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With a sigh of content, Sheriff Ross settleslldulky body into
the big armchair before the TV set.

‘That was a fine dinner, Mary," he said, 'god're a fine cook.’



'Well, as long as you are satisfied,' his wife sedhe began to sta
ck the dishes. 'My ma was a better cook, butkard'm not so bad.’
She paused to listen to the rain hammering dowmthemoof of the
bungalow. 'What a night!" Ross, around fifty-thrieig, balding, with
a pleasant sun-tanned face, nodded agreement.

'‘About the worst we have had for months.' egched for his pipe,
looking affectionately at his wife, whom he had med some thirty
years ago.

Regarding her, he remembered her as a youhdaght-eyed with
long dark hair. Now, thirty years on, Mary hadefd out, but she
still had magic for him.

He had often told himself how lucky he hadrbeehave had her as
a partner and companion over thirty years.

Ross had had a good, unsensational careehatieft school to
become a military policeman, then the war ovehéeame a Highway
Patrol officer, attached to the Miami headquarttrsn, because he
was liked and trusted, he had been elected Sléfbckville. He
wasn't an ambitious man. To be Sheriff of Rockwilas no great
shakes, but it suited him and, more importantjitesl Mary. The
money was acceptable, and they were content torinestly.

They had this comfortable bungalow, attacloetthé Sheriff's
office. All Ross had to do was to walk throughamivay from his
living-room to reach his office, and he was in bnesis.

Rockville was situated in the north of Floridanid the
citrus-farmers. The town's population was arougttehundred, mostly
retired farmers, but there was a sprinkling of ygpkrds only waiting
to shake Rockville off their backs and get into saaation further
south. There was a good self-service store, a,lzagrage, a small
church, a school-house and a number of wooden bmmga The crime
rate in Rockville was practically zero. Now anértsome kid thieved
from the self-service store. Some drunks had tododed. The main
highway passing through Rockville brought hippied andesirables on
their way south, and often they had to be deah.wall this was
easy far Ross, and he often wondered why he haddieen a deputy,
who did little except drive around, chat up the-lyitg farmers,
check on the blacks who worked on the farms aned tigkets to the
kids who were speeding. All the sar@ie, Ross wad Df his deputy:
Tom Mason, a young, keen, good-looking twenty-eigtdr-old. He and
Mason had one evening together each week devotée game of chess.
Neither of them played well, and it was a turn-amah-about who won.

Ross stretched out his long legs and suckbd gtipe which was
drawing well and listened to the rain. Some night!

Then feeling guilty that, after a good dinrez,should be
already making himself comfortable, he called ttelihalfheartedly,

'Hi, Mary, are you sure | can't help with the dishiéYou stay away!
Mary called back firmly. 'l don't want you in h&rRoss sucked at



his pipe, grinned and relaxed. He thought of tomer He would drive
over to Jud Loss's farm, which was situated softeefi miles from
Rockville. Loss's daughter, Lilly, a sixteen-yedal; had been

kicking over the traces, according to Miss Hamrttez,schoolteacher.
Miss Hammer, a dried-up, elderly spinster, had ctarieoss and had
told him that Lilly, bright enough at school, waseping undesirable
company. The girl was going around with Terry Lethe town's
Casanova, who owned a powerful Honda motorcycle adirthe girls in
town fought each other to have a ride. Miss Hammaelr hinted that
Terry gave them a lot more than a ride.

Ross had hidden a grin. That was youth. N®was going to stop
that kind of thing. Nature is nature. All the sgrhe was a good
friend of Jud Loss who ran a small but prosp efaus. He would go
out there and have a careful word in Jud's earybahe girl could
be cooled.

Listening to the sound of the hammering rRoss hoped it would
cease before morning. A drive out to Loss's farweather like this
wasn't his idea of fun.

As he tapped ash out of his pipe, he heartelephone

bell ringing. ,j .

err | The telephone I' Mary shouted from titeHen.

"Yeah. | hear it."With a sigh, Ross heaveuddsilf out of his
chair and, in his stocking feet, padded over taéide on which the
telephone stood.

A well-known voice barked in his ear.

‘Jeff, we have trouble!" the trouble?' 'HiyIChell of a night,
isn'tit? What's

Ross asked, knowing he was talking to CarigenHead

of the Highway Patrol.

‘This is an emergency Jeff,' Carl said. 'Htvieme to go into
details. I'm calling all local sheriffs. We haaelangerous run-away
on our hands. This man, Chet Logan, was beingey@mu/to Abbeville
lock-up. There was an accident. Both police effscwith him were
killed. Logan has disappeared.

This man is dangerous. He just might be hrepgour way. In
this goddamn storm, he'll be difficult to trackwéant you to alert
every farm in your district to be on guard.' Rassked in his breath.

'‘Okay, Carl. I'll get busy.’ 'Do that. Herhis description:

Chet Logan: around five foot ten, powerfully buyililond hair cut in

a fringe, age around twenty-three, and he has e@rtake going
tattooed on his left forearm. This descriptionl wé out on radio

5md TV within an hour. He's wearing blue jeans armtown shirt, but



could have found other clothes. This guy is reaityous. He was
caught busting a gas station. The patrol offitgmg to arrest

him, was stabbed to death, Logan then knifed tlseagiandant, who
isn't expected to live. He tried to make a getgwajng the patrol
officer's motorcycle. He was nabbed as he wasdrio get the bike

to start. Two patrol officers alerted by radiothg murdered officer
before he in vestigated what was going on at tisestgtion, had a
rough time with this man. He cut one of them, befibhe other clubbed
him. Now he's loose again. What worries me imight get to some
outlying farm and get a shotgun. You with me7'a@neng heavily, Ross
tried to assemble his wits. He now wished he hédda a second
helping of Mary's chicken pie. It was the firghé in years he could
remember having an emergency like this.

‘I'm with you, Carl,'he said, forcing his veito sound brisk.

"The accident took place at Losseville junttisome twenty miles
from you.

Logan has been two hours on the run. WarouHying farmers,
Jeff, and keep in touch." Carl Jenner hung up.

Ross slowly replaced the telephone receivéay came into the
livingroom.

'‘Something?' she asked, her good-naturedaiadieus.

'l guess. We've a killer loose," Ross sdidok, Mary, I've
got to get busy.

Let's have some coffee.'He crossed the rooggetd on his boots,
then, opening the door to his office, he turnedranlight and sat at
his desk.

Mary wasn't one to ask questions. Ross hddr enough. A
killer looser She went immediately to the front daad locked it,
then went to the back door and shot the bolt, #ienput the kettle
on to boil.

Ross made a list of the names and telephomdens of all the out
-lying farmers. He was dialling the telephone nemdf his deputy,
Tom Mason, as Mary brought in a jug of coffee amdijgand saucer.

Although the time was only 21-30, Tom Masorswa his bed with
Carrie Smitz, who ran the local post office, uniien.

When the telephone bell rang, Tom was thrgsgmod and deep, and
Carrie was squealing with pleasure. The sountdetd¢lephone bell
made Tom abruptly cease his activities. He curezh broke free
from Carrie's frantic and sweaty arms and, swingifighe bed,
grabbed the

telephone receiver.
The sound of a telephone bell to Tom wastlileewhistle to a

well-trained gun-dog. No matter what was happerting telephone bell
had only to sound and Tom was there.



He heard Ross say, 'Tom! Get over here prowe have big
trouble," and Ross hung up.

Carrie sat up on the bed and glared at Torwidsout even
looking at her, he began to throw on his cloth®ghat do you imagine
you're doing7' she screamed. 'An emergency!" Taich gipping up his
khaki pants.

'I've got to go.' 'Listen, Stupid,' Carrielgel 'Do you
remember what we were doing just now7' Tom zipgetis blouse, then
grabbe d his gun-belt.

'Sure ... sure. The old man wants me. lotd@go!

'Emergency! Some snot-nosed kid's got his dingkeangle!
Emergency! What emergency is more important :Sorry," Tom said.
'I've got to go.' He dragged on his boots.

'So what do | do7' Carrie demanded. 'Whoisgyto drive me home
in this bloody rain?' 'Just stay put," Tom saith@ascrambled into
his slicker. 'Watch your mouth, baby. See yaod,@ramming on his
Stetson hat, he plunged out into the rain.

A three-minute drive brought him to the SHaribffice. As he
pulled up, he saw the lights were on. His door emgred, rain
dripping off his slicker and makhead bent againstgelting rain, he
shoved open the

ing small puddles.

Sheriff Ross was talking on the telephone. hidng up as Tom
pulled off his slicker.

