:”

“Tive or six, T think.”

Neither of them spoke [or a while; then 1'al’s
vaice said briskly, “Well, it would be nice o be able
o help, but 1 don't suppose there’s anything you can
do about i, is there?r  Ler me know il vou need moncy
oranvthing, Should Iwive D, Smith in Albuguergue
that vou've heen delayed?”

“That would be fine”

“Well,” she said,  “Well, thanks for calling "

“It's all right,” he'said. "T'm sorry 1 woke yon”

He hung up slowly, and sat for a while looking
at rhe sealed window, outside of which the sky was
wirning gray with dawn. He could still hear her cool
volce, and he found himself wondering if she had
chosen the words deliberately: [ don't suppose there's
anything you can do about o, is theve? But this was
unlaly to Pac: she was never deliberately unkine. She
had probably long sinee forgotten the words she had
used that morning in the hospital @ yem ago, rying
to help him:  But there wasn't anything you could do,
Paad, weas tirere?

Melane rose abruptly and pulled the shade o
the window, He ondressed, twrned out the light, and
pol iuto bed; but it was some time betore sleep lound
Lim. When he awoke, strong daylight was filtering
into the room.around the drawn Blind, bue the hands
ol his watch did not seem 1o have moved very L, It
took him o moment to comprehend that, sorn out by
the hectic night and the long bus ride that had pre-
ceded i, he had slept over 12 hours.  He wound the
watch, laid it aside, shaved, and ook ashower.

Emeraging from the stall, he lound himsel oon-
fronted by his own image in a long mirror. e
tooked at himsell critically, but the broises had long
since laded, as had the marks of the pe with which
they had strapped him up for the broken vibs; the
smell of tincture of bensoin was no more than an un-
pleasant memary.  The cut in the side of his head
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had healed, the stitches had been removed, and the
hair had grown back over the shaved area, He was,
you might say, as good as new.  There wasn't anything
you could do, Pawl, he thought grimly, Not a damin
thing, Net with the number of martinis you'd had,
therve wasn'l

Diressed, he went downstaivs.  The elevator shaft
and the harel lobby were breathlessly hot after the
coolpess of his room.  He stopped at the large news
stand in the corner and looked over the papers; they
had them from as far west as Denver and as [ar east
as New York and Washingion,  Gincinmati was also
represented.  He bought a Cincinnati paper and one
of the local dailies and then, becanse there was always
something very attractive about a familiar newspaper
when vou were away [rom home, he bought the Wash-
ington paper that was delivered 1o their house in Bay-
wort every morning, @ copy of which was probably
}_yitlg on the end table in the living room right now,
it PPac hail not used it for wrapping the garbage or
stuffing around a wedding present o be sent o some
friend; it had once been a Limily joke, the way the
morning paper seemed to melt away durving the day
so that there was often nothing left ol it by the time
he got home at night to finish reading i,

MeLane winced at the thought,  There had been
very [ew [amily jokes during the past vear: and Pat
had become quite scrupulous in preserving the paper
for him imtact and unrumpled, 1o was undoubtedly
waiting for him at the end of the livingroom sola
right now, just in case he should happen to walk m at
this, his usual time lor coming home.  They had been
very careful of each others’ feelings of lae, treating
each ather with the meticulous respect ol stwangers
[orced by cireumstances to Hve in the same house:

He put the thought of Pal out of his mind: there
was nothing o be gained by dwelling upon what he
had had and lest. But "lost” was hardly the word, he
reflected: “thrown away” or “destroved” was more
like it. The Providence that was supposed to look
after drunks and damn fools seemed not o have been
around that night a year ago: ., . The memory, as
always, sent a small tremar down his spine; he could
again see the headlights lurching towards them around
the curve, and feel the wheel kick viclously in his
hand as the rvight front tive left the pavement. He
sat down quickly on the nearest chair, and forced him-
sell to open and examine the Cincinnati paper, star-
ing at the newsprint until the unwanted images
Facleel.

The paper he held carried no mention of u little
wirl abducted from the Cincinnati bus station: nor did
the St. Louls press print the story, He lebt the two
papers in the chair, and carried the lamiliar Washing-
ton daily mto the aivconditioned caflee shop to read
in a more leisnrely lushion witlh a deoughnut and a
cup of coffee,. The headlines, and the news associared
with them, held his attention for a lew minutes, al-
though the world situation was, as usual, quite beyond
the understanding ol a trained and logical mind.
Vau'd vun thimgs o lod better, no dondit, he 1old hime
sell drvly, and he was about to turn to his favorite
columnist on the editorial page, for enlightment, when
a chopped-ofl item in a lower corner caught his eye
It had the look of having heen inserted at the last
wossible moment,  Melane vefolded the paper so that
Le could read it more conveniently.,
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CHILD FEARED MISSING IN TORTURE SLAYING
Wastimeros, Jun, 20 (AP}: Fear for the satety of
eurly-haived  Cecelia Baxter, 5, was expressed  todlay
by police officials investigatiog the murder of her
father, Churles Baxter, whose hrutally heaten lady was
pecovered from the Totomac River Tast night.  The
child; deseribed as wenring a vellow deess aml bade
ribibon, was list seen (P £, ool )

MecLane turned the page, and found the proper
column.  The child had last been seen, according to
the reporter, leaving Baxter's apartment with her La-
ther, who had been carrving a small suitease.  This
had been quite late ar night. The police had nor yet
determined where the two had been gomg; when
Baxter was next seen, early the following morning,
he was dead. ‘The river was being dragged in the
vicinity of the place where the body had washed
ashore, The police were investigating possible mo-
tives For the murder.

Melane wlanced at the top of the page, and
realized that the date printed there was yesterday's:
today's paper had not yet reached St. Louis from the
East. 'I'ULI{u}- it would be known that Charles Baxter
had put his lictle daughter on a wanscontinental bus
before being killed: and that she had come as Lar west
as Cincinnati, and had disappeared. It would be
known, but perhaps the news was not being released
vet, tor reasons of strategy,  McLane had no idea
what powers of censorship the police and F.B.L had
in a vise like chis,

The story eleared up a point that had disturbed
him since the previous evening: how the authorities
had pot on the wail so quickly, when even the child’s
mother had been unaware of what had happened.
They had obviously been looking tor the little girl
long betore she was kidnapped, as o lactor in a muy-
der case, ., Melane frowned ar the thought,  Cnly
that? he asked himself, only wuvder? Somehow 1t
secmed as if oo much was being made of one obscure
dead man fshed out of o viver.  He found himself
thoughtfully studying the printed name, Charles Bax-
ter. 1t was an ordinary name; the surname, Baxter,
by itsclf had meant nothing w him, earlier.  But the
combination, Charles Baxter, seemed vagunely familiar.,

He thought he eould recall reading it in a newspaper

before, in some unsgvory connection,

He tried to recapture the memory, but it eluded
him,  Leave (f alore, he told himsclf, o it was in the
papers, the F.B.1. will Rnow about . They don't
need youwr help. Don’t iy to play delective; there's
nothing you can do. The final phrase repeated iselt
in his head, unpleasantly, There isn’t anything you
et do, i therer Theve wasn't anything you could
de, Pawl, wwas there?

Abruptly he rose and climbed out ot the booth,
dropped 25 cents on the table, and walked out of the
place.  The heat ol the lobby enveloped him damply.
He hesitated, stood tor a moment in thought, uncer-
tain; then moved to the telephones behind the desk,
picking up the one marked INSIDE CALLS ONLY.

“I"d like to speak to Miss Janicek," he said when
the switchhoard operator responded,  “Miss Constance
Janicek.™ 1 didn’t know the reem number.

Presemtly the oivl’s vodee spoke in his ear. The

telephone made her sound adult and sexy and
quite different from the frienully young person he
remembered.  He was annoved w find himselb per-
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spiring a little more profusely than could be accounted
for by the temperature of the bootlh

“This is Paul McLane, Miss Janicek,” he said,

“Panl what?"  She sounded momentarily puseled.
“Oh, Mac"

“On the bus” he said. “Remembers”

“Sure,” she sald quickly. "Why, sure. What's on
your mind, hMac:"

"Drinner,” he said,

"Whats"

Oy omdnd”

“Oh,” she said. “You're asking me to have dinner
with vous"”

MeLane said, “Well, we're both stuck here until
they tell us we can leave, Miss Janicek: and it seemed
tome .. Besides, there's something 1'd like 1o discuss
with you, about the little girl who was kidnapped.
Have you seen vesterday’s Washington paper:  Ic's ap-
parently quite an involved affair; and 1 thought if we
compared notes, so w0 speak, maybe we could come u
with something usetul.’”” He konew that he had put it
Badly, Ttsounded like a lame excuse: a belated effore
to plare the invitation on a business hasis.

Connie Janicek langhed. “Okay, Mac,” she said.
"You twistod wy arm,  Give me twen minuies o get
dressed, and Il meet vou in the lobby,"

Emerging lrom the booth somewhat shaken by the
ordeal, McLane took the elevator o his room and ex-
changed his sports shirt for one that would accommao-
date a necktie. When he returned o the lobby, 10 min-
utes had passed; half an hour later; the girl appeared.

d

rowarcHED her step out of the elevator and stand
I I there 4 moment before catching sight of him.
The change in her appearance wids Impressive,  She
was wearing a dress of some erisp, attractive blue
material: the neckline was square and low,  Her shoes
were white and b very high heels. With her short,
unruly hair and street-urchin [ace she looked just a
little Tike the neichborhood rombaoy all dvessed up for
a birthday party; but MclLane could not help noting
her cleavage and that the high heels made her legy
and ankles look slim amd aweactive. He rose o greet
her:

“Ten minutes!” he said severely,

she laughed at him. “"Now, now, doesn't your
wife ever kecp you waiting?”'

She planced at himy “And alking about wives,
how's she going to take your having dinner with a
stray blonde"”

MeLane grinned. ~“Who's going to tell her, Miss
Janicek:"

“Don’t kid yoursell, Somchody always does.”

He stopped grinming. " Just between you and me,
Miss Janicek, 1 doubt that my wife is going to be
greatly disturbed by anything she hears about me”

“Take that, eh*"

“Like that,” he said,

“wWell " she said, "that's nice [or you."

“Is i7"

She glanced at him sharply.  “Well, maybe not,”
she conceded, “if you still go for che girl.  But buy me
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a drink helore you start telling me your troubles.
Dion't nithe e stined out here Inoking symprthetic”

Melane Linghed and, taking her armn L1 S0
what gingerly fashion, guided her into the cockiail
fonnee, which had the wsual ineffectual lighting, so
that they hud to [eel their way 1o an empty booth. A
walter came aver o take their order,  Connie Janicek
asked Tor bourban ald-tashioned,

“wone lor meS MoLane said,

[ lie wivl vatsecd Doy evelwows, as Lhe willel mroved
avy,  "Whar givesd  On the wagon:”

“Ddon't dhrink, Wiss Janicek.” Molane saiil.