'What a night!" Tom exclaimed. What's theiexuent, Jeff?' He
moved into the big, old4ashioned office, typicabagmall-town
Sheriff's office with two cells, a locked gun-ratko desks and wall
hooks on which hung handcuffs.

‘Jenner reports there's a killer on the fRaoss said. 'This
guy escaped at Losseville from arrest and coulddagling our way.
Instructions are to call all out-lying farms in atistrict and warn
the farmers to hide their guns, lock their homes lkeeep indoors.
This guy seems to be real vicious: he killed arcefftrying to
arrest him and he's killed a gas-station attendéwe. listed the
farms to call and the killer's description. You ga the other phone
and let's get moving.' He handed Tom a sheet céip#pen began
dialling.

This was the first piece of action Tom hadexignced since he
had been appointed Deputy Sheriff and his eyagpfitCarrie Smitz
forgotten, he went to his desk and pulled the sé¢elephone towards
him.

The warning to the farmers took longer thdhegiof the men
anticipated.

First, the farmers wanted more details. Témgmed to take the



news as a joke. It wasn't until both Ross and Began to bark at
them that they slowly came to realise the sericssié the situation.

'Keep indoors?' one farmer said and laughatho the hell would
want to go out on a night like this? It's rainung here fit to drown
a duck.' 'Ted, be serious!" Ross barked. 'Hide gbatgun. This guy
could make a break-in. His description will beToviand radio in a
while. This guy's a killer.

| 'Well, what the hell do we have cops fol# farmer demanded.
'If it's that bad, we need protection out heresfRoontained his
feeling of exasperation.

'Right now, Ted, you've got to look after yseif and your
family. There's a big search going on, but he d®igit you." 'If he
does, I'll shoot his balls off,' the farmer saidjuaver in his
voice.

'Do just that,' Ross said and hung up.

Tom was having the same kind of trouble - Vaeous farmers he
called kept asking to speak to Ross, but Tom hamedneome the message.

‘The Sheriff is calling other folk," he explad. 'Keep indoors
and hide your gun.' After an hour of this, RosdlelthJud Loss's
number. Loss's farm was the nearest to RockwilteRoss had left him
till the last. He had decided first out-lying faanthen the near
farms.

Tom had finished his rota. Every farmer asltgt had been
warned, but he felt frustrated. Why couldn't thdspes understand a
simple thing like this?

Why must they yak, laugh and not take himaoaesiy?

Ross said, 'I'm not getting any answer frooh LJoss.' Tom
stiffened.

'He's probably in bed.' 'Could be." Ross tisteto the burr-burr
sound on the telephone line, settled his big framee comfortably and
waited.

Both men were aware of the sound of the ramrering on the roof
of the office.

,Still no answer,' Ross said.

The two men looked at each other.

'He can't be out,” Tom said uneasily.

'l guess someone should be answering by Advere's Doris and
Lilly. They can't all be out." Ross broke the cection, then dialled
again.

Tom became aware that tension was buildino ape office. He
sat back, watching Ross as he held the receiv@stear. Finally,
after a long three minutes, Ross hung up.

'‘No one's answering.' 'Do you think ... ?'Tioegan and stopped.

'‘Someone should be answering. | don't lik€am.' Ross dialled
the number again, but again there was no answer.

'I'll go up there and take a look-see,’ Taals There's



nothing for me to do here now.'He reached for hikar.

‘Well, | guess,'Ross said reluctantly. 'Yedlhey could be in
trouble. Be careful, Tom. That'll be a nasty drivAs Tom put on
his slicker, he wasn't thinking about the drivewses thinking that
maybe somewhere around the farm, a run-away, \8didler might be
lurking.

He checked his .38 police special as Rosshedtbim.

Il alert Jenner," Ross said. 'Maybe he getna couple of his
men up there.

| don't like you going up on your own, Tomdnh forced a grin.

'‘Could be they have their TV at full blast atah't hear the
phone,' he said without much hope. 'Still, I'ddetheck.' He put
on his Stetson. 'I'll keep in touch on the radidl.be listening.

Be careful, Tom.' "You bet," and Tom went out itite drowning rain.

Jud Loss's farm consisted of a comfortablegblow, several barns
and a chicken-run. The farm was modest, but thgiviLoss owned some
sixty acres of orange-trees and employed threksé|and, when
picking time came, some twenty blacks.

The three permanent blacks had cabins welydman Loss's
bungalow. They had been with him for the pastyears. They and
their families handled most of the heavy work.

Tom thought of these black people as he dupvéhe narrow road
towards the farm, wrestling with the steering-whehis back wheels
slipped on the mud, his windshield wipers scaredlg to cope with
the pouring rain. What were these blacks doinggb#&bly at home,
glued to the TV. He knew them well.

If there was an emergency at the bungalowydeesure he could
rely on them for help.

His big Ford slid in the mud and he again weeswith the
steering-wheel.

Not much further. He switched on his radio.

'Sheriff? Mason calling.' Tom was always fofmvaen using the
radio.

'Hi, Tom | I'm hearing you." 'I'm now approaapthe farm," Tom
said. 'lt's been heavy going. Lots of mud.

"'I'm still trying to contact Loss. Still mmswer. Careful
how you approach.' 'Yeah. I'm turning off my hegtais. 1'm on the
crest of the hill down to the farm - | can seeftdmen now. There are
lights showing. I guess I'll leave the car andrapph on foot.' 'Do
that, Tom. Look for trouble. jenner says theagfsatrol car
diverted your way, but won't be with you for atdehalf an hour.
Look, Tom, maybe you'd better wait for them.' 'egsi I'll take a
look-see, Sheriff. I'll take care. Over and olibm turned off the
radio and switched off his headlights. He satstgat the farm
bungalow some three hundred yards away. Lighta/eton the
livingroom. Tom often called at the bungalow ameW its geography.



To the left was the main bedroom, and'in the atas Lilly's bedroom.
There were no lights showing in those two rooms.

Reluctantly he got out of the car, his heackthg against the
pelting rain.

His hand fumbled under his slicker and he dnesxgun. Slowly,
he began the muddy walk towards the bungalow, aivamgas breathing
heavily and his heart was thumping. As he appredthe bungalow, he
heard the telephone bell ringing faintly through thosed windows of
the living-room.

He felt very much alone. Up to this momein,liie as Deputy
Sheriff had been easy and straightforward. Helwsah proud of his
uniform, proud to be carrying a gun on his hip, pfehsed to be
welcomed when he called on the outlying farmshignshort career of
less than three years as Deputy Sheriff, he hadrriead trouble.

Even the drunks had been amiable. Some of theylkipls had cursed
him, but had accepted his authority. Up to nowrkivig with Sheriff
Ross in this small town, Rockville, his life hadebea bowl of
cherries.

But now, standing in the darkness, the raminaring down on him
as he stared uneasily at the lighted windows obtirealow, still
hearing the faint and sinister sound of the teleghell, sudden fear
gripped him. He had never felt such fear befdrbere had been
times, when driving his car, he had avoided a headrash, when fear
had seized him, but this present fear, that wasgrgqeping him, was
something that snatched away his confidence anc iniacknees shake.
He was alarmed how fast his heart was beating,rapwd his breath
hissed between his clenched teeth and he coulddékbweat running
down his back, and a tightening cramp in his stdmac

He stood motionless, oblivious to the peltiamp, only aware of
his fear.

Was the vicious Kkiller in the bungalow7 Wassbenewhere in the
wet darkness, maybe creeping towards him?

The cramp in his stomach worsened. Rossdiddchim two of
Jenner's men were on their way to him. Tom drewdeep breath. Why
take chances? The sensible thing to do was tbagétinto the car,
lock the doors and wait until these men arriveddiit Ross told him
to wait?

He began to move to the car, then the faibpbusistent sound
of the telephone bell was once again to him lilewihistle to a
well-trained dog.

He turned to face the bungalow. If he haiif@tguts to go down
there, he told himself, he would never respect Blimdamn it! He
was a Deputy Sheriff!

He might even arrest this killer single-handddte killer was
in the bungalow, and at the back of his frightemedd Tom prayed he
wouldn't be there.



Holding his gun in a wet, shaky grip, the safeatch snapped
back, he began a slow and cautious advance towsedsingalow.

He paused when he was within fifty feet of binmgal6w. He could
see the curtains of the lighted living-room weravan. The sound of
the telephone bell was much him forward like a loeakg louder. The
sound drew finger.

re of them in the He passed a clump of buslemya darkness. He
was also unaware of the dark shape of a man, cirmgiginthe bushes,
watching him as he moved towards the bungalow.

The cramp in his stomach made Tom pause,itbdarced himself
again to move forward. With his left hand undex $licker, he
unhooked a powerful flashlight from his belt. Hansthe beam to the
front door and saw it stood ajar. He stopped shbhe fact the door
stood ajar added to his fear. He looked furtiwelyight and left
into the wet darkness. The only sound, apart fiteendrumming rain,
was the telephone bell that now stretched his serve

He wished to God it would stop ringing. thes\the killer
inside, waiting for him7 Why should front door baraunless there was
trouble in there7 He peered into the lobby, whidswghted from the
light coming from the living-room, its door half ep. He could see
the steep stairs that led to Lilly's bedroom.

In a small, husky voice, he called, 'Anyonene@' and switched
off his flashlight. He waited, then hearing nothiand after an
uneasy glance over his shoulder through the omen foor, he shoved
the door shut with the heel of his boot and mowed the living-room,
familiar to him after so many visits when jud's eyiDoris, used to
invite him for a cup of coffee while he waited fad to come from the
orchard. He advanced slowly, his gun at the reladyheart
hammering, until he had a clear view of the bigmaoWhat he saw
made him catch his breath.

By the French window, Doris's big, comfortabtedy lay face down,
her head in a pool of congealing bloodFrom behieditig settee a pair
of boots showed.

Scarcely breathing, Tom moved forward and ge:@round the
settee. Jud Loss's short thick body lay face d@anpgol of blood
matting his thick, gingerColoured hair.

Tom felt bile rush into his mouth and he gudlpthen let the
bile spatter on his muddy boots. He w as verylgeack to his
stomach, but somehow controlled himself.

He looked wildly around the room, his gun wavg in his hand,
but only he, the two bodies and some flies alrdagizing excitedly
around the pools of blood were the occupants.

Tom had never seen violent death before, la@dhock paralysed
him. He stood there, staring first at Jud Loss@ytand then at
Doris's body. With those terrible head woundskinew they must be
dead.



He stepped back into the lobby.

'Lilly?" Had she been lucky? Had she beenngule this awful
thing had happened?

He couldn't imagine even Lilly going to Rodk¥ion a night like
this.

He looked at the steep flight of stairs, theaching for the
light-switch that lit up the lobby, bracing himsdtie climbed the
stairs the way an old man with a rickety heart bnstairs.

The bedroom door at the head of the staidstpen. 'Lilly?"
Tom's voice was a croak.

But for the hammering rain there was silence.

Tom stood at the head of the stairs, unabiedee forward. He
thought of Lilly Loss. He reckoned she was thetm@st girl in
Rockville. Often, he had had ideas about her,fenknew she knew it,
but at sixteen she was too young, but that, ofssmudidn't stop her
going around with that creep Ted Lepp. Tom was shat if he raised
a finger Lilly would have jumped into his bed ag@aSmitz, Kho was
nineteen, was always ready to jump into his betve Gilly a couple
of years, and Tom had promised himself he woulskrais finger, but
now, as he stood before the open doorway, staniiagtihe darkness of
Lilly's bedroom, he only felt cold shivers runnidgwn his back.

‘Lilly?'he said, raising his voice, then hected himself to move
forward and he groped for the light-switch.

Lilly lay face down across the bed, her hegadllay mess of
blood, brains and hair, her shortie nightdressedakp, her long slim
legs spread wide.

She had been as viciously clubbed to deatteaparents had
been.

Turning, Tom stumbled down the stairs as ¢éhephone bell began
to ring.

He was so shocked, his mind as a blank. Hesphansteadily into
the livingroom, located the telephone and snatelethe receiver. He
as vaguely aware that he had dropped his flashhigltte stairs, and
as he put the telephone receiver to his ear tilnia gun on the
table.

'Is that you, Tom? What's happening?' Rasstse.

Tom struggled to speak, but he made only stirty noises. Then
he no longer could control the urge to vomit.

‘It's Tom," he managed to say, then, turnisghbad, he was
violently sick on the floor.

He heard Ross shouting, 'Tom! Are you inlte@ Tom bent
forward, his eyes closed, struggling to speak. IRjimbove the sound
of Ross's shouting voice and the hammering ofdire he heard a
sound behind him. He began to look fearfully dwiershoulder when he
received a crushing blow that descended on hisodien Stetson hat.
He fell across the table, unconscious, smashieg afl the table.



He, the wrecked table and the telephone crashéabtthoor.

Sergeant Hank Hollis and Patrol Officer J&gyis sat side by
side in the big patrol car with Hollis driving.

Every man of the Florida Highway Patrol haérieressed into
service to find and arrest the escaped killer, Chegan.

Davis, aged twenty-five, had been enjoyindpialen ty wife, when
Sergeant Hollis dinner, prepared by his pret hdkgwp out'side his
bungalow. Five minutes later, Davis, cursing urtdsibreath, had
buckled on his gunbelt, thrown on his slicker atetsbn hat and
followed Hollis out into the pelting rain- 'Ordes get to jud Loss's
farm fast,' Hollis said, as he

started the car engine. "You know whergit i

'l know,' Davis said, his mouth full of hakiten chicken.
'Isn't that swell! Just when | as having din ‘Tkilker could be
there. Tom Ma w nerl' son's investigating,’ Hodlasd, edging the
car onto the highway. 'He's asking for suppofitiése goddamn
deputy sheriffs,’ Davis growled. ,can't they dgthimg without us?,
'If the killer's there, Mason will need supports iYea ? If he's
there but uppose he ain't? A nice tenmile drivéhis go damn rain
just to hold Mason's hand.’

Stop griping, Jerry, this is a job I' Holligid, a snap in

his voice. 'Every man on the force is outhiis rain.

Logan's got to be caught!" '‘Okay, so we chtohHow many medals
do we get?' Davis muttered, then' shrugged. '& aiilead, Sarge,
there's a turning on the left, and then up a datr In this rain,
the road will be a beauty Then five miles furthar i we get that
far, there's a -fork in the road and we go lef another five
miles, if we haven't bogged down, it brings us ts4's farm.' He
leaned back, switched on the radio to report taltepatcher at
headquarters their Position.

angerous an

The drive was d d slow. Once off the high-wdgllis struck mud.
Every now and then the car got into a skid whiaflisl corrected with
expert ease.

As the car began to climb, the mud increabatiHollis kept
going, skidding more often.

'Man! Am I loving this!' Davis exclaimed afta while.

'Here's the fork. Keep left. We've only gabther five

bloody miles to go



'I've known worse,'Hollis said, wrestling tter out of badly
wrong at Loss's farm. Mason's there. Last comsdue was
approaching the farm. No reply on his radio. Sitsuon the telephone,
before it packed up, indicate a strug- e. We arerting two patrol
cars to you. al Approach with caution. Loganighly dangerous.’
'Hear you and out,' Davis said. He opened higaliand loosened his
gun in its holster. 'Maybe this sonofabitch isréhafter all.’

Taking chances, Hollis increased the speed ofdhe c

mile or so, then hit mud again and Hollis badtart The tyres
bit tarmac and the car surged forward for a wnegtli

'‘Man! Did | choose the wrong job!" Davis eadohed. 'Franklin
has it dead easy.

He sits in the dry and yaks while we poor stalshe work.'

Hollis reduced speed. In less than ten minutey, iegan to cl;mb
the crest of the hill.

'‘We're nearly there, Sarge.' Hollis snappédhisfheadlights and
slowed the car. He edged the car forward and gulfebeside Mason's
big Ford.

Davis went on the air.

'Car ten has arrived. We can see the faright& are showing.
We're right by Mason's car.' He lowered his windowl peered at the
big Ford, feeling the rain beating against his faééason'’s not in
his car. We're investigating.

Over and out," and he snapped off the radio.

The two men spilled out of their car into fhedting rain.

"'l go first " Hollis said, drawing his guniGive me two
minutes, then follow me. You move around to thekba

another skid. 'l remember . .. If Logastl in there and
makes a bolt, | want you at the back. Take no céswith him.' The
radio came to life. Headquarter's dispatcher $@alling car ten.
Come in, car ten.' Both Hollis and Davis becametale

Davis said, 'Car ten. Hearing you

'Report from Sheriff Ross of Rockville. Somag's

'l don't imagine he is there," Davis said{ ymu watch it,
Sarge.' Moving fast, Hollis began to run down thest Davis waited
until Hollis had nearly reached the bungalow, therset off fast
across the sodden, muddy grass,

circling around to the back of the bungalow.
Reachi- g the open front door of the bungattnllis paused to

listen, but except for the drumming of the rainsooind came to him.
During his move up to the rank of Sergeant|isibad faced many



dangerous situations. He was a man without nerkeswas determined,
if Logan was in the bungalow, that this would be &md of his vicious
road.