Shic wvas studying him curiously in the dim Lo,
“You're o funny bird, Prolessor. You don’t drink and
vou told that suy laust night you den't drive a car.
Are vou off cigarettes and women, tos:  What's the
et When he did not speak ar onee. she Linghed
andd sardd, 0, all rielag bt Forv the lose of Wik stap
calling me Miss [anicek, as i T owis one ol your stu
dents or somethine,  Now, what's this about the
Washington papers and comparing notes—or was tha
just ot come-ony 11 sa, you didn't need it Litle Con-
nie's:n sucker: for & bree meal”

Fle said, rather stiffly, “T0 wasn’t aocome-an, Miss
er—Conmie.”  He ook the [olded newspapey fram s
pocket, passed it o her, and wiatched her locate the
it and vead ie Well! he said ac lase, Uwhie do
you think:"”

Shie refolded the paper slowly and pushed ic aside
tor make room tor the drink the waiter placed belore
her, “Damned iF 1 know,!” she saiid, Tt [onks like dhe
ki's in renl trouble, all righe, Do vou think mavhbe
shies o witness 1o the killing, or something: That
cornld heowhy she was stialehed ofl the bus, so that she
conleln't tell whe moevdered hoer dad”

Melane shaok loshead, T don't chink se. That
child hadn't just come [rom watching: her lacher
betng beaton to death. She was just a normal litele
givl, w lictle Trightened at viding on oo bus with a lot
of stemgers, but no more than that,  Nao E'lvt'.-}'{rm'vf}r([
is zoing o watch a murder and keep guiet about it to
twelve hours,  She'd have told the livst sympathetic
persan she met all about it she couldn’t hive helpod
hersell””

Connie glanced at him oddly. "For a guy whe
Trasi't any ki, you talk like vou koew a 1ot about
thiem, You did tell that B chavacter no kids,
didn’t vom?”

Mebane hesitated, but there was no alwernative,
I e wanted this gicl’s hielp, he would Dive o be
horiest with her about his motives,  He licked his
lipas,

1 odiddnte tell Mr. North we'd never had one.”

SOR

“He'll have been sis this [all)” MeLane sod even-
Te. "Ouly, about o vear ago | had a hulde too mueh to
drink one night apd smashed up che car aned killed
ham.”™

Alrer he bad spoken, it oecured to him that he
had never twold this to a stranger betore: as a matter ol
fact, be had never really talked about it to anyone
except the police.
that night, had of course been informed ol what had
happened lonyg before he regained constiousness in the
hospital,  He had seen the knowledge in her eyes when
she wis at last allowed into the room the [ollowing
morning.  She had made the one try at pretending

78

Pat, who had remained at home

it the accident lad Loen inevitable under the eir-
crnstincess e et anythog yoar contd do, Poul.
Bt they had both known it wies only pretense, There
was always something o man confed dor he could at
least stav Fome il he wis oo dinnk o odiive acar
salelv.,  They hud pever diseussed i again.

Satts why 1 odoult whether my wile s greatly
interested inowhar happens wome, Connde,” he sl
“I must say that 1 ully sympathize with her point of
AT e

The girl leoked at him for o moment.  Her voice
was tquite sentle when she spoke.  “How did it
Baprpens"

“We'd had a cocktail party at home” e seemerd
strange o be putting it o words, at lase, aler the
vime that had passed. 10 0 smiallsh house, ust twa
hedraoms upstairs, and woel leln liccke Paul with some
people living a few miles outside ol wwn so that we
could wse hoth raoms [or e coats and has, Adeer-
wards, 1 drove out to get him, although Pat sugeested
sending a taxi, or calling up and having them keep
him all night=—"

Connie said, “11 bet she wished she'd kept guien”

“Whats" Le said, startled.

ST omean, il she loved vou, she'd lecl that way,
She wouldn't want you thinking she wis saying | wld
you so, would sher Notabout a thing like ehie™

It was an ddea that had noteccurred o him,  He
frowned ar it aond dismissed 1L “Anyway, | msiated
that | was perlectly soler,  Famous st wonds"”  He
drew a long breath, “TL happened on the way home,
ol course. It couldn’t happen while | was alone in
the cart™

After a while, the zirl said, “So that's why you
won't drink or drive.”

Mebane nodeded,

She glanced at him shrewdly,  “And nowd” she
saicl. “Do you leel you've let annther kid down, is
that ity Ts that why you've got a ven ta play detective
all of a suddenz”

Her attitude  displeased him, He said raher
sharply, "Well, L did let the child down. 1 kiew she
wits going 0 Albuguergue, Tt wonlin't have hore me
to make o small effort to seo that she got there sately,
instead ol avoiding her beciose she ceminded me ol

Perhaps 10 1 had, she would be home righe now,
instend of wherever she is”

Connie shook her head quickly, “You'ie dicam-
ing, Mac, Suppose vou'd wricd to help her, so whats
You'd have rned her over to these charaoters in Gin-
cinmati, wouldn’t vou, just like the other puy clidl?
You had no reason to think there was anything wrong,
Auel even if vou had, these are tough epes. They've
already killed one guy., What could you huve done
againat them:”

Mebane said, “Would you mind not uwsing that
particular phrasez  There's always something @ man
can do—il he doesn't let himsell get oo drunk to
de 1"

The girl shrugoed her shoulders.  "Okay, Pro-
fessor. 1 it makes you leel good to kick yourselt, whe
am [ to stop yous”

“I'm not—"

She said, “Sure you are. 1 puess you're just the
type. First you take an accident—okay, so you were a
lictle tight—vou take it and twist it into something
like you'd murdered your kid with an axe. And now
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you're making a4 thing out of the [act rhat you hup
pened to be riding on the same bus with o brat that
oot hersell kidnapped. Well, some guys just like ex-
ercising their damn consciences, | guess,"”

McLane started to speak angrily, and cheched
himsell.

“Serewballs!” the givl satd. “Always 1 ger the
serewhallsl  Nosw [ suppose you want me to try 1o
remember if there was anytlung the kid said or did
that might give you a clue with a capital K, so that
vou can put it into higher mathematics and figure out
where they've keeping her, and then we'll both go out
andl rescue her ke one of those Mister and Alrs, teams
on TV, Well, 'msorry, Professor. Number Oner 1
cant't help vou, 1 told all T know ta the cops; T oan’t
think ol anvthing else. And Number Twor Ti T did
think of anvthing else, I'd eell it to that smoothie from
the F.B.I. It's his racket, baby: it isn't yours.” She
drained the contents of her glass, and langhed. "Well,
I guess 've talked myself out of a dinner.  Thuanks fo
the drink, anyway,”

He watched her rise. His anger died away as
quickly as it had come; and he knew that she was
quite right at least in one thing: his idea of plaving
detcetive had been a foolish one.  Besides, he would
be unbearably lonely if she lefr

“No' he said.  “Wair”

She turned, reaching for the white purse lj,'ing an
the table, “"Look" she said sharply, "I just don't
want to talk about chat kidnapping any more, not
even over a fve-buck steak. It happens [ don't feel
any too good abour it mysell 1 could have given the
brat more of a1 hand than | did.  But I don't fool my-
selt there's anything 1 can do about it now except wait
it out and answer the questions.  And I don't tvant to
_r.]]x:nd an evening spinning fancy mathematical theories
dbout it, Professor. I[ vou're going to make like
Philo Vanee; count me out.”  She picked up the purse,
hesitated, and looked back, with an abrupt, mischiev-
ous grin that illuminated her face, making her loak
very young, and at the same time disturbingly wise
and experienced, “Now, if you just wanted to spend
a night on the own, since there’s nothing better o
da, it might be a different story,”

Alter a moment, he laughed and rose to join her.
“Mavhe that's what T had in mind from the start,” he
said wryly.

6

T was weLL after midnight when they returned to
I the hotel, and the air was quite cool and a liccke
dumyp with mist From the river. McLane paid the
mxi-driver amd followed Connie inside with a sense
of coming back to reality. It had been quite an eve-
nitg for o man who had allowed himsell very lew
pleasures lately, He [elt a lictle guilty, as if he had
betraved a memory by enjoying himsell. The girl's
dress rustled soltly beside him as they walked o the
elevirors together. x

"Which Hloor?" he asked.

Ak, she sand.

There was no operator at this hour, MeLane
I):'Eﬁﬁ(!nl the buteon, and the doors closed,  Connie in-
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spected hersell in the mirrow ol her purse, touching
her hair lightly where it was a lictle motse and disar-
ranged at the emple from dancing,  They did not
speik,  There wis between them the constrame that
alwitys comes twoa man and woman who hive hud 2
vood time together, when the moment urrives for end-
ing the evening on a suitable now,

The elevator doors slid open.  MeLane stepped
asicle to ler the girl out, ad followed her down the
hadl,  She stopped before o door, and ook a key lrom
her purse.

Meolane cleared his throat,
marriws”

She pave him oo quick. rather surprised glance,
“Aren't vou coming in:"

“Am I

She said, almose irrimi)hl_.-, “Suit vourself, babw.
i having another drink; you can watch me.  Or vou
can have a glass of water, O you can go to hell”
She grinmed to erase the sharpness of the words,

He said, uncomlortably, "You don’t have to—I
mean, 've had a fne time, Conne. You don't—er—
owe e anyehing, if that's what—"

Her quick laughter stopped him,  “Mag, you're
sweet,” she said, taking his arm. "Come on in and
keep me company anel give your chivalry a rest.”

The door closed behind him,  He witched her
set her purse on the dresser and cross to the open suit-
case at the foot of the big bed that took up most of the
space in the roem. He wis a littde shocked when she
drew out a pint Hask and carried Qv fnge the Dath-
room; the thought of a voung girl waveling with a
bottle ol liquor in her luggage jarred his sense of
propriery.  She came oud, after a4 moment, with o
heavy hotel tumbler half flled, sat down on the bed,
and reached down to pull off her high-heeled pumps.
She was not wearing stockings; and the J:'culuvaii ol her
shoes mave her al once a rather disconcerting look of
being only partially dressed.

“That's better,” she said, wrigsling her naked
tocs, One ol these days I'megoing to move ta a South
Seas island and spend the rest ol my [ife barefoot,
Toss the junk off that chair and make yoursell com-
fortable, baby, You're a married man: don’t let a
little lingerie scare you"”

He hesitated, leeling awkwird nonw that he wis
in the room, e spw that Conmie was walching him
with that mischievous, shghtly mocking grin she had;
and e understond thar che reference w his marriage
hae been deliberate.  She koew quite well that he
Lound the situation disturbing.  She was teasing him,
He laughed, put her belongings on the suitcase, and
sut clown on che chair,

She said larily, "Don’t fidget, Mac. Nobody's go-
ing to pop i the door with a camera, Your reputa-
tion is safe in my hands, | wouldn't compromase you
{or the world.” She tasted her drink and Feaned back
against her clbows, "1 vou wiant some, help yoursel.,
The staff's right there, and there’s another glass an
the shelf,™

He satd, “Thanks juse the same,  1'd berer
nat,”’ )

“Ir'sa hell of an hour to be cold sobor,” she said,
“But suit vourselt, | wonldn’t want to contribute w
vour delinguency, baby, not ene lictle bit'" He did
nat respond to the jibe. Alter a moment she went on:
“You're a funny guy., You're not really an alky, are

Wil 1 osed yoo o

9



your 1 meun, you can handle it all vight if you have
to, can’t yous'!
Aelane satc dryly,
wise, Connie,”
She slinok her head,  "You know what | mean,”
He said, T know, No, I'm nor a compulsive
:tlmhulit L
s |n>1. mmthu Way OL LILLIH{L:I voursell dround
the Waock, 1sn't |tf "shesald, “For ht'mn i dmn fool.”
“Why, ves,” hesaic, 7'l guess that's [Mlli‘u EHE
rect, it least. LFor Irf'm;_, a criminal damn fool,”
¥ I'he Car, wong
I suppose so. Or pr:_rlnq.u-' 1 just don't trust my
sebf o drive Any loneer.”
O perhs t|;-. you just dom't truse voursell, period.”
E-'Il._ Langhed,  *You should have been o psye hia-

“The evidence indicates other-

Lrist.’”

“What are vou o goeing o Albuguergue Tor, any-
want'" she asked.  "Deuer jobd Or just a change of
LT R

He said, “Hothy T guess”

“ls your wile coming out W join youd”

"Whit do vou meand”

"Esshies!

He looked at her lor a moment. "1 don’t know,™
Lhe saged, “Umonoe sure.” Alter o while he went on:
“Probably mol 1 think it's anlikely.”

"Breaking 1t up, ehz”

“Well, nothing's been said, bul it scems w be
invclicared.”

“WWhat's she like, Mace”

“Paiz"  The guestion sturtled. him,  “"Why, Pat
sl Bue there was no oway 1o deseribe someone you
kaew oo well and loved too much, whose happiness
you had descroyved in one moment of incredible foally.
Besicles, he did not want to talk about Pat o this
harelooted and shghily oxicated voung woman,  He
siw thut Commie was grinning aoain, a little mali-
ciously, reading lus I|1Ull“]1|‘i

Flave you sot a picture of hers OF course,” she
sadel, U ivs oo sacred o show dround !

She wus getting o great deal of plL’ﬂ.bllIL’ out of lis
discomlort, he rellected wrvly: undoubtedly he seemed
very stully w her,  He took oue his -.-.1II=3|. apened 1t
L the proper section, and passed it across. "I not
much ol a picture,” he said. 1 waok it abour three
yverts noo. We drove over o Ocean City for the diy,
That's . . . Paul digging in the sand”

Connie studied the snapshot carefully, "Somne-
body’s been feeding me the wrong dope” she said at
last, 1 thought all college teachers’ wives looked like
cither cows or hiorses”  She passed the waller back.
"You've pot something there, Professor.”

“1 had something there,” he corrected her, adding
divly, "Pac would be glad o know that vou approve
] I 4T

Connie laughed, “Mac, your wile wouldn't give
one fittle damn lor anvihing | rlmught about her,
andd vou know it To her [u:l be just a dead-cnd kid
you picked up in an alley somewhere”  She grinned
at liim cheerfully, “You look at me and the Arst thing
youl think ol is whether 'm setting you up for the old
badger game,  Your wile would look at me and wor-
ter how often 1 swashed my underwear.”” Her grin
widened., "“Don't brood about it, Protessor. That's
lite in this demoecracy. I don't want o marry you,
cither. I know when I'm out of my class”
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There wis enough euth in her words to em-
barrass hinm, and he could think nothing. e say.
He shinced at the waller in his hane, aned started to
put it away, Connie gestured towirds it and added
shh

“That's something else vou're siving up:"”

The  situation  was |::,{_1r|1!1rl:_; untenable. He
could not help seeing a mental picoure ol the two ol
them o the small voom late at night: the aivl sprascled
indecorously acress the hotel bed in an ationde that
could not but be called sugoestive, the man sieting
upright on the lone chair, sober and respectalile and
uneisy, answering questions abour his home life. He
realized that she was deliberire Iy making i Fool of Tuim
for her own amusemcne, and rose.

“Leaving, babye” she asked, sitting up

“T'd beeter go. IUs guite late” The mockery in
her eves annoyed hing  He el a need o qustily hime
sell to this g[;'i: w prove himsell.  But he hid stupidly
allowed himsell 1o e maneuvercd anto o posiino
where the only logicil prool was out of (he question;
shie was, alrer all, st o kid, and he had @ wite with
whom he was still very muoch in love, even il e Tl
forfeited all vight to her respect and. aftecton: Thewe
was nothing o do but withdiziw it an ovderly Fashiion.
“Grood night, Connie,” he said.

She laughed, and came close w him,  They faced
each other for a moment, Without her shoes she wis
considernbly shorter tum she had heen, daneing,  She
had 10 look up o him, She touched the Lapels aof his
jucket: then quickly rased hersell on tiptoe and kissed
L om the month,

“You're off cigorettes pol weanen, ton, babw™ she
murmured.  Her eves were bright and knowing,

“"Conmie—"

Her arms went around his neck, and her dips
fooud his mouch againg lishily ae frse, ceasimgly, and
then with & [rank invitation thar was cchoed by the
pressure ol her body,  He answered the kiss, &1t
there was nothing else o do thar would nol make
them Botl look ridienlous: le Felt by dvaw away,
sensing his reserve and cispleased by i The slight
hint ol resistance seemed 1o rigger a violent and
Fricheening reaction inside him that he was (uite -
abile to conceol; Tor some moments he had ne desive 1o
control it He pulled her to him roughly; she made
i protest, but responded with equal urgeney. When
he veleased her at last, shaken aned ﬁlmrkul it Dotk ol
them, she smiled up a1 him tightly,

“lhat's bettey, 1sn't it2" she gasped, T hat's bet-
ter than Iving in rhe room across the hall in it cue
little house of yours, looking at lhr_ Mickey MMouse
witllpaper, o is ¢ Donald !'JuLL

“H{m died vou knows" His 'l.-ﬂll..ti was harshe

“Baby, :,uu_su pot that hungry look a girl Hike me
can spot six blocks away on a La*rs,‘r\ dlary.’

They were both adults now, on an eqqual tooting,
anel there was no world outside the four walls ol e
hotel room and no peaple in the world escept the two
ol them, She came o him again; they kissad more
sently this time, almost playtully, holding themselves
in check, prolonging and perfecting the moment.
Holding her, he could feel the violent beating of his
heart, and, he thought, of hers,

“You're wrong in one thing, Connie,"”

“What's that, habye”

"The willpaper. ItUs Hopalong Cassicdy,”
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She laughed soltly, and pusbed at him, wrning
slightly aside when he set her free. "Let me jusc gee
out of this damn dress belfore vou wreck i

The small hint of procticality broke the spell.
The surging wave of emotion passed on, leaving him
stnding theve awkwardly witching a girl he barely
kuew strugeling with the small, refractory buttons of
her clathing, with ingers made a licele elumsy by oo
much drink. He heard her swear irnitably ander her
breath. The delity, and the reason for it were much
too Lamdline: Tie was o married man amd he had been,
here betore,. There were always clothes to be removed,
precautions o be taken, doors to be locked in vase
the child should wake up. ... He shivered abraptly.
The desive was still with him, but this was the wrong
woman.  He was still paving [or one moment of heed-
lessness; he could not add another to the bl He
stepped hack,
"Connie,” he said. "Nao."
She looked up sharply, unbelieving, e knew a
guick vemorse, and thooght bitterly that he could not
scemm to do anything rvight, these days. He conld not
even take a pirl out to dinner without ending up hurt-
ing aml humiliaring her.

“T'm sorry,” he said,
here.”
Lie moved o the door. She was quite seill be-
hind him. He did not want to look: back; but a
choking sound made him turn in the doorway,
Connie was laughing at him: laughing o hard
her eyes woere wet,  “Go back and tell Mr., North—"
She had to gasp tor breath, “Tell that F.B.L smoothie
next time not to send a boy to do a man’s jobl”

7

HL-. STAren AT ner, dumbfounded, resenting the
ridicule, but far fvom {-mnln'{-hz-:uling what lay
behind it. There was some misunderstanding here,
obviously: and he took o step back into the room. An
 expression of startled regret crossed the pirls lace;
amd he realized that she had not intended this scene
at all. She had acted and spoken impulsively, to pay
him back for his rejection of her; now she was wish-
ing she had let him oo his way unpunished. Buc it
was toa late, and she llung back ber bead and laughed
A,
“Hell, Tthought you were going through with it
fike a livle soldier, Professor, It must be tough to
have a conscicnce, How did he talk you into it, any-
ways I suppose he got you thinking you were respot-
sible for what hud bappened; it was up to you w help
fix it. They must be reafly scratching the botom of
the barrel when they have o pull siray college teach-
ers ofl the strects to do their divey work!™
AMeliane had insunceively closed the door behind
him, afradd that her unguarded voice would wake the
occupants of the neighboring rooms.
lle said, "“Connie, | haven't the shightest 1dea
what you're walking about”  This was not the exact
rruth, since her words were to some extent self-
explanatory,

The amusement drained trom her Face, leaving it
pale and angry, “Don't give me that! Hell, 1 knew

"1 shauldn't have come in
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what was cooking the minute you called me up. Guys
like you don't ask girls like me out to dinner just to
dance and talk, For that, you stick to your own kind
of people. Whe did you think you were trying to kid,
anyway?  Little Connie’s been around.,  An educated
sap like you spends money an a givl Tike me [or only
one thing,  And when 1 offered vou that, you wouldn't
take it 1 wasn't even good enough for that, in your
book,  Which means you were roped into the deal
from the stare”

lle was startled by her bitterness, and by the
sense of inferiority that he had not dreamed lay be-
hind the easy manner she affecied,

"Connie”  he  protested, “Connie,
trone”

She laughed harshly, “There were times | was
almost sorry for you, it was so damned easy to make
you syuiri,  Stick to teaching, Professor,  You're a
lomsy actor,  Although that sob story about your little
boy was kind of cute, I'll hand you that, ., Ckay,
so it's true. 5o what?  Did yon veally think 1 was go-
ing to tall for that line about your wanting me to find
the kidnapped brat so you could atone for your s5ins?
How stupnd can vou geez”  The lsughter came again,
a short, unl_:lm-.'mi[ soumd. Well, you didn’t leara
anything, did your You can’t help them pin a damn
thing on me, can you: Hell, you'te mr gold-plated
alilis you wore sitting right beside me all the time we
were in Cincinnatl, You can prove 1 didn't kidnap
anvbody; didn’t make any phone calls; didn't even go
to the john. .. . You can go back to the guy behind
the desk and tell him you werent up to the ussign-
ment. But you'd better wipe the lipstick off, or he'll
be serding somebody to investigate you, next.”

McLane took his handkerchict trom his pocket
and scrubbed his mouth deliberately o give himself
time to think, while he studied the girl in front of him,
trying to understand what she had revealed o him:
thae, having reason to belicve herself suspected by the
F.B.L, she had jumped o the conclusion that he had
been sent to spy on her,  This was disconcerting
enough; but her attitude suggested that the auchorities
miipht have good grounds for their suspicions.

[t wias o shocking discovery w make abour a girl
he hiad racher liked, a givl he had kissed; it made a
lie and a mockery of the pleasant evening they had
spent together—ol their whole relationship, in fact,
since she had made it plain that even her previous
[viendliness had not been the simple and narral thing
it had seemed at the time.  Apparently she had played
up to him on the bus in a clonlated move o protect
hersell against tuture suspicion; and the face thay she
hadl ehought it necessary to do so was perhaps the most
damning evidence against her.  If she had known from
the stare that she would need an alibi i Cincinard, . ..

The rwelephone rang, shattering the strained si-
lence,  They hoth looked at the instrumene guiltily,
like children who had been waiting to be scolded for
making too much noise,  Connie reached for it as it
rang a second time,  McLane watched her snatch ic up;
woman-like, she paused o give her touseled hair a
quick shake and g, as if to make hersell presentable
[or the person at the far end ol the wire, belare she
spoke.

“Hello," she said, and listened, and spoke again,
impatiently, with a glance towarcds MoLane: “Listen,
I've still got company. . . . Oh”

that's not
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Her expression  became  suddenly  Dlank and
wooden, She seated hersell slowly on the bed, listen-
ing poker-faced, while one hand buttoped up the
partly open bodice of her dress.  Finished, she reachecd
for a cigarette and lighted it, and spoke at last, tone
lesaly.