Moving silently, his gun at the ready, Holis tered the lighted
lobby, rain from his slicker making puddles on gadished floor that
Doris Loss had taken so much pride in keeping inulee.

Cautiously, he peered into the living-roomheTirst thing he
saw was Tom Mason's body, lying face downe amiduwteekage of the
table. Hollis didn't move. H

stared at Mason, and unpleasant facts regtstarhis alert
mind.

Mason should have been wearing his Stetsqrhtsat

slicker and his gun-belt. He wasn't wearing af these
articles.

Hollis's mind moved swiftly. If Logan was leeor had been here,
he had taken Mason's hat, slicker and gun!

Was he still in the bungalow? Logan was noweal with a .38
revolver and a cartridge belt!

Hollis slammed back the door and jumped iheroom. Looking
around swiftly, he saw pnly the bodies of Jud amdi$Loss. He
backed out of the room, moved across the lobbykaied open the dark
bedroom door.

That room was empty. Moving cautiously, heatted the kitchen
and the bathroom, then returned to the lobby. ddanded the steep
stairs, leading to Lilly's bedroom. Was Logan kré? Crouching,
his gun pushed forward, Hollis climbed the stgimised at the open
bedroom door, then edged forward and reached éolightswitch. It
took him only seconds to assure himself Logan wasthe bungalow.
He paused for a moment to stare at Lilly's bodgnthurning, he
rushed down the stairs and into the rain. He béwde Davis who came
from around the back of the bungalow at a run.

'He's skipped,'Hollis said. 'We have a goddamassacre inside.
Take a look.' The two men entered the living-rodihile Davis checked
the bodies of jud and Doris, Hollis bent over Mason

'He's still alive," he said, squatting onlels "These two
ain't." Davis came to kneel by Mason. He turned gently. 'Hit on
the head like the other two.' 'The girl's deade'Shpstairs.'

Hollis straightens d. "We've got to get help. thsetelephone.’
Davis snatched up the telephone from the floon thesed. The
connecting wire hung loose.

‘The sonofabitch is playing it smart.' 'Suge He's stolen
Mason's hat, slicker and gun .'Hollis said. 'latttiisguise



'Listen!" The two men paused.

Faintly, above the sound of the rain, theyrti@acar engine
start up'He's getting away!" Hollis shouted.

Both men, slipping and sliding in the mud,a@aip the

crest - car, moving fast in low gear, was now

The sound of a fading as the two men readheid ¢car. Mason's
car was no longer there.

‘Call jenner "'Hollis said, scrambling inteetbar. 'We'll go
after him! We could catch him, but alert jenn@d' Davis got in the
car, Hollis switched on the ignition, then presded/n the gas pedal.
Nothing happened.

Davis was pressing the radio button, but gbtlappeared.

'He's fixed the radio !'he snarled, groped fanohd trailing
wires.

Hollis. was already out of the car and pegnith the aid of
his flashlight into the engine.

'He's taken the distributor head!" The sountth@ retreating car
had now faded away, 'We've got to get to a teleph@uavis said.
'Loss must have a cart' 'Yes. You go, Jerry, fgké care of
Mason. Franklin said two cars were coming, but &oows how long
they'll take." As Davis ran towards the three bamrsearch of Loss's
car, Hollis returned to the bungalow. He knelt\bgson's side.
Lifting him, he saw Mason's eyes open.

'Did he get away?'Mason mumbled, then his elesed and he sank
back into unconsciousness.

Hollis snatched a pillow from the settee andipunder Mason's
head, then went out into the lobby and peeredth#ovet darkness.

He waited several minutes, then he saw Dawising towards him.

'Loss's car and the truck are out of actiersdid, coming into
the lobby'Looks as if we're stuck, Sarge.' Hollisrge d.

'Franklin said two cars were coming. So wé&WAnd the
sonofabitch gets away!" 'He won't get far." Holislked into the
living-room and pulled off his slicker. 'We'll gbim.'He looked down
at Mason. 'This poor guy needs fast medical treatmHe's in a bad
way.' Davis looked down at Mason.

‘Think he's going to croak?, 'l don't knowguless he was
wearing his hat when he was hit. This punk carHuatlis glanced at
the bodies of jud and Doris and grimaced.

‘A real, vicious killer." 'Suppose our guysidanake it?' Davis
said.

'Look, there's a telephone-box at the enth@frbad. How about
that?' 'That's five miles, Jerry. No, we wait. thMuck our guys



could arrive any minute.’ 'Yeah. Okay, so we Whiigither of the men
was to know that the two patrol cars heading tivay had run into
trouble. Both of the drivers, driving too fastghekidded in the
thick mud. The leading car got out of control @nalshed into a
ditch. The second car just managed to stop tothediriver of the
first car had a broken arm. In the pelting rai driver of the
second car managed to tow the first car out ofittad, then, leaving
it, he continued on towards Loss's farm.

There had been over an hour's delay.

Chet Logan, wearing Mason's slicker and h#t Wiason's gun on
the seat beside him, drove along the highway, feafthe moment from
pursuit.

2

As Perry Weston drove his Hertz rental Toyadtang the almost
deserted highway, his headlights scarcely copinl thie pelting rain,
his windshield -wipers working furiously, he lisezhon the car radio
to some woman screaming pop with a drummer anad@bsane player
sounding as if they were out of their minds.

Perry was drunk enough not to care about¢heeshing voice nor
the rain.

He had been warned at Jacksonville airpottttieaweather was
turning bad, and 'he must expect to encounter reayy rain.

He had smiled at the Hertz girl.

'Who cares about rain7' he had said. '"Whescabout
anything?'

Well, it was certainly raining, that was farre. Tamar-row, he
told himself hopefully, there would be blue ski@esldot sunshine.

He had come from New York and, during thehtigown to
Jacksonville, he had been drinking Scotch on tkkggteadily, to the
concern of the air hostess who kept giving himfél.réAt the
Jacksonville airport he had bought a bottle of &#ihe to be his
companion for the long drive to Rockville. Welg told himself, it
wasn't all that long: some seventy miles, but this was forcing him
to drive at a crawl.

He looked at the clock on the lighted dashdodrhe time was
21.05. Although Perry wasn't to know it, at thxaet time both
Sheriff Ross and Deputy Tom Mason were telephothegut -lying
farms, warning the farmers there was a viciougkithose.

Maybe, Perry thought as he stared at thelhramnmering down on
the highway, he should have stayed over at Jackimnilthough he
had been warned about the coming rain-storm, he'thaargained for
this gpddamn downpour. Feeling the Scotch dyingion he pulled up



at the side of the highway.

He searched and found the bottle of Ballantimscrewed the cap
and took a long swig from the bottle.

Better, he thought, as he rescrewed the Elgplit a cigarette.
The woman was still screeching over the radio antddtame aware of
her raucous voice.

He switched stations. The voice of a manpéesgely trying to
imitate the voice of Bing Crosby, filled the cakfter listening for
a few moments, Perry grimaced and turned off tderaHe took
another swig at the bottle, then put the bottl&kbato the glove
compartment. He stubbed out his cigarette arahbther. He felt
relaxed and pleasantly drunk. There was no hbeypld himself. If
he reached his fishing-lodge any time this nigbtwhat?

His mind shifted to the events of yesterdbiypw long into the
past those events seemed now[ Well, he thoughgetbeents certainly
started this trip down to his fishing-lodge whiah ilad bought some
three years ago. It was an isolated wooden steiatight by the
river, surrounded by trees and flowering shrubssorde two miles from
the village of Rockville. He had bought it for ptigally nothing,
but had spent money on it. It had two bedroontsgaivingroom, and
he had put in a modem bathroom and a fully equijitetien. He had
planned, when he wasn't working in NYC, he wouldxeat the lodge,
fishing for black bass, cooking for himself andamg a solitude
that was rare in New York. It hadn't worked olelthat. It was now
two years since he had visited the fishing-lodge. had made the
fatal mistake to have married a girl fifteen yeaissjunior. It
wasn't her scene to spend two months in some dfishrggaccepted
that, but there were often times when he thouglgdo miles from the
bright lights, while he fished. He

of that peaceful river, the silence, the eetaént of 25

landing a black bass and cooking it for a thtener. He had
now been married for two years. He had done st bat Sheila was
one of those Young girls who were never satisfiStie hated him going
into his study to work. She was always interruptilemanding to be
taken to some place or the other: places that duredut of his mind
. A fatal marriage, he told himself. Once thengbaur of her young,
beautiful body became routine, he realised howrfentally, they were
apart.

Then yesterday When Sheila and he were havslguting match:
something that was now ha ening pretty well every d

pY,

the telephone bell had run@ Sheila had picked small Chinese



vase which Perry valued and had thrown it at hithe. had dodged and
the vase smashed against the wall.