“Okay, T've got

She put the telephone down, Melane, waiting
Tor her attention o retarn o him, watehed her draw
decply at the cigarette and crush it out with aosmall,
stabbing motion against the ashivay on the bedside
tabile,  She arose without looking ac him, located and
stepped inw her white puiips, and moved too the
dresser without glancing aside. But he knew she was
conscious of his presence by the way she walked, high-
hecled and l}l'uw'r:_';u;ii..'::, Thos s prer, she scemed o
be sayine silently, ¥his ix the veal e, baley, 10 was
nol o walk a givl would waste anoan cmpey hotel roon,

He watched hor stop at the dresser amd take a
cleansing tissue fram the purse she hadd lele theve, She
wiptd her Hips clean, and dehned them neatly seich
lipstick, and put the lpstick away. When she turned,
there was a gun in her hand.

MeLane konew o anoment ol complewe, incred-
ulons imm’:_- s Lhe wenpon sceadied: he had lesrmied
enough about hrearms during the war to be very much
alraicd of them, particularly in the hands of prespon.
sible persons, It seemed lor o moment as if the girl
had taken leave of her senses; as il h]'{:-t:din:,ll' over ler
injured pride all during the irrelevant telephone con-
versation, she had managed w0 work heselt wp w a
viglent revenge,  Then she smiled,

“Are you sl here?” Her voice was quite lowd,
“What the hell are you waiting avound lor:  The
show's over; bear iul”

There was o tolal discrepaney hetween the words,
her expression, and the gun, Mclane started o speak,
but e W T jerked in sharp 'u:urning. Clonrie
shook hier head and gestured cowards the door, Me
Lane turned slowly and put his hand on the knob,
The gun touched him in the back, checking him.

The girl spoke again, still in the loud voice that
seemied to be intended for someone else. "Aren’t you
g:}[ng o say good night, Professor:”

Instiner warned him o obey her scropulowsly
until he gained ac least o measure of anderstanding,

“Cenoed night, Conmie,” he said withowt turming
his head.

“ADL, get lost!™ she cried,

The gun nudged him,  He opened the door and
hlL‘l.JPE.‘l.J. out jnwo the hall. The girl’s dress made a
sound like dry leaves, close behind him,  The door
wits pulled out of his hand and closed more hirmly
than wis necessary, Connie laughed sottly, almost in
his ear.

“That'll give them something o think about, if
thev've gor the place wived lor sound!™ she saild, "1
hope they get callowses on their behinds waiting for
you o et down to your roont ..o No, this way, To
hell wich the elevator, Move!™

She wrged him ahead of her down the hall w the
right, and around the coner w oa stairway.  They
were walking last, he moved ahead of her down the
stairs, hearing the muted beat ol her heels on the
carpeted steps above him, and the rustle of her clathe
ing. 'The thought of the gun in her hand—her hnger
probably careless on the t]'lgger-—mudc him ;q};:u'::ht'['t-
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sive lest she should stumble; she had, atwer all, had a
consicderable amount to dreink that evening.,  Then
they were at the ground Hoor, just off the lobby, He
turned instinetively in that direction,

"No, not that way,™ the girl said sharply, behind
B, “Back here”

A lictle protest was in order.  "Connie,” he said,
T don’t understand. Why are you taking me—""

The gun jabbed him i the spine hard enongh w
make him wince. “'Don't argue and don’t ger brave,
The percentage is against you.  Keep moving.”

T'he hall ended 1n a service entrance o the hotel,
Melane pushed it open. Oueside, the mise hied torned
i a fne rain, and a orickle of water man black down
the center of the alley into which they steppreds . They
hurried o the right, towards he streen, MoLang
heard the giel swear beband B as hee high heels Le-
travead her on the rough pavement,

“Eyes front, Prolessar,” she ]:'.u_:T.E:L URecp oy
ing,  Lelt ac the corner.  1'ni putting v iy ooy
Lag, but don’t kid yoursell | can’t shoot o lvom
there . .o Okay, now walk beside me like a good boy”

She wook his arm, and they moved down the side-
wilk together, the purse between then,  Melane had
no doubt thar o the casual spectator they appeared
like an attectionate couple wo engrossed in each other
1o realize thao it was wet oug chere were, howover, [ew
witnesses so late in the evening,  An cccasional ca
wenl past, windshield swipers slappang at the thin
rain,  The shy was a luminous yellow overhead,

The girl threw a quick glance about her, and
pulled him towards one of the curs parked along the
curh, a light sedan, not new.  She jerked the door
QeI

“loside,” she said, "Lhe Key's under the llear
mat. Find it and Fevs get the hell oue of here.”

8

ey RoLLED down the wet strect at o diserect 25
Tmil(:.\; per hour, The gir] sat hall-twrned i e
seiet to look through the rear window; but the gun was
steacly in her hand.,  Presently she drew a long breath,
settled liersell more comlorialily in the sear heside
Mclane, and arranged her dress loosely over her
knees so that, somewhat dampened by rain, it would
not wrinkle oo badly as it dried.  Ar bast she looked
U

"For a guy who doesn’t dviyve, you seem to be
making out okay there, Professor,” she said, a little
mackingly,

e H-i:m:‘.&d at her, startled, suddenly conscious ol
the steering wheel i his hands and the aceelerator
under his foot as strange objects with which he had
had no dealings lov a vear. It had seemed quite nat-
ural e get behind the wheel and drive as he was or
dered; and he had been more concerned with the

roblem of the threatening gun, and the more remote

ut very important queston of what had miotivated
this abduction. Why would anyone want him badly
encugh to have him kidoapped like this, right under
the eyes, apparently, of the F.BEL?

He had no amswer wo this, bu ic sell seemad guite
natural o him w bhe (lri\-'iug. He might never have
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stopped—he might never have had an accident in his
life—for all the emotion it aroused in him now, The
realization made him leel a litle ridiculous, as il a
suspected attack of appendicitis, about which he had
made a considevable fuss, had ourned our o he nath-
ing but a mild case of indigestion. He reminded him-
self, somewhae defensively, that it was not guite as
if Put were sitting beside him in the car. That was,
after all, the reason lie had not been able 1w make
himself dvive-again vight after the accident; a kind of
terrer at the thought of ever again putting himsell in
a position o cawse the death of someone he loved, It
was a reason that did not apply here,

"You're doing swell, Professor,
“But move it along, will your”'

Melane increased the speed by five miles per
hour,  “Where are we going:” he asked.  Instinet
warned him ta display all the expected reactions, even
though neither fear nor curiosity were likely to gain
him sy immediate profic,. “What was that elephone
call, Connit?  Why ar¢ you taking me—:"

“Mever mind all the questions, Professor.”

He suid experimentally, "You won't get away
with this. If the FBIL had a dictaphone in yow
room, as you seemed to think, ic stands 1o réason tey
were also listening in on your telephone conversation,
in which case they know exactly—"

The givl laughed, “II they check on everything
they thought they heard over that phone, they'll have
a busy night,  Didn't vou ever hear ol a coder Now
shut up and warch your driving.,  Left here. Take it
easy over the bridge: we don’t want to be caught
speeding. Take the fivse right on the other side and
keep guing. And don’t forger there's a gun on you,
becavse m not lorgetting it

They were climbing now, and the lights of St
Louis were falling below them on either hand, each
individual Tight given a yellow hilo by the mist. The
steelwork of the bridge rose up around them,  The
river itsell was invisible except in the murky distanee;
bridge designers were apparently all joined in a con-
spitacy 1o place the guard rvail of their strucoures al-
wavs at the point where it could maost efficiently block
the view from the level of a passengercar window,
Uhey valled down the long ramp to the llinais side
and made the proper turn at the intersection: shortly
they were driving through open country, on a con-
crete highway liberally patched with asphale

Connie  said.

“Connie,” MolLane satd alfter a while, “What's
this all abow?  Who was this Charles BRaxter,
anywaye'”

The girl yawned. She scomed to have relaxed
somewhat, now that they were safely across the river,
She said, "Charlie Baxter was a vellow slob.”

MeLane said, “Thank you. That places him ex-
actly.”

“Now, don't per too smart,” she said, “You damn
intellecoual jerks arve always making with the sarcasm,
Charlie Baxter was an intellectual jerk, too. I never

knew him to speak to, but 've seen him around, and

vou could el him by the glasses and the way he was
built, They're all nearsighted from all the reading,
and round-shouldered From bending over “the big
books, "They'll bend your ear all day with a lot of
thearetical gull that doesn’t mean a damn thing. They
talk a great big hight, until the hghting starts.  Baxter
was like all of them, 1 guess. He was red hot until
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things got rough; then he sold ot like the rest ot the
cream-pufls with a lot of talk about his damn con-
science. . . . Hell, they all have the same routne,
Then they testity in front of committees and write
hooks about it and make a lot of money, and every-
hody thinks thev'te just too Drave for words. They
have moral courage. Nuts!  Baxter didn’t have moral
or any other kind ol courage. 'The last thing he did
alive was to throw his kid to the dogs; and he was
supposed to be nuts about the brat.  What kind ol a
puy s that?  First he sells out his friends, people he's
worked with lor vears, people who stood by him and
helped him when he got into wrouble, gave him a job,
even, But he hasn't even got the guts o go chirough
with it; he chickens out and trics to use a five-vear-old
kid to protect himself—his own kid, vet!  And finally,
dammed if he doesn’t doublecross the kid, trying Lo
save his own crummy life, I bet the fish in the Po
tomac had a bellvache for o week.”

MoLane, who had kept his eyes on the road du-
ing this tivade, could not help glancing at his com-
panion now: it seemed thay this givl would always be
alile o shock hime anew.  Her contemptuous words
did not give the complete story ol Charles Baxter, by
any means, but they made her own attitude aned view-
peant abundantly clear, in the light of the political
sitwation in the world, in the Unieed Staces, and in
Washington, 1) O in particular. It was a4 revelation
even more disturbing, in way, thun the di:i['m-f_'ry
that she was involved in o erime, or that she was carry
ing @ gun and was willing w ase it

He drew a long breath, and st inoan even tone:
“That tells me what Baxter was. 1o still doesn't tell
me who he was, 'mosure P've heard or read the name
somewhere.”

“You should have,” she said lazily, She seemed
quite willing to continue the <iscussion, “He was a
teacher, too.  In some high school out West, 1 think.
The school board fired him for refusing to take the
loyalty oach”  She snorted. “Hell, he had msouc
tions to take the domn tool oath; they all have. But
Charlie DBaxrer made with the principles—or mavbe he
was afraid of perjoring himself—and got hooted our
on his tail. Then he went to court abour it. Tt was
in the papers; maybe that's where you saw it,  He lost
the case, of course. Then his wite divorced him; |
guess she hadn't been hip o his extracurricular ac-
tivities. Nobody'd give him another job, natarally.
S0 hnally he came :_'1'111.-.'|i1|g back broke, the way |
heard i and they found something for him to do in
Washington, and he paid them back by trying to
doublecross—"  She yawned abruptly, and looked
around, peering into the darkness on either side, final-
Iy watching the road through the rear window for
more than a minute. “Take it slow, now. How [ar
have we come from the bridger There ought to be a
blacktop road gﬂing left pretty soon. Turn there,
and keep going. We've got a long ways yet, Pro-
fessor.”

She yawned again and, atter a moment, kicked
off her pumps and moved back into the corner of the
seat, tucking her bare feer under her.

“Left_here:” McLane asked, as the intersection
appeared in the beam of the headlights,

The girl nodded, The gun rested on her knee
quite firmly, and despite her obvious weariness her
voice was quite clear when she spoke:  “Left is right,
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Laby, What's the specdometér read now?”  He gave
her the figure and she leuned lovward to cheek it He
made the turn, "Okay, ler her vip,'” she said, " Get
reckless, Proiessor.  Shoot the works, Take her all
the wiy up o forty-hve, even if it kills us.”

They rame out of the low hills near the river inoe
flae frming country that was invisible in the mist and
darkness bue showed ieself nevertheless in the stransht-
ness of the road and in the prosperous look of the oo
casional barn or howse that showed briellv in the
headlights, There was little traflic: they picked up
no one going in the same direction, nor did any lights
appear in the rear-view mirror, An occasional car
passed them going west,  The road went on tor miles
with no abrupt turns and few intersections: just a wet
black ribbon of asphalt rolling steadily into the livde
arca of light in front of them,

The rush of the wind past the car, the vibrition,
and the interminable beating of the windshield wipers,
haed o soporific effecy; and delane had o deliberaely
shift position from tme o tme, and rub his faee and
neck, in order to keep his attention lrom wandering,
e was aware of the wirl hehaving in a similar man-
ner, sitting up straight and fadvlike for a while, then
slumping down on her spine with her legs strecched
out as furas che lmitetions of space would permit,
and finally curling up in the corner again.  He could
not help noting that she became less and less careful
ol the disposition of her dress as the night wore on,

to the decriment ol the surment as well as o el ane's

peace of mind. It seemed unpatriotic and inconsistent
tor a man ol strong beliefs wo lind anyehing atractive
about aogirl who was committed 10 the overthrow of
those beliels, He Hushed in the dorkness as he saw
her grinning at him malicionsly,  Neither of them
spoke, Connie made no move 1o egarrange her skirt
more decorously,  He realized that she was teasing
hime, s confimed his atention w the road for sov-
eral miles, When he looked at her asain, she was
aslecp.

9

S 1HE WA 3TILL cURLED Up In the far corner of the seat,
but her head had lallen back against the rain-
sweplt window beside her and her eves were closed,
She was breéathing evenly and peacelully,. Her haned
wats lax in her lap.  As MceLane studied her warily,
lorgetting his driving for 0 moment, the car drilted
tor the rengh edge of the pavement: the sliche jolting
before he could bring it back to the center of rhe road
jarred the pistol ot of the oivl’s fingers. The weapon
shid across Ber lap and was stopped by a told of her
dress, balancing there precariously.  Another  jolt
would throw it 1o the loor. A sharp application ol
the brakes would pitch the sleeping girl against the
dashboard, stunned and unarmed.

McLime licked his lips, that were suddenly dry
with the responsilalite that hud been thrust upon him,
The decision was his, now.
wide apen, There was no risk to speak of.  He could
overpower the girl in an instant, amd drive o the
nearest telephone, and notify the police and the F.B.1,
and the incident would be closed; closed except Lor
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The road ot escape was.

A0 1'1111301-[:mr fquestions remaining unanswered;
closed except for a little gir] lefe to her fate by a man
who miglt just possibly have heen able to help
her.

This was why he had not et made an eflore o
resist or escape; the hope that e was being taken to
:Iu pliace where the child was being lield. Yet it was

a poor chunee at best, There was, alter all, no indi
cation that Connie was taking him to the sume place.
And even il he was being delivered there, what could
he accomplish-—one inexpericnced man, captive and
weapenless: L'he sensible course was for him 1o mrn
the girl over to the F.B.L in the hope that she could
be persuaded o ealk; now chat she had ineriminated
hervsell bevond all hope ot dental,  TE she could be
forced to give the location of the child’s hiding place,
approprite steps could be eaken by tained men whose
business was law enlorcement, A hideour of kid-
1a pin_n wits handly the |JLELE: tor a moderately Iright-
ened associate prolessor o mathematics,

Tlhe car ran on throveh the darkness under his
automatic guidance. A tewn loomed up ahead, quite
dark excepe bor a hanging light over the main inter-
section; the il stivred at the it lash of illumina-
tion across her face, MceLane glanced at her, and
drew a lomg breath, his decision made.

With his lefe hand he worked the wallet from his
pocket and—after & glance to make sure that Connie’s
eyes were still closed—pushed it out through the ven-
tilator besicde him, [t was at least a gesture towards
leaving a wrail, A wallet was likely to be picked up
by someone, Whether it woulidl reach the police was
another question:

Fle elanced at the sl again, and touched the
hrake tighl‘.l*_,', ju:'il. t'll(illgh s the nose of the car tli[:fm[l
for an instant belore he released the pressure on the
pedal. The liccke square pistol shd ofl Connic’s lap,
Lownced on the edge of the seat, and hiv the Hoor
with a solid thump.

For a moment he was-alraid the noise would not
awaken her, Then she stiveed in her sleep; and her
hand, still resting in her lap, closed and fomaned noth-
ing to grasp. He did not dave watch her further,
Staring at the rowd abewd, he was, however, aware of
her gasp, her startled look at him, and her guick mo-
tion o retrieve the fallen weapon—at which point he
medde w half-hearted stab at the Brake and o belated
lunge, o make his own role seem convincing,  The
muzele ol the gun checked him,

"Back up!” Connie snapped.  “Witch where
you're going: il vou erack us up T'l put a slug through
you, so help me”

e brought the o under control again, The girl
sat up at hev end of che seat, wossed the hair back [rom
her tace and pulled her dress down,  She seemed
shaken by the realication thar she had fallen asleep:
shie dicd nov curl up on the seat again, but pul: her feet
into her shoes and remained sitting upright, slightly
utrned so that she could watch him. e was aware
ol her suspicious regard; ic was clear that she was won-
deving il he could have taken advanmage of her lapse
in some wiy unknown 1o her. Then she looked quick:
ly sround as another chought struck her She studied
the surrounding Blackness, glanced again ar MclLane,
and opened her mouth to ask a question but closed it
again. He drove on steadily, trying to look as meek
anc resigned as possible,
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“What's that speedometer read now?' Conmnie
asked,

He gave her the figure. She made a mental sub-
traction, and looked around again, with obvious and
--mwmn uneasingss,  There were no bindmarks in Lhe
wcr. dar knt_:a outside the car: then a road- |um"tmn s:gn
appeared ahead, luminous in the beam of the head-
lights,

“Slow up,” Connie ordered.

They passed the warning sizn with diminishing

specd. The Hehes picked up an unsurtaced road lead-
ing off w the vight. On the lefr, facing ir, was a
signpast.

“Pull over there,” Connie said, and imtermapred
MceLane's protest sarcasticallve “TF we get pi{:kcti up
for parking on the feft, T pay che fine, Professor. . .,
Can’t you get the lights on iG”

She leaned forward, wiping at the inside of the
windshield in an effort 1o see bewer. Fuiling 1o vead
the sign, she swore, glanced at McLane, pulled the
ignition key out of the lock and, with the gun aimed
at McLane, opened her door and stepped out into the
riin,  Crouching to keep an eve on him, she finally
risked o quick look over the top ol the car, He heard
her say a shortougly, angry word, Then she was hack
i th: car, tossing him T.]n? kew,

Turn it .nmuul " He did as he was told.  “Now
step on it 1 don't want any more of this damn pid-
diing around, seer Raoll ler”

They headed Tack the way they had come,.  Driv-
g faster than he liked, now, through the rain that
was coming down more heavily all che time, Mclane
could no longer give any of his attention to the girl
beside: hina; hur. h{' was, of course, conscious of hf:r
presence, nevertheless. He could feel her tenseness
like an actual pressure inside the car; she was, he knew,
sicting on the edge of her seat, peering through the
wet glass in frone of her, 1t wis obvious that they
had missed a turning while she slept; and that she was
worried aboue it and even, he thought, a litle friglt-
enced.  She had lose some of her avrogane, adult com-
pasure,  Her youth was beginning o show,

"Listen,” she said almost peevishly, "aren’c there
any towns in this neck of the woods, damn 167" When
he did not speak, she glunced at him and said, "Don't
give me the hig freeze, Professar! Did we [riass Lfm:m,l:
t{}wn while T . Did we pass through a wown in the
past halb-hour?”

He was as eager tor her to find the right road s
she was, bt he could not, of course, admit this, “1
don’t remember,” he sabd,

“You're not that dumb,” she said sharply. “You're
a bright hoy. 1 her if somebody handed you a map
l'lf:,hl now you could put your finger right where we
are.  Don't give me that meran act,

He said slowly, "Well, there was a town—""

“Mercer?” she demunded. “Was the name of it
Mercers”

“l1 don’t know thaty” he said ceuchfully, YT
couldn’t see: it was too dark.”

"How [ar back:"

"We ought to be coming to it prety soon.”

A small object on the road glinted in theé head.
lights as they passed; the girl paid it no attention and
McLane did not allow himself to look at it,  Bitterness
assailed him briefly; the one constructive move he had
made had already turned out o be a mistake: the
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watllet he had dropped marked the wrong road, |t
wis not & gosd omen. Then they were reentering
the town.

“Stop at the corper,” Connie saide T wane to
read the damn signs"  He pulled op obediently,  She
cranked her window down; after @ moment she pue it
up again,  Okay, turn left, and keep Learing down,
There's a ways to po vet.” He could sense her relict
as he had sensed her uneasiness: As they roarcd oul
of the town on the new road-—-heading south according
to the reckoning he was keeping in his head—she
looked around lazily and said: “Tsn't this a hell of a
country?  Flaras o board.”

Mcbane glanced ar her and said, "1 suppose that's
as gand & reason as any orher for betrayving iy, Connie.
O have you got 1 hetter one?”

She ignored the remark.  He siarted o speak
again, bur changed hismingd.  Whatever he said would
mitke no impression on the gicl heside him,

"Take it easy now,” Connie said suddenly,  She
leaneed over LU read the 11111-._.1gc “Recp it slow, going
up-the hill™  She cranked hu witnthow dlown, waee he
ing the side of the road, ""That mailbox up there—
ler e vead the name on i

The box was an old one, set upon o leaning post
that threatened to give way at any moment. Lhe let
tering on the rusty on was b 1|r_I1. legilvle:  Joshua F.
Vanderwater, Box 3G, Foute 4.

“That's ic!” the girl eried. There was crinmph
in her volee, almost as it she expeceed him e share
her sense of achicvement, "We've got it made! Wuaech
your step now, el don’t ger any ideas.  T'mooway
ahead of you."

He could feel his heart beating heavily,  He had
never felt quite so alone: and the only hope of as
sistance was a waller lelt behind on the wrong rocd.
But there was :llwu}-'s, he todd himselt, something an
intelligent man could do, sober. At least it was a
thouoht to cling to.

"Do you want me to tum in, Connies"”

“What the hell do you think 1 want:"

He pur the car in genir, and swung it into the dirt
roid showing beyond the mailbox.  The vomd was soft
ancd deeply rueeed: it seemed o continue endlessly
along the crest of the ridge,. They plunged through
aoservics of puddles thae sent sheets of thin mod wash-
ing across the windshicld and coased the girl o swear
and close her window with belted haste. They sar-
mownted o final rise, slewing through deep mud wich
the engine yoaring, found o measure of traction, and
pulled wp on more solid ground among @ cluster of
farm buildines,

“Well:" McLane said.  The road
Farther:

Connie did novspeak ar ance. He sow her look
dubiously around, as if hoping that someone would
come forwand to greet her. The farm seemed 1o be
deserted; even in the darkness 10 was clear that some
of the outhuildings had collapsed and thae there were
holes i the roof t:E the baree The silo wis & vagped,
Black, topless evlinder staring at the wet sky,  The
house iself, partly illuminated by the headlights, was
tremendous. [t was one of those houses that had been
added onto, a wing here and a wing there, as genera-
tions of sons and grandsony brought their wives home
and started families here. Now they had all gone,
somewhere; and there was nothing lett but the empty

went o no
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shells of the buildings and some rusting farne ma-
chinery.