Perry had said, 'Get out of my sight I

"You're a goddamn drunk!" Sheila had screamed had run out of
the room, slamming the door.

The telephone bell was persistent. For a lnogient Perry had
stared at the shattered pieces of Chinese porcétan he had
crossed the room and answered the telephone.

Mr Weston?'A woman's cool voice.

'Yes.' This is Mr Hart's secretary, Mr. st Startled, Perry
said, life with you?' 'Oh ... why, hello, Graceows 'Mr Hart would
be glad to see you this morning at eleven phonkesag had the
President of the United State O'clock,'Grace Adsaid. She always
spoke on the tele

waiting on another line. s

‘Mr Hart will be leaving in three hours for $&ngeles. Please
be punctual." When the President of the Rad -Hanti®&Corporation
asked to see you, You said yes, even if you weheapital with a
broken leg.

'I'll be there,'Perry said, and tried to b8atice Adams to the
cut-off, but he was a split second too late. She an expert at
terminating a telephone conversation.

Sitting in the Toyota, with the rain pouringveh, Perry grimaced.
The interview with Silas S. Hart had t and tooktaer swig at the
ibneteontshteicgklyo.veTchoinmkpinargtambeonuttieeting, Perry
reached bottle.

Silas S. Hart and he had always got along; \wedre was a
reason. For the past four years, Perry had prdvitit with original
film scripts that had made big money

for the Rad-Hart Movie Corporation. This

Hart had the reputation for ruthlessness andtness, but, up to
now, he appeared to treat Perry as his son sudpfisgy as he had
heard so many tales about the way Hart had tresdhest script-writers
who had failed to father. In his bones, Perry kilei attitude of
Hart's was make the grade, but to him Hart wasdikaffectionate
because he had given Hart four money-making scripéér enough, but
what would happen if the next script that was alyeia Hart's hands
turned out a flop?

A couple of months ago, Hart and Perry hakethbbout a future
film.



"This time | want something with blood andgyuiart had said.

'We now have to give these morons who pay at tixeoffacce something
to make them wet their pants. How do you feel aliBuDo you think
you can give me something like that? | want somgthvith lots of
action, blood and sex. Go away and think aboult& me have an
outline in a couple of months. Okay?' 'That'sl#se thing | want.

| want ordinary people in 'You don@t mean a hofitor?' Perry asked.

a situation that is packed with action, bleod sex. Ordinary
people, you understand. A situation that can happ@nyone, like
being held hostage, like a bunch of thugs moving their home, like
a drunk driver killing a child and trying to covep. That kind of
situation, but none of those. They've been dowedame. Think about
it. With your talent, you'll come up with a humdar.

Okay7' 'Sure," Perry said. You don't shoack lof confidence
when talking to Silas S. Hart, not if You wantedstay his favourite
script-writer. 'I'll think about it, and let yowalie an outline of my
thinking. Right?' Hart smiled.

‘That's the boyl And, Perry, it's worth fittyousand Plus five
per cent of the producer's profit. This will b deal for you,
and a big deal for me.' For two months, Perry hadygled to invent
an original plot that would satisfy his boss. Digrthose two months,
Sheila had been at her worst. Perry had explaméeér that he had
to invent a Plot that would bring in big moneyg @ease relax and
gi e him a ch e to think, but Sheila wouldn't leéwmavalone.

Atatnhcis time, there was a two-week film gala amg she wanted to
show herself off with Perry every night.

'I'm the wife of the best script-writer inskgoddamn city," she
had screamed. 'What will those snobs think if thegy't see us?' The
gala sessions went on until three O'clock in thening, and Perry had
come home so drunk that Sheila had to drive. ®Heviing mornings he
was nursing a ing tennis, he tried to Put on papim idea that m'
hangover, then in the afternoons, while Sheila jay -just might -
Please Silas S.

Hart. ight Finally, drunk, he had typed ce butline and ha
sent it to Grace Adams. He was now quarrelling 8hdila so
continuously that he ceased to care. ith As hengae Toyota, with
rain hammering down on the car's roof, he thougbtuahis wife. What
a stupid sucker he had been to have married herhad been
completely carried away by her vivacity, her seiguand her youth.
The fact that all his unmarried men friends weraisibling for her
acted as a crazy challenge to his ego. She Hagbrieasy to win.

She had played hard to get. The red light shoale: lvarned him what
against heavy odds. He was making big money amscheavas in for, but
he was besotted, and he had won her was marvatidiesl. His first
three months, married to able to go along withdosrstant demands.

At first she her, had been exciting and he had dxhgk his friends’



envy. Then her demands began to worry him. Hehmdork. Sheila
did nothing except swim, play tennis and yak. Gbé!thought, what a
non-stop yakker! When he was wrestling with agtcshe would come
into his study, sit on his desk and yak about lmkfriends, who was
sleeping with whom, what nightclub they'd go tot thight, how about a
trip to Fort Lauderdale to get some sun? He hadtgad out, with
growing impatience, that he was working. Sheild si@red at him,
then gave him a thin little smile and left him. aflivas when she
moved into the second bedroom.

"You need your work,"' she had said, staringrat her China-blue
eyes cold.

'I need my sleep.’ Perry had found consolatianbottle of
Ballantine.

When Silas S. Hart had asked to see him, Reltriike a man
driving to his doom. The sketchy outline of hisigthe had sent
Hart, he knew was something any third-rate scriptewwould have
thrown together.

As he rode up in the elevator to the Rad-Nevie such utter
crap. It was only because of his rows with Corpores offices, he
cursed himself for sending Hart Sheila and thedBgiihe that had made
him do it. It would have been much wiser to hastméted to Hart that
he just wasn't in the mood to produce and not @ ls@nt him
anything.

He lit another cigarette as he stared thrabgtwindshield at
the drowning rain.

Hart had given him his usual warm welcome, mghim to a chair,
sitting back in his big executive chair, his flestpugh-looking face
smiling.

'l haven't much time, Boy,' Hart said. 'l bdw get to LA.

There are finks there causing trouble, but | wamdelshive a word with
you.'

was a term of affection.

Hart always called Perry '‘Boy', and Perrydaedd it do.' 'Want a
drink?' Hart asked. 'Don't say no, because | léegwd a button, and
Grace Adams appeared. She was tall, thin, artarhyd always
immaculately dressed, and her pale face looketliakad been carved
[

from a slab of ivory. She produced two Sceschn the rocks and
went away.

‘Well, Boy," Hart went on, 'we won't talk alvdlis thing you
sent me, we will talk about you. Okay7''If yoy s®,' Perry said
woodenly. Although he longed for a drink, he let glass stand on



the desk.

'Suppose we start this little session," Haid,safter sipping
his drink, 'by me saying you are the best origswaipt-writer | have
been lucky to have.

Together, we have made a lot of money. |id@ms/ou a valuable
property in my Corporation. When | have asked todeliver, up to
now, you have always del ivered.' He paused tdisiglrink, then went
on, 'Apart from being a valuable property, I likeuy | seldom like
the people who work for me, knowing they don't lrke, but I like
you.' He smiled, then finished his drink. 'WelbyB | have been
keeping an eye on you. When | have a propertyahsble as you, I'm
like some woman with a two-million-dollar diamon8he keeps an eye on
it, so | arranged to keep an eye on you Perry piclkehis glass and
drained it.

"That's your privilege,' he said, setting daa glass.

'Yes. It seems you have two problems thatraes-fering with
your work. The big one is your wife. The smathee is drink.

Right?'

'l don't want to discuss my wife with anyorigtry said, curtly.

‘That's a normal reaction.' Hart moved his k@& more
comfortable Position in his ch air. 'Not anyorggttdoesn't include
me. I'm special, and | look on You as a partri¢ow, when a man of
thirty-eight marries a girl of twenty-three, andstiman is a real
inspired worker, he is in natural trouble. Girfswentythree want
the bright lights of life especially when they hawarried men with
your kind Of money. Bright lights and creative walon't marry, nor
does hitting the bottle." 'I'm not in the moodigtdn to this,'Perry
said. 'Did you or didn't you like the outline infeyou?’ Hart
reached for a cigar, stared at it, cut it and.lit i

'Did you7' 'Okay,' Perry said. 'So what7édr but it didn't
work. Get someone else to do it." "That's nostilation, Boy.

That's backing out, and you're not a quitter. Righid rather you

got someone else. | have enough to handle wittmute goddamn movie
script-' 'That's how the situation looks to yout bat to me.