Looking around carefully, McLane saw that this
was not guite all,  There was an incongruous gleam
[vom the shadowed interion of one of the sheds. A
large, new, expensive car was parked there, sheltered
Lrom the ramn,

Connic saw it at the same time.  The sight seemed
to make np her mind.  She opened the door and
stepped out, and gestured to him to come along, He
slid across the seat and swood up beside her, The
missing wallet made an odd vacancy on his hip; it was
a slender, torlorn hope.  Perhaps, having found the
place—having come this tar—he should have made a
desperate effort to escape and reach a telephone and
hring the police here,  There were so many decisions
o make, he thought wrvly; soomany ways 1o be wrong,
He found time to be glad the rain had stopped,

The wirl put the gun into his side and marched
him towards the house.  The car lighte were stiil
burning, throwing their shadows large and  black
across the sagping porch, Connie had Lo pause once
to retieve a shoe pulled off her foot by the adhesive
barnyard mud. Then they were crossing the porcl,
avoiding the gaps made by broken hoards; It was a
wide porch and a long one, made for rocking chairs
amed gliders, Fhe paint was peeling [rom Lhe arnate
railing, and from the clapboards of the house, They
stopped at the weathered door. 1t opened as Connie
peached out o take the knob.

"o back amd torn oot these lghes!" a male voice
said harshly, “Get the car into the barn.  Hurry it
P - Your, come in here and watch vour step, This
(ERR T

The list was addressed o MeLane:  He stepped
forwurd into a davk hallway, The door was closed
behind him, A gun barrel touched his spine.

“Straight ahead.” It was a young, tough voiee,
bt it held an edoe of excitement and uncereamty,
“First door to the rizght. Walk vight in and mect
the company, Professor,  We've been expecting
you."”

He opened the door, and was met by the yellow
light of a kerosene lantern. ‘There were three people
inside but his glance went direatly to one, a litle girl
in o very dirty sunsuit, whose faee was the kind ol
streaked gray mask that only children know how to
fashion out of dust and tears.

10

T owas A koo that had undoubtedly been known
I as the parlor by the people wha originally owneed
the house. The peeling wallpaper had an ornately
[ormal look, but the windows were bare ol hangings
and covered with some kind of heavy cloth or canvas
tacked Lo the frames so that no light would show
outside. None of the original [urniture remained.
What was there had clearly been scavenged Irom other
sectinns of the house: o narrow iron bedstead with
irnishedd brass knobs, a kitchen chair without a back
upon which a man was sitting, a sageing card table.
The table held an empty milk bottle, a half-empty
fifth of whiskey, some bread, cheese, Al sandwich
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mieat, a box of ginger snaps, and some cards spread
for an unhnished game of solitiiee,

A woman's small white hat rested on oone of the
brass knobs of (e bed: a white purse lav on the soiled
mattress,  The woman steod nearhy, holding the child
motionless. She was a racher slight, dark woman: of
medinm helght in her late thirties, weaing tailored
pink summer suit that was guite wrinkled and dirty.
She had @ vun in ane stocking Dt no muod on her
patent-leather pumps: apparently she had come here
belore the rain,  Her eyes were large and dark behind
Lormerimmed glasses that gave her a studious, dedi-
cated look: this was intensibicd by the face thar she
wore 1o ke acall, ebyviously from choice rather
than From neglect.  She gave the impression of being
g neat person under ordinary circumstances; aware,
now, of her bedrageled appearance.  In this, her
attitude was in sharp eontrase with that of the seated
mait, who was a litdle drunk and obviously did net
in the least care how he looked.

He was o thickset individoal whose jaw was black
with o heavy stubble of beard. He had a revolver in
one hand and a sheaf of playing cards in the other,
His coat and tie hung from a gas hxoure on the wall;
the coat, of Py Ul warsted, was Tmrmacnlite
and neatly pressed, having presumably been removed
shovtly after the owner entered this room. 1t had
theretore been spared the fate of the man's shirt and
trousers which, like the woman's clothes, were creased
and soiled from long wear in these dusty surroundings.
The room had a stale odor of liquor and cigarette
smoke and human oceupancy: the two adales had 2
wapped and irritable look, like caged animals. They
were undoubtedlby, Melane thought, the well-dressed
couple who had been deseribed as meeting the child
in the Gincinmati bus station,  Something must have
gone seriously wrong with their plans. They could
not have expected to spend so much time this place,
or they would have prepared for the orcleal with at
lenst o change of clothing,

The woman was the hirst to speak,
eriv:”

She wos answered by the  dndividual  belind
McLane; “She's out putting the car awayv. She was
going to leave the damn thing stand out in the yavd
with the lights on!”

He come into sight on MoLane's right, lounging
against the wall there, 2t vouth ol Connie’s age wearing
a light, waterrepeilent jcket, blue jeans, and, oddly
cnough for this part of the country, cowhoy hoots.
They did not make him look in the feast like 2 cowboy.
He had a pale, cullow {ace showing several pene scars,
and his brown hair was much too long and thick,
Wevertheless, though not 4 prepossessing ligure, he
had 4 look ol [reshiness about himg it was clear that
he had not spent the past 24 hours cooped up in this
room like the others.  Fle was the go-bevween, Mcelane
decided, the courier, the contict,

The man at the table said uneasily, 1 don't like
this. Bringing him here.  What if they were
tailed:”

“Waonld vou preter 1o drive around the country
with the child in the car®™ the woman asked.  “With
every policeman in the country oul leoking  Lov
her?”

“The hell with the kid.
out of her”

Where's the

We've got all we can
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The worman shook her head. “She’sa link in the
chain, We can't afford to get vid of her yet. We can’t
be sure she's told us everything.”  She moved her hand
on the little girl's bare shoulder. The child winced
at the touch. “Look at this man, dear,” the woman
sald smoothly. “Look at him closely, dear, Is he the
man you gave iv 1o

MclLane stared at the two of them, startled. He
saw the child glance at him furtively, and look away.
He studied her meonre closely: she was, as might be ex-
pected, incredibly dirty, but this did not matter. D.[”
meant pothing to a child.  However, he saw with
srowing indicnation that she had also been hexten;
Both her Knees were dark with crusted blood where
she had skinned them, falling, and one side of ber Lace
wits badly swollen under llw tears and wrime.  ler
sunsuit was practically in rags.  Except for the dust,
they were oddly neat rags, McLane noted, They
looked as il someone had carefully slit meost ol rthe
seams with a knife without cutting the cloth, later
pinning and tying the dissected garment abour the
child somehow.

MoeLane frowned, and loeked around the room.
His glance came to rest on a small heap of clothing in
the corner. Each individual garment that he could
see had apparently been similarly cut apart; the soles
of the shoes had been separated from the uppers; the
plastic backing of a hairbrush had been pried from
the underlying wood, The littlé girl’s diminutive
suitcase hiod not only been torn apare, but the fabric
covering had Dbeen carelully peeled from each piece
of plywood. Tt was clear that the child and her be-
longings had been searched with rathless—almost vidic-
ulous—thoronehness, Here was the resson why these
people had been forced to remain here longer than
they had planned, MeLane decided: something they
had expected to fnd easily had apparently elouded
them completely.

“Look at him, darling!”
woman's yvoice belied the endearment. . "This is the
man, tsa't itz This is the man you saidc  Don't vou
remember, honeyr You said the tall man who was sit-
ting in front of vou on the buy; the man who acted as
if he didn’t like litle girls”

MeLane checked a wild impulse to laugh, as un-
derstanding came to hin, A five-year-old! he thought,
They thieaten o five-year-old and expect to gét the
trith!  Lon't any of thewm hove any childien uil' thetr
ewn? It was idietically obvious, now, what had hap-
pened;. why he had leen Browght here, Not hindin
the object ol their search, they I'Hd turned to the chil
for intormation, t]'lr[*ateniug arc bullying her, finally
asking the obvious guestion: since she did not have
this thing, hud she given it to someone? T a terrified
child, it would have scemed @ wonderful suggestion.
Yes, yes, she would have cried, ves, [ gave It to some
body,  Tosvham? [ doen't vemernber, Vou've wot to
venieder, davling, or we'll have to funish you aoain,
feaney.  remember now; I gave it o the man. W ihat
mant  The wman whe acted like fe didn't like litile
girls, o oo Ghildren wsually knew how vou [elt about
them, She had sensed his, McLane's, unfricndly atui-
tude o the Bus and, pressed for an answer, had, with
childishe justice, selected him as her scapegoat, rather
than make wouble for any of the people who had
shown her kindness,

Mow she was studying him fearbully, awaiting

The harshness of the
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retribution,  He knew that she was not mnsidering
the truth ae all; probably she did not know the truch,
Charles Baxter had, after all, known sometling about
children, particularly about this child, his own,  1f he
had hidden something among her belongings he had
daone so without telling her, knowing that no hve-year-
old could or should be asked to keepoa secret. Cecelia
Baxter did not know what evervone was looking for,
and had not the sii;.;hu_'s: ides where it was, and did
not care.  She was merely duinﬂ her childish best to
decide how all these laree, l.hrelttﬁ'nlng ETOWI-Ups
could be told what they MJIllf_"l‘.l to hear so thar they
would not hure her any more.

The woman spoke sharply: “Well, come on, dear.
Speak up, don't be afraid. He won't hurt you,” She
shook the small hgure roughly,  “'This & the man,
isn't it, darling?  He's the one you satd,  You weren't
lying o us, were vou:  You know what happens w
litele givls who lie, don’t vou, honey:"

There wus terror in the child's eves.  Mclane
cleared his throat and spoke quickly, almose withowt
thinking., "Tt's all right, Cecelia,” he said.  “It's all
right to tell them.”

Relief came inw the litde oirl's Tace.  She looked
L at the woman.  “Yes, that's him, Ti is wal 1
pu.m_d it in his ]mLLu w]mn he wasn't looking,”

“Which pocketz”

“The pocket of his coat. It was over the seat.”
Her plance touched McLane warily, she was checking
whether she had his permission o go an with these
falsehoods. Even if he had not been reasonably cer-
tain that nothing had been pur into any pocker of his,
her attitude would have twld him, 1 just droppeted
it in,” she said breathlessly. "1 did, oo Nobody
seed me, either”

There was a liccle pause: then the woman said,
YAl right, darbing. That's a good girl. Now you can
get vourselt o cookie and come back and sit on the
bed quictly,”

The child slipped out from under her hand,
snatched a vinger-soap from the box on the table, and
dareed to the bed and seated herselt there, her bare
feer dangling.  The woman looked @t McLane and
started o s.-ru:;tk, but was interrupeed by a quick move-
ment by the youth, who lifted his gun and pulled the
doar apen. Connie m—*ppml inside; Her white pumps,
and her legs, were qulL:—' muddy,

“1 thm t think much ol vour damn driveway,” she
said to nobody in  particular. “And  that barn
stinks.”

The woman said, "Shut up and sit down some
where, Janicek., Nobody asked what vou thought”
Connie started to rerort huat checked herself, crossed
to the bedstead, tested the cleanliness of the mattress
with her J'mg'ertips. grinmr.ed, and sar down some dis-
rance (rom the child, Her dress mstled as she serfed
herselt comfortablyv. The woman turned to McLane,
“Where is i7" she demanded.

MeLane Faced her with a certain sense of achieve
mett,  He might accomplish nothing else tonighe, but
al least he had managed to draw their attention away
from the litde girl,

"Where 1& whats” he asked.

The woman's pale lips were unpleasantly com-

pressed. "Let's not quibble, Dr, McLane., The child
says you have what we want. I'm asking you where
it is.
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Melane said, “If vou'd rell me what vou're look-
itte lor, [ might be better able o Eu:1p vou,”

She hesitated, and shrupred her shoulders, indi-
cating that it was o matter of no importance, since he
would find no opportunity w0 use the knowledpe.
“Tloee sheels of thin paper stapled together,” she
said curtly. “Containing certain information,  Signed
by Charles Baxter, "Lhe fool thought he could protec
himisell by sending them o his lormer wite with in-
structionss to forward them to the anthorivies i any-
thing should happen to him. We took steps to make
sure they never got thae far, after we had leawrned from
fme that he had seoc themn by his child, . Mo,
Dy, MeLane, where are they?"

MleLane saicd carefully, leelm;.q his way, 1 presume
you've searched my I:Iuntr- ab the hotel and learned
they're not there?”

“Naturallv.  One ol the bellbevs works for us
He ook care ol it cthis afternoon after you'd gone
e

Mebane smiled in what he hoped was a conliden
manner, “Then obviously 1 still must have them
onomy o pérson. Losugeest  that vou search e
thoroughly.”

Ihis: atviiude did not please the woman,  Nhe
stielisgdd him for o momem through the horn-rimned
glasses: then she shrupgped again. "You conld v
Blutfing, . . . Danny, stand by the door. Lo, if you
can tear yourselb away from those cards for a moment,
I'd appreciate i very much il you looked him over.
'l hold vour gun.”

Her wony did not touch the heavy-set man at the
table. He rose without haste, put his cards down, dnd
gave her the weapon, Then he walked up e Mebane
and looked him over.  1e held our his b,

“The coar, Buster.”

MeLane took off his coat. The man called Laoo
toek it aned examined it thoroughly, testing 1he seams,
kueading the shoulders and lapels carcfully. He wok
the letter-case from the mside pocker and passed it w
the woman, holding the gun while she went throush
the papers it contained. Then he trned back 1o
McLane,

“Crkay, the pants”

[t was dithculr oo maintain a talerant and amused
expression as the ordeal continwed,  Mcelane was
awire of Connie grinning at him.  She was enjoying
his hnmiliation hugely, The woman wus, oddly
coough, somewhat cmbarrassed by the situation she
hersell bad ereated. Fler prim discomlore made things
worse. AL last the big man wssed Meblane's clothes
at his Teet and gestured o get dressed again,  He did
so gquickly, feeling disheveled and humiliated.

“Well, that’s i, Lou said.  "Unless he's got it
sewn in really gsood somewhere”

“He hasn't had time o per a prolessional job
done,” the woman satd.  “"He wasn't out ol che hoel
all day, " Her voice trailed away, 5She stadied
Melane for o moment, and sard without 1:xpnmiuu.'
"T don't like the way he's acting,  Hit him, Louw"”

Before McLane could guite grasp thie meaning of
the casual order, the biz man's st cauzht him over

the diaphragm, driving the breath out al lum el -

doulbling him over, momentarily paralyzed so that he
could do nothing to aveid the chopping blow ta the
side of the head thar threw him against the wall and
down to the Roar,
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Presentdy he remembercd thar he siill had a role
tor plays This isn'l going 1o do you any good!™ he
ﬂ'dapuf when he could fnd breath Ll'-lf'?tlj.;‘l'l tor speak.
o \\-!1.1[ do you expect to .:unl]lpi]bh

I'I.E__‘dlll. Loul!™

The big miin stepped Lorward and Swung has oot
:lelibtrutEEy; Melane mﬂn:a;_\er! to turn and take the
kick on the shoulder. The impact threw him back
againat the wall, shaking plaster dust over him,  He
spat the gritty stult out of his mouth, He was aware
of a savage anger, and his mind was working very
cleverly.

“heep it up!™ Iy
roes upl’ _

“Pricer the warnan sidel,

“What oo oyou rhinky
mhike fortunes.””

The woman langhed.  "Charlie
make o deal, wo. He changed his mind,
take long. . .. Loul™”

MeLane was aware of the big man bending over
him,  He was hauled to his feet, pinned against the
will, and slapped across the Lace several times, sa that
the wears came; then a blow w the pitool the stomach
doubled him up again on the Hoor, and a kick m the
side rolled him over, Nothing like this had ever
happened to him before,  He owas surprised o Al
himsell thinking lacidly: Dow't fipht backo U just
be worse if you jrm"r.’ i, Througl the pain and anger
he knew a strange [eeling of satislaction: opening his
eves lie conld see the clhild still sitting on the bed,
munching on her cookie, watching this eravely as il
on a television screcti—she had probably seen much
worse on TV—umouched, It was a kind of acone:

> bivesithed, “Every time the price

Ciollege teachers don't

Baxter tried to
1o ek’

ment,  Then he saw Connie re se,mlmw hiim {mmm!',
She srimaced, and reached lor a cgarette in her
e,

"Dopes!™ she said, as il o hersell,

heard . Do vou have some
Janicek:  Somie constructive

The  wonan
criticism  to  offer;
eriticisme"

The givl struck a mateh,  “Hell, ng” she sanel.
“Have yvour fun.  've got ne bghr with the way vou
get vour kicks, Have 1u|| tear his s out, if you
BeL {I:fltfrt' et of it

The woman's colorless lips dghiened. Y1 you're
JmJ:IHnr- that ' doimg chis 1{}1 my oW celific-
£ b TR} i

UWhe's dmplying”

U1l this whole thing intensely disaaireeable”

Csure, sure,” the girl sand, drawing deeply on her
cizareite,  She blew o smaoke 1'i11; Her voice was very
cisual when she spoke agam,  "Besides, you're dmng
the screwhall a Lavor, too, so evervhody's suoished. Gao
ahead, I'm watching”

The woman tarned o look ar hey sharply,
o voun mean:”

“Can’t you el when a guy's making lthe a here:”
Connie laaghed.  "He had an weciclent luse year, he
told me,  His little boy was Killed,  Ever sivee he's
hael a thine abowt i New you're letting him ‘carry
the ball tor the kid here, and he's leching swell,  Kind
ol like going to confiession or something.  He's heen
wanting somebody to kick him around (o @ vem. He's
so lappy he could sing. Look at him."”

Fler amused voice scemed o throw Hzhe into
dark places, carching thenr all in sidienlons and cm-

A
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barrassing positions.  Aflter a moment, McLane rose
to his feet and brushed the dust from his ¢lothes. No
one interfered with him.. Lou shrugged and sat down.
The woman made a little brushing motion towards
her skirt and pulled her jacket down about her hips,
clearly at a loss. The vouth by the door wus the first
to speak, in a bored voice,

“OF course, 1 got nothing to say around herve, but
if it was me doing it, I'd find out why the guy wasn't
packing a wallet, when he's supposed to have been
put on a heavy date.”’

11

HE woaAaN TuRxED to ook at the youwth, who

folded a stick of cum into his mouth and began
to. chew on it plu:itﬁy, with an elaborate show of
UTICOIRCCTTL,

The womat said, “But he did have a wallet,
Danny, 1 looked through it mysell. What are you
talking abour:”

“The thing in his coat?” Danny spat at the floor
“Just something for the checkbook and love letters,
sweetheart, Didn't you noticer  No 1D cpds, no
dough. Particularly no dough. 1 ask you, how's a
suy poing to take a dame like that out without any
dough® She looks like she'd come high. . . . How
about 1it, baby:” He winked at Comnic, and looked
back to the woman, “They did the wwn together,
st Louis isn't for free. 1 ask vou, what did he use for
doughi; Where's the wallets”

MeLane stood quite still, fecling the ache ol the
beating pulse throughout his bodv. The little girl
sat quietly on the bed, her hands in hes lap,  She had
obviously learned that it was safest and least puinful,
in these circumstances, o siv perlectly sull: however,
she was a child, and she could not guite keep her teet
from swinging.

Some distance away [rom her on the Ledd, Conmie
sat motionless, her cigarette forgoten between  her
fingers:. The glance she gave Mclane was indignant
and even w lictle hurt, as if she considerved 1t unlair
and unkind of him e have tcked her,

“something else,” the youth drawled, pretending
greit interest in the gun he wis holding, a large
weapon, apparently of service origing  “Something
very intergsting, but very. About litde Blondie here.
she had a job to do, remember?  Not much of a job;
All she had to do was get next o a kid riding on a
bus,  Gain the brat's confidence, spill 0 coke on her
or something, get hey inte a reseroom and chiange her
clothes—and go through her soall ar the same time,
Easv. Only do you know what happened:  Why,
Blondie gor thirstv.  She stepped ot for a cup of
coller in the middle of the night. The kid woke up
and zor teed off hecause she wasn't there and wouldn't
have any more 1o do with her and had to be snatched
inseescd, and now the whole dimn operacion’s snafu
because one sappy little blonde couldn’t pass up a
cup of joe” 2

“That's o le! Connie was on her leet, 1 was
rabd to make it look nataral, wasn't 1z 1L 1'd stack to
the brat like a band-aid, somebody’d have got wise,
wouldn't they? It wasn't my [anle thar—"
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“And what about the waller, sweetheartz” the
youth asked softly. “Another loul-up? Or is ir?"

“What do you mean?" the girl demanded. She
looked at the hostile faces about her, and her assur-
ance and anger seemed to dramn away. YI—=I went o
sleep,” she admirted, “Just lor a minute.  Hell, they
didn't tell me 1'd have an assigmnent tonight, o 1
wouldn't have touched @ drop; when they call you at
the last minute like thar .., Tt was just for a second,”
she said breathlessly, as no one spoke.  "He didn't
even ger wise—"

“Then how did he manage o get rid of the wal-
let® the woman asked,

T e I don't know.”

"Where was this:”

“The other side ol Mercer, We—we went past
while l—wasn't looking.” Her Lace brightened, “He
must have dropped it cast ol Mercer, That means
even if somebody finds it, they'll think we just kept
going,  So what harm—"

“T thought you just said he didn’c even ger wise,”
the woman said coldly,  “And it he could dvop his
wallet while you were dozing off, why didn’t he hit
you over the head and drive to the nearest police
station? 1 muscsay 1 don't like chis at all”

The youth by the door chuckled. “5o0 don't a lo
of other people, sweetheart.”

“What do vou mean?”

“1 mean, why do you think the front office picked
her to bring him here?” He laughed. “lHim and
her's a couple of smarties, both of them, They plaved
it very cagey. On the bus, a casual pick-up. Cate, But
they weren't quite smart enough.  They should have
stayed away from each other in St Louis. When the
papers turned up missing, the front office started won-
dering. Whit's with these two lovebirds, anyway, the
front office asked. Then the kid spills that the pro-
fessor’s got it—but who told the kid to slip it into
his pocket?” He looked at Connie.  “Good with kids,
aren't your Make them eat out of your hand. Make
them drop things in your boytriend’s pocket 3
After that, vou stay awav from the brat. Make it look
good. The boy-Iriend’s got the gimmick, you've got
an alibi, and evervbady’s happy. Except people we
know at the front office, They're not happy, baby.
They're sad. You showed a lot ol promuse. They
hate to lose kids who show promise.  It's wasteful; it's
uneconomical. 1t tough, batw.)”  He sighed, cheati-
cally. “You shouldn't have tried 1o bludl it through.
You shauld have taken your tame professor and run
like hell. Bue T pucss it's like some leller said: too
lite ve are schmart, and oo soon we are dead.”