There's always a solution to any problem if yoklaad think hard
enough. | want you to cooperate. | know you casach up the script |
want. | know that, but you can't do it if you drethered by your

wife." Perry got to his feet and walked the lengitithe big room,

then he returned to Hart's desk.

'l would rather you got someone else and |eagdo handle
Sheila.' 'She's 'You're not going to handle hey;, Bdart said.

going to be a pest- | have had a report on Bée has her hooks
into you, and she's not going to let go until yawérno more money to
spend on her, then she'll walk out and find anosiieker. | know her



a lot better than you do. I've had reports ondaekground and
reports of what she is doing while you try to wstamething
worthwhile. She has two boyfriends. | have timames, but that
doesn't matter. She screws around, Boy. You thirgkplays tennis
every afternoon? She doesn't. She is shackedtbpme of these
men, having it off. All she's bothered about isiymoney. These
other two finks haven't money. If they had, shailddave left you
before now. My people bugged the motel room wisbeehas it off. |
have a tape, but you won't want to listen to ibu've picked a real
bad one, Boy. I'm sorry to tell you this, but bdeyou and you need
me. Right?' Perry sat down abruptly.

'l don't believe a word of this," he muttered.

"You do believe it, Boy,' Hart said quietlyut, naturally, you
don't want to believe it. | wouldn't either, but 1

don't make mistakes. You have to get ridlwgia. You have to
make up your mind that this is your only solutidvly people can give
you all the evidence for a divorce. Once you aef her, you'll
get back to your normal writing self.' Perry stifésl.

'l am not going to discuss Sheila with you anyone else,' he
said, a snap in his voice. This is my personablgm, and I'm not
having anyone trying to solve it for me.' Hart nedd

'‘Before | asked you to come to see me, | didesthinking. |
felt sure you would say just what you've saids ybur personal
problem, and you don't want interference. Okawould have been
disappointed if you had said otherwise. Now, walu do me a favour?'
Perry looked suspiciously at this big man, restingis executive
chair.

‘A favour?' 'Yes. To both of us.' 'What's theour then?' "You
like fishing?' 'Sure, but what has fishing to dehathis?' "You have
a fishing-lodge in Florida some place?' Perry stare

'How did you know that?' ‘Never mind. You baliaven't you?'
'Yes.' 'Right. | want you to go down there todayvant you to fish
and think. | want you to tell your wife that yoave been sent by me
on location to work on the script you have given mes a favour to me
and to yourself, do this. Get her out of your mirtget off the
bottle. Fish and think. I told you I want sometiwith action,
blood and sex. You sit by the river with a rod/our hand and you'll
produce what | want. Will you do this?' ListenifRgrry realised that
this was what he wanted to do: to get away from Naay from Sheila
and refind himself in the solitude of the fishindde with no one to
bother him: just himself, a rod and an idea focps to think
about.

He smiled.

'‘Okay. You have a deal," he said.

He returned home in time to catch Sheila wias about to leave
for a game of tennis. He told her he was flyingf @hfternoon to Los



Angeles with Silas S. Hart. He would be going @tation, and maybe,
he would be away a couple of months. He expecttae, but Sheila
merely shrugged. Looking at her, he saw excitergeswing in her
China-blue eyes, and he felt a sudden cold digtik@er.

'So what do | do?' she asked. 'Sit aroundewau're having it
off with some tart?' you must please yourself witat do. This is.a
job, Sheila. I have to go."'l can imagine. Wihatl do about
money7' I'll leave you enough.'He wrote out a cleeigu seven thousand
dollars and gave it to her.

"You call this enough for two months7' she bal.

‘Everything is paid for by the bank; Sheilehat's more than
enough,’ and leaving her, he went up the staimgstbedroom. As he
began to pack, he heard her car drive away. gkio normal Once you
are rid of her, you'll get ha

writing self. , listening to the rain

And now, sitting in the Toyota hammering doemthe roof of the
car, he nodded to himself. Well, he was rid offoetwo months. It
remained to be seen if he got back to his normaingrself.

On the telephone, Sheriff Ross was talkinGaol Jenner.

'‘Look, Carl, what the hell's happening?' hededed 'l can't
raise Tom nor your men. What's happening?' Tledl @dn't know,
Hollis and Davis don't reply.

phone at the farm is dead-' 'For God's sdke&low that! I've
been trying that telephone for the past hour! ¥dna you doing?'
'I've diverted two cars to the farm, Jeff. Onehefm slid off the
road and into a ditch.

The driver has a broken arm. The other cgd to pull the
ditched car free, but now the second car is owdtg. This is a hell
of a night. Lewis and Johnson, in the secondd@m't know the way
to the farm. They keep reporting they are on faanks and the going
is fierce." 'I'm going to the farm to see for my&ie&bss snapped.

'I've had enough of this balls-upi | know the readhe farm
backwards. I'll keep in contact with you on radidbon't do that,
Jeffl' Jenner said. 'Wait. Lewis and Johnsont dsnthat long.

I've redirected them. With luck, they should redehfarm in twenty
minutes or so.' 'That's not good enough. I'm wedrgick about Tom.
I'm goingl' Ross hung up.

Mary, who had been listening, came into tHeefwith Ross's
slicker and hat.

You'll be careful, Jeff,’ she said. 'I'lhstl by the
telephone.’

He smiled at her.



'Spoken like a true wife of a sheriff," hedsgut on his
slicker, checked his gun, then slapped on his tan't worry. |
know that road inside out.'Hegave her a kiss. pKiee radio on.
I'll be in touch," and he plunged out into the rain

The road up to Loss's farm had deterioratecesiom Mason had
tackled the drive, and Ross had to struggle to kieepatrol car from
sliding into the ditches either side of the ro&tiving slowly, he
finally reached the crest of the hill where he foutollis,s car. He
switched on full headlights, lighting up the frasitthe bungalow.

A moment later, he saw two men come to thetfdomor and wave @o
him.

He pulled up outside the bungalow and got out.

'Hi, Sheriff,

'Hollis said. 'Glad You made it. So far, fayyhaven't shown

up.

Ross grunted and moved into the lobby, odhefrain.

'‘What's going on? Why haven't you been intacirwith jenner?
Where's Tom Mason?' is your car radio operatingri8@' 'Yes, but .
.."'I've got to report to jenner,' Hollis saitavis will show you
the mess in here,’ and he dashed out into thearalrscrambled into
Ross's car. In minutes, he was talking to jertedimg him of the
situation at the farm. jenner listened in stunsiéehce. .

‘This escapee has gone off in Mason's canrimgMason's hat,
slicker, and he's taken Mason's gun,' Hollis coohetl

"This punk must be out of his skull!" Jenngsleded. This
makes five murders he's committed in one nightlyYQK& handle it -
I'll get an ambulance and the MO - up to you fastaad he hung up.

Returning to the bungalow, Hollis found Rossome knee beside
To@ Mason.

‘Better not touch him," Hollis said. 'An antdnce is on its way.
He looks real bad.' 'He's dead,’ Ross said irld3 flat voice. 'He
just had time to recognise me, then he went.' 8Wgiéston sipped her
dry martini while she regarded the handsome maéingivpposite her at
a table overlooking the tennis courts.

'You play a fine game of tennis, Mrs Westtmg' man said and
smiled. 'Way out of my class. | hope, if it wondre you, we could
play agairr soon.' Sheila was in almost a profesdiolass at tennis,
and this man who -had suggested they might playoffaded no
opposition. That didn't matter. She liked to vand especially
against a man.

This man, tall with curly dark hair, a handsosuntanneo face,
had introduced himself as Julian Lucan. Sheilaregdrded him and
decided he could be an exciting bed partner. Atmry had gone
upstairs to pack and she was driving to the teclois, she had



decided she now wanted a change of bed partneey. ahd George were
beginning to bore her.

This handsome man could enliven her sex lHdenPerry was away,
she told herself. Seeing the way he was lookirgeatshe knew there
would be no problem.

However, he was a stranger to her. She haéert him at the
club before, and she decided to probe a little.

"You don't come here often?' 'First time," &isaid. 'Nice
here, isn'tit? | drove out on the off chance ettigg a game. Most
days, I'm bottled up in the City She probed further

‘What do you do in the City?, 'I'm a photodraps model. The
season's approaching for men's wear, and I'm keftypusy.' She
nodded. That seemed satisfactory. -end7' 'Aredgmog anything over
the week

He gave her a wide, handsome smile.

‘Not if you have something more interestingtiggest, Mrs
Weston.' She believed in the direct approach. Haldedone this before
and it always paid off - The well-built men on theach. The
good-looking men at the club bar. Sh them takesbarewhere:
generally t a motel, but e let time, she decidethi®she would make
the arrangement.

‘Well, I'm all alone this weekend. My husbasdway on
business.' She smiled.