MeLane saw the terror in Connie's eyes: for a
moment she looked very much as the child had looked
i few minutes carlier,  The resemblince went heyond
mere [acial expression; the long night had left the girl
looking little better than any of the other occupants
of this dingy room, in her muddy white shoes, and
the pale blue dress, the thin skirt of which now staod
out about her arbirrarily, still retaining some crisp-
ness, but erushed and crumpled [The wastepaper.

“1=" she said. TIt's no—"

But it was obvious that she wis well acguainted
with the grim workings of whar passed bor justice here,
from suspicion to verdict to sentence, with no pro-
vision for appeal, She licked her lips and stareed to
sit ddown, shifted a little w one side o avoid the
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wonin's purse that lay on he bed, and seated hersell
stiffly. Her own puise was in her lap.  After @ moment
she shook her hair back Irom her face, and pacted at it
with a typically leminine movement,  She opened the
purse in her lap as if to check her appearance in the
RN EGr,
[riTse,

The crash of the shot seemed to shake the whole
house: the concassion brought a thindusting of plaster
from the ancient walls.  The eirl did nor move im.
mediately., Then she brought her hand into sight,
holding the small pistol.  Lou's heavy revolver, that
had first spoken, blasted again, The girl's hand jerked,
throwing the little gun to the foor.  There was hlood
on the front of her dress,  She started o vise, caught
at the matiress convulsively, and dragged it down on
top of her as she fell, dislodging the child ay the lar
crel of the hed,

The man called Lou blew across the musele of
hisrevalver.  The woman stepped lorward and kicked
Connie's I]ihi[ll inder the bed, The }'{_mth by the daor
locked consideralily paler than he had.

“Okay,” he said, swallowing, "New finish the
job and let's get the hell sut of here.”

The woman ooked ot him quicklv.  “"Whit?"

“Orders, ‘T'here’s been enough [uteing around,
Wipe it out.  Go bome and Torget 10"

"B the papers—"

“The brome office savs to hell with them damn
papers. 'ut the thing on ice.  It's been a turkey from
the stare to Goishe 1F the swall werns up, 10010 just be
tough on some people. We'll lave to do without them,
the frone office says,  Wiap it up and let’s go.”

The heavyser man at the table stacked his cavds
neatly, opened his gun, removed two empty shells,
ancd replaced them with loadéd cariridges from his
pocket. He looked at Mclane, who glanced at him
and moved o che little girl still cvouching on the floor
where she had lallen.

“Hold that, Buster.,” The hig man’s voice was
almost gentle,  MeLane gathered the child up. The
way she burrowed against him reminded him bitterly
of something he had onee had and lost,  Lou spoke
apain. “Some guys like it in fvent. You can tari
if you want.”

He swung around.  There was no lear, only a
kind of recognition; he had heen here before,  He
remembered the headlights coming too fast avound
the curve, far across the white line.  He had had che
choice, and he had picked the ditch. Tt had scemed
clearcur in that instant,  Only later, afier learning
that his son wais dead, after remembering how much
he had had to drink, after seeing Pat's face, had the
doubts come.

MNaw he knew, because this was anether such in-
spant—now he knew that there are Ltimes when a man
could do pothing, drunk or sober, except choose be-
tween the hewd-on crash and the ditch. Here, he could
take 1L charging into the gun like a hero, or standing
still. It was simpler to stand seill.

He watched the heavy weapon rise and steady,
He wondered if Par would blame herself in any way.
There was no reason why she should, bhut conscience
was a-stranege thing, as he had bumd, He wondered—

The explosion was a flat, hard neise that came
Fromm the wrong direction and was not as loud as the
lirst two reports had been,
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MNoooone spoke. She reached inside the

McLane jerked his head around in time to see
Connie slump back to the Aeor.  There was a gun in
her hand and a purse open Beside her, not her own.
Then the man called Lou leaned against the eard
table in an odd wav,  There was a small hole in his
forehead,

Then the table crompled beneath him,  Dhere
was 2 crashing of glass, plaving cards scattered in all
directions, and a large revolver came sliding across
the Hoor,

McLane saw the woman in the pink suit throw
hersell forward; instinctively he thrust the child aside
and met ker haltway, throwing his shoulder into her
brutally. They struck the {loor ogether. He felt the
gun beneath him and grasped it Someone was shoot-
ng wildly now, and the woman was clawing  at
him,

Melame used an elbow o [ree himsell and rolled
to the left, aware of the necessity ol keeping the shoot-
ing away trom the Hivile girl, Biehind him, the woman
started Lo rvise, Inoking [or a weapon,  Mcbane heard
one of the wild shots strike her with anougly, slapping
sound, She crompled to the Hoor, Wood splintered
heside McLane, He got Lou's gun out ahead of him
and aimed it at the youth by the door, who was vank-
ing the trigger of his weapon in a blind freney of
excitement and panic,

Melane frved, Phucer spurted from the wall be-
side the youth., McLane fired again, making a greater
effort to hold the weapon steady. Something hot
seemed to shide across his lelt shoulder just betore the
weapon discharged.  Danny gasped audibly and shiot
a hole mothe ceiling.  Mclane pulled the trigeer a
third time, and the youth sac down,

MeLane rose 1o his leet cautiously, feeling sick
and dizey, his heart heating wildly, e moved [o-
ward, Danny’s pistol luy on the floor: Melane kicked
it gingerly aside, touching one of the youth's shoes in
the process. The slight touch threw the seated hgure
off balance and cavsed it o slump over o one side,
MeLane swallowed, picked up the fallen gun, and
looked around,

The reom was quite still,  Swddenly alraid, he
tan to the child, She stirred ar his ouch, and lifted
her head coutiously from her arms.

“Is iv all pghe:” she asked.
them atl?*

"Did you dended

12

U7 o THE PORCH, the air wis cool, A section of
O the sky along the horicon was light with the
promise of dawn. The child said something McLane
dicdd not hear. He wanted to ignore her, to drag her
to the car and flee this place ol death; but she had
had enough rough treatment from ather propie.

“What 15 it, Cecelia®"

“Want my bag,"” she said.

He said, "1t's all broken in pieces.  Your Mom-
my'll buy you a new one when you get home."”

"o, she said. “Not bag”

He [rowned at the small, dirty face, nving o con-
centrate upon what she was saying, Ty again,” he
said, “"TI'm sorry. 1 wasn't really listening.™
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"The . . . the thing,” she said, and drew 2 picture
in the wir. “"The thing like this my daddy gaved me
with a pin on it."

He looked at her, frowning, The moment hael
some importance: he could sense it He raised the
kerosene lantern so that he could see che child more
clearly.

"0, he said, “you mean the badger The one

you were wearing on the bust With your name ancd
youy monuny’s nae and address:™
“Yes," she saidh. “Badee™
“Where is 17"
She pointed to the broken boards ar her [feet
Down there.” e did not speak, and she went on,
in one of those long, childish, terJluname sENLETICES
he remembered very clearly. "1 tt'll“}]}l_'LL'Ll on the sLep
and it fell off and went down through the erack and 1
wried to get it bue thar lady kicketed me and said ged
the hell in the house darling so 1 did. Can 1 get
it now:”

“Why, yes,” McLane said slowly. “Yes, I think
you ought to pet it, Cecelia. Can you see it?”

UIs vight heve, 1 seed it through the crack.”

She dropped on her stomach and reached down,
pushing herself through the narrow stot: then she came
back up again, extricating hersell with a wriggling
motion,

"Dradey said to keep it,"” she said, gewting o her
feet. "Daddy said to give it to Mommy., 1L was a
s'prize or something. 1 didn't tell those peoples
cabout it. I didn’t like them. It was a s'prize for
Moy,

MeLane looked down at the small figure with awe
and respect,  You always underestimated them, he
thought; they always understood  the conversations
vou were sure they would find incomprehensible, they
always came up with logical, if startling, answers 1o
the questions vou assumed would be far beyond them,
He found himself wondering, now, il the child could
have tripped on purpose so it she could dispase of
the bidge, but this was probaldly giving her too muach
credite She was, after all, only five years old,

He said, “"Ceeelia, do you mind if 1 look at

She hesitated; then put it inco his hand. It was
2 token of conlidence and [riendship, and he was proud
of it. He looked at the cheap identification badge,
The [ront, under a transparent caver, stll held the
card upon which her tather had printed her name and
mickmame and her mothers  Albuguerque  address,
T he back was of meral 1o which was soldered a Large
aafety pin. These two sections were held together by
four turned-down ears of meral.
McLane glanced at the child.
this,”" he said.  “"May I”
UIt's a s'price tor Mommy,”
“I'll put it buck together, just the way that it

"T'd like o open

Bway.

He pried the ears back without waiting for her
response,  The badge came-apart in his hand, There
wis the frame, the back, the clear plastic window, and
the address card, There was also something else: a
wad ol paper oghtly lolded into a rectangle of a size
to it snugly behind the card,

McLane crouched beside the lantern, unloldel
the paper, and began to read. Tt was one of those
pompous and pitiful decuments of disillusionment,
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beginming: {, Charles Turner Baxiey, having belatedly
vealized that the cause to which 1 have devoted most
of my life is a frowd and e crime agarnst hemas-
ity ..o AL the end was a long list of names and
addresses.

As McLane folded the papers slowly, and straight
encd ups headlights turned in from the main road
andd threw a sudden flare of light behand the trees along
the ridge, He started to réach for the child, simulta-
neously looking for a hiding place; but the sound of a
police siren stopped him, A moment lTater the mouddy
Farmyard was tull of lights and cars and he was sur-
rounded by armed and uniformed men, not wholly
friendly. A familiar figure in civilian clothes appeared
out of the crowd,

MeLane said, “Mr. North, | think you want this,”
aned passed the papers to the FBL man,  When he
warned to explain his action to the liccle givl, expecting
1o be acoused of treachery, he found that she had van.
ished, He ok a step fovward, then he saw her run-
ning breathlessly towards a woman who had seepped
out of one of the cars. The woman couched o take
the child in bier arms. AMelane was aware of a mo-
ment of envy.

“Mrs, Baxter,” North said soltly,
Albuguergue o couple of hours ago.”

Mclane wld North quickly all that had hap-
pened.  Then he asked, "How did you hnd this
place:”

“We've been tracking you clear across Illinais, in
our clumsy way, Picked up this along the road”
North put a damp wallet into McLane's hand.,  After
a moment he said, "1f that young lady wanted to slip
out of a room lull of microphones undetected, she
should have picked a dress that makes a lieele less
nose”

MeLane said, “She gave me a chance, at the end.
1 don't know whether ic was intended or not, but why
not give her the henefit of the doub:”

The F.B.I. man nodded. "'l keep it in mind,
She's got a family somewhere, 1 suppose.  They all
have. Probably pood people, oo, [ wish I knew
what makes un occasional kid like that go for that
stuff. Mavhe the same thing thar makes them go lor
marihuana. Damned if 1 know, ., , Hey, you're
wournded."

“Wlhat?!!

“There's blood down the back of your coat”
North raised his voice, "Doctor!  Owver here .. Wait
i minute! Where are you going?”

But McLane had stepped off the porch, looking
towards an official car of some sore that had juse pulled
up at the rear of the mass of parked vehicles. A wll,
slender figure. was just alighting, She stood by the
car for a moment, seeming a little taken aback by all
the confusion. She saw him coming and took.a step
forward, then checked herselt.

He understood this now,  Ttowas all very clear o
him. She had heen trying to come to him for a vear,
always to be turned away by the wall of grict and guilt
and self-pity he had built around himsell,  Blaming
himself, he had looked for blame from everyone, even
from her. She had tried to tell him, but he had re-
fused to listen,

The sky was light enough now so that he could sce
her Face, He walked quickly towards her.
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