'Or so he tells me. Would you like to spemaight and tomorrow
at my place?' His smile widened.

‘Nothing I would like better.' She opened bag, took out her
card card and pushed it across the table. -cikd®us a 'That's
the address.

Come at eight O'clock. My help will have gdmethen. We'll
have a cold supper

He picked up the card, studied it, then slippento his shirt
pocket.

"Il be there, Mrs Weston. | look forwardito "You may call
me Sheila, Julian,’ she said. 'l have a lunch. dg&e you tonight,’
and giving him a flashing smile, she got to het,faaved to him and
walked to the club house.

Lucan finished his drink, then ordered anathdrs Perry Weston,
the wife of the successful script-writert Lucan mdtchis business to
know about successful men. Weston must be wostch of loot, he
thought. Well, his friends called him 'Lucky Lu¢aikie seemed to be
living up to his name.

Neither Sheila nor Lucan had noticed a thitksan, sitting under



a sunumbrella, nursing a glass of beer. He waobtiese
nondescript men you pass in the street and natenotilis name was
Ted Fleichman, one of The Acme Investigation's pasate detectives.

For the past week, he had been instructeé¢p kabs on Sheila
Weston. A daily, detailed report of her activitigas to be sent to a
Miss Grace Adams of the Rad-Hart Movie Corporation.

Fleichman had watched Sheila give Lucan het,¢hen he had
watched her make her way to the open air restautd@thodded to
himself, then, getting to his feet, he went in skaif a telephone.

He called The Acme Investigations's office and gploiiefly to Dorrie
in charge of assignments.

Roper who was 'Dorrie, | want Fred Smallhdsaround?’ 'When
isn't he? He's lolling around in the lounge, gg@mnthe girlie
mags.

What do you want him for?' 'l need a seconther\Weston job.
Tell him to hustle down to the Long Island TennlslCpronto. Il
meet him on the terrace.' He hung up and returmédstseat under the
sun-umbrella.

Julian Lucan was eating a sandwich, relaxmthe sun. He
seemed set for a while. From where he sat, Fleachoould see Sheila
talking with three other women as they sat at ahdtable. He
nodded. She was settled too for a while.

He finished his beer and waved to a waiteafofill.

Half an hour later, Fred Small, a man in hie ffifties, wearing
a pale-blue light-weight suit, yet another of then®e men who could
pass in a crowd without being noticed, joined Feian.

'V\That's. cooking, Ted?' he asked as heesitle Fleichman.

‘The party across the way in the tennis quElieichman said,
without looking in Lucan's direction.

Small took a quick, casual glance, then hdesini

'Oh, him. Lucky Lucan. Man! There's a snhogperatorl | had a
little trouble with him in Manhattan. Usually, herks the big City.'
'What's his thing, Fred?' 'With those looks, heesathe older women
for a ride. All very smooth. He screws them, #&meh Puts on the
pressure, gets them either to pay up or give himg @resent. He
does well.’

‘Well, he seems to be having a go at Mrs We'skdeichman
grimaced.

'Or maybe, she's having a go at him. Keep teibhim, Fred.
I'll watch her.' "You know something, Ted7 You dmiould be on the
bread-line if women behaved themselves isn't iB&tiN thought, 'Don't
leave the men out. It's the way of modern behavide'll never be



on the bread -line so Igng as we can watch and"\8&g&ing Julian
Lucan get to his feet and move over to the wadesettle his check,
Small grabbed up Fleichman's

beer, drained it and Patted Fleichman on lasissine shoulder.

'‘Get Yourself another, Ted. You've got itts@nd he walked
casually after Lucan.

Lunch finished, Sheila parted with her thresven friends, then
went to a call booth. She spoke to Liza, her a@duhelP-cum-cook.

'l want to give Mrs Bensinger supper at homea.' she said
‘Something nice.

| leave it to you. Then get off. Have a nieeek-end,' and she
hung up.

She then went to the changing -rooms, Putlaikiai and went to
sit by the swimming-pool. Fleichman sat under haosun-umbrella in
view of the pool and waited. His job consistedwvaiting, but the
money was good and he was a patient man.

As Sheila lay in the sun, her eyes closedrukher big -goggles,
she thought about Julian Lucan. Some mani suthshght, and felt
the urge of sex surge through her. Way out of '3aayd George's
class. This man could be the lover of all lova@isbse grey, sexy
eyes, his muscles and his confidence!

as a lovely hunk of man you were talking ad;That w voice
said.

Frowning, she looked up to find Mavis Bensinigad taken a
lounging chair beside her. She and Mavis wereidanfes. Mavis had
married a man twenty years older than she, bubadth he was fat and
balding and had the disgusting habit of sweatiniged, he was rich.
Mavis looked elsewhere for romance.

Happily Bensinger spent a lot of his time ia3Nington, so there
were only a few days in the month when he pestistads.

'l guess,' Sheila said with a satisfied smild.know
tonight. I've invited him home. Perry is in LAdome7' Mavis
sounded startled. 'Is that wise, Sheila? |

'I'm sick of motels.'

thought you went to a motel as | do.' 'Butsage one of your
creepy-crawly neighbours saw him7 You don't wadivarce, do you?'
'‘Sometimes | think | do. Perry and | are alwagéting. We haven't
slept together for a couple of months. | thinklike to be free.
There are so many men to choose from.' 'But thfrtke@money Perry
makest He does spoil you. You might not find apothan all that easy
with money.' 'Oh, shut up I' Sheila got up. 'lakihg a swim.'
'‘Well, baby, it's your funeral. | wouldn't divor&am.



| have only to put up with him for three oufalays a Sheila
took a header into the pool.

month, and | can spend what | like." She regdrto her home at
19.00 to find Liza laying the table.

'l got a nice hors d'oeuvres and two goodttaiss Mrs Weston,'
she said.

'Will that be all right?’

L

That's fine,' Sheila said. "You get off wh@u've finished.
I'm taking a bath.’

She spent the next half hour making herselfisgéve, and

she was an expert at that. As she was firargalse eyelashes,
she heard Liza drive away. Now, she had her honherself!

At exactly 20.00 Julian Lucan arrived in rested Mercedes 200
SL. Sheila was standing on the open patio and@oito the double
garage.

Lucan drove his car into the garage besidé/béro, then he got
out of his car, closed the garage door and walkeckty to where she
was standing.

'Hello, there," he said, smiling. 'Well, héwem.' The small
but luxurious house was screened by high hedgetreesl There was
no problem of the neighbours seeing Lucan's atrival

That Saturday night with Lucan was the mositerg Sheila had
ever experienced. For the first time in her lifman left her
completely exhausted.

His sexual technique was, to Sheila, likeat i LSD. She
floated away under him, out of her body, which henmpulated in a

way that made her cry out, clutch him and grima more.

She came out of a heavy sleep to find himsiings For a long
moment she didn't know what was happening. Thenamembered it was
Sunday and, looking at her bedside clock, she bavime was 11.50.
"You're not leaving?' she asked in dismajtingitup in bed.
'It's early yet." He smiled at her.
'Yes, honey, | have a date in the City."' '‘BatSundayl'
‘That's right. These people don't keep Sundaysstbod before the
mirror of her dressing-table and adjusted his tie.

Looking at his long, strong back, Sheila retgha long, moaning
sigh.



'I'll get you coffee.' Naked, she swung o# tted and put on a
wrap.

'I'd love that, honey," he said. 'Did you éavgood time?' have
to ask ...

didn't you?' you don't 'l sure did.' While stx@s heating up the
coffee which Liza had prepared, she thought op night. This
had been a fantastic experience! She mustn'thiséantastic lover
| It was a shock to hear he wasn't staying untihifeoy morning, but
although she was only twenty-three years she dmviihat to put
pressure on a man was of age, fatal. Next tiney, Would go to a
motel. Then the next weekend, when she couldigetfiLiza, they
would come here. s into the living-She carriedagt of coffee and
cup room to find Lucan wandering around, stariighatvarious objets
d'art that Perry had collected. To her irritatiBeyry was a
collector, and, even more irritating, he knew gaatiques.

'It's a kind of instinct," he had told her,emthey had wandered
around various antique-shops, something that hadyibored her, but
that was in their first months of marriage. Heetlksmall things.
Articles she wouldn't be bothered to look at. tdd kried to educate
her when he had bought a gold George IV snuff-bbxa few years'
time, this will be worth a lot more than I'm payifay it now.' She
couldn't care less. Nor could she care less hawirayvn a valuable
Chinese vase at him. Who cared for junk like that?

Ah, coffee,’ Lucan said and joined her atttise.

'Honey, you are one of the most beautiful wonmethe world.'
iving sexual urgeSheila felt a rush of blood, artt &tay a while,
Julian. Please don't go.' He drank the coffel sstiiling at her.

'With the greatest regrets, | have to go-'éWwtwill you be
back7' 'Not for a while. | will be busy all thissek." Her heart
sank.

'When can we meet again?' He poured moreeafto his cup.

'‘We'll have to see. | don't often come thag/wShe felt a
sudden uneasiness.

'‘But, Julian, don't You want ... 7' She paysleen stared at his
smiling face.

'Oh, sure. Iloved it, but | have to moveward. Maybe I'll be
your way in a month or so. Suppose | give youl&/cd said no way,
honey.' She was aware that those sexy grey eyessuddenly hard.
'‘And before | go, how about my stud-fee7"

She stared at him

, her fists clenched on the table.

'What do you mean7' His smile broadened.

'‘Be your age, honey. You don't imagine | spanvhole night with
a woman without getting a fee, do you7 It was gaeakn't it7 You



enjoyed it. So 'You mean you are asking me forey@hSheila said,
her voice a husky whisper.

'Let's settle for five hundred dollars," Lueand, his smile
still wide, but his eyes now like chips of ice.ofla

full night, 1 usually charge a thousand, begigag it is you ...

She sat for a long moment, motionless, thenwmped to her
feet, her eyes flashing, her face contorted witlg.fu

'‘Get out!" she screamed at him. 'Get oullardll the police,

You filthy blackmailer!" Lucan shook his head sadhiye had been
through this scene a number of times.

‘That's a great idea, honey,' he said. @Galpolice. It'll
be headline news tomorrow. Your husband and tlye ga works with
will love it. So will all your girl friends. Goleead, call the
cops Sheila felt her fury drain out of her. Gda#fhat a fool she
had been! She didn't care what Perry thoughthbuofriends
mattered. Okay, most of them were having it ottwaach other's
husbands, but, so far, they hadn't been caugté.c&lid imagine the
gossip. She wouldn't be able to show her fackeatlub again.

'Hurry it up, honey," Lucan said, seeing henty. 'l've
another baby with hot pants waiting.' They stareebah other, then
Lucan smiled.

‘Well, you didn't perform badly . The dinmesis good. Okay-,
this time I'll let you off the hook, There are tisewhen | can be
generous. When you get hot pants again, be sgeingand he walked
from the room.

When she heard the front door slam, Sheil& sato the settee.

God! What a crazy fool she had been! s baght. When her
girl friends wanted a change in bed, they alwagkeqd on their
friends' husbands. That way, there was secufitythink she could
have picked on a stranger! Her shame and furyswels, she burst into
tears.

Ted Fleichman sat in his car opposite the Webbuse. He held a
Nikon camera fitted with an F 200 men lens. Hettiwee rapid shots
of Lucan as he came out to the sunshine, thenpdrgphe camera on
the pas.n senger's seat, he swung out of the dawalked fast to
where Lucan was opening the garage door.

Lucan, who w as humming happily, only becamvara of Fleichman
when he felt a tap on his shoulder. Turning, hentbFleichman
standing close to him.

'Hi, Lucky," Fleichman said with his hard-cgn.

'Had a good time7' Lucan closed his handsfiate and scowled.

'Who the hell are you7' he demanded, notdjkive cold tough
eyes that were probing him.

‘Security.' Fleichman produced his wallet Hadbed a silver



badge. 'Okay, no fuss, Lucky. Let's have it. plaee is bugged.
You could go away 'or ten.

So hand it over." 'l don't know what you'ri&itag about” Lucan
said, his face paling under his tan.

'‘But, Julian ... give me a call. You'll fimge in the book. So
long, baby,

'‘Don't let's waste time. You have anothemtlwaiting, so
hand it over unless, of course, you want me to rapsgur handsome
face.' '"Hand what over7' Lucan demanded. 'Whayauealking about?'
'Don't give me test crap, Lucky. She didn't givau¥any money, so you
helped yourself to something. | know your metho@®me on, hand it
over or I'll have to get rough w-,th you." Lucardiead one or two
unfortunate experiences with security guards. é#dised to tangle
with this thickset professional would lead to realible.

He hesitated, then took from his pocket Pemggld George IV
snuff-box.

Fleichman produced a small plastic bag.

'Drop it in there, Lucky," he said, 'then lilve a nice Set Of
your fingerprints. No tricks or I'll ruin your faiy jewels.' Knowing
Fleichman was capable of kneeing him in his mastlive possession,
Lucan dropped the snuff-box into the plastic bag.

'‘Okay, Lucky, now piss off. if you show yaumug in my district
again, you're for the cop house.' Lucan glaredmat then got in his
car and drove out of the garage and away.

Perry Weston came awake with a start. Fong moment, he
didn't know where he was, then realised he wassgtihg in the
rented Toyota and the rain was hammering downastithe roof of the
car.

He yawned and stretched. Too much Scotcthdweght, and looked
at the clock on the dashboard. The time was 22-(5d better get
moving. He turned on his headlights and lookettha@thighway road,
dancing with rain. He should have stayed oveneksonville. He
reckoned he was within ten miles of his fishingged A mile down the
highway there was a turn-off that led to his degton, but the road
could be bad. He opened the glove compartmerk,dabthe bottle of
Ballantine and took a long drink. Then replacing bottle, he lit a
cigarette and stared through the streaming winttshiethe pelting
rain.

. Maybe he should have his head examinedget to his
fishing-lodge could be some performance, but thed®cbolstered his
determination.

He felt hungry. He hadn't been to the fisHimgge for three
years, but he had arranged with Mary Ross, theifBtevife, tolook
in from time to time and keep an the freezer.



eyeheonknew there was plenty of food in tke#er, and he knew
Mary Ross had kept the lodge clean. He suddeokeld forward to
seeing her again, and to having a beer with Shiraffs. They were
both his kind of people and, in spite of his fathey were real
friendly.

He thought of Sheila. Okay, so she was haitioff with men
younger than himself. Silas S. Hart didn't malakless statements.
So what? Maybe when she got older she would shithen. He admitted
to himself that it couldn't be great fun for heb®married to a man
who worked long hours. Maybe, after this breakytbould come
together. Maybe . ..

He switched on the ignition and started thésangine.

Usually, the highway was crammed with trucks ang,daut it was now
deserted.

Another ten miles to go. Take it slow, heddai himself.

You're full of Scotch. Just take it slow.

He knew there would be a juicy steak waitioglfim. He had an
infra-red grill. In less than an hour, he wouldditting at the
table, eating.

Ten miles to go!

He drove carefully along the highway. The dghieldwipers
scarcely coped with the hammering rain, and hetbdean forward to
peer into the wet darkness.

The turn-off couldn't now be far. He musiniss it. He slowed
down to twenty-five miles an hour, then he sawigHtright flashing
ahead of him. He slowed to a crawl. All he cos#e was the red
light flashing and the wetness.

Some accident?

He stopped the car as the flashing red lighted towards him.
Then the light of his headlights showed him a maanwng a rain-soaked
Stetson hat and the yellow slicker of a Highway®aifficer.

jesusl he thought, if this guy smells my binedicould be done
for a drunkdriving rap.

He watched the man until he stepped out obdams of the
headlights. He pressed the button so the eleltyridaven driver's
window sank. Rain pelted in the car and agairstdie. He waited,
feeling the rain refreshing.

The man came alongside the car and flashegkthlamp at Perry.
The beam moved to the passenger's seat, then batkeseats as if
the man was checking that Perry was the only octupahe car.

'‘What's the trouble7'Pe@ asked, seeing oelyrtiddle part of the
man's body as the man stood close to the car.

'My car's run off the road.' The man bentlglyg but Perry
could now only see the outline of the Stetson Hate got to get to
a telephone. Where are you heading?' 'Rockvie a fishing-lodge
two miles out of the village,' Perry said. 'Youwnasse my phone.’



‘Yeah.' The man ran around the car. His wet sliskewed for a brief
moment in the headlights. He opened the passerdgst and slid in
beside Perry.

'Hell of a night," Perry said as he shifteiigear.

'Yeah,' the man said. He had a hard clippecev

'Let's go." and talked to Carl jenner Holks s Sheriff Ross's
car over the radio . He told jenner that Deputgr8hMason had just
died. t, jenner didn't seem able to grasp what

For a momen im, then he said, "You mean thssHollis was
telling h

tard killed young Mason?' terrible blow on tiead.

'Yes, sir. He's dead. He had a I've fourdvtbapon: an axe.
All the others were killed in the same way. Trekulls were crushed
like eggshells. Mason only survived for a while&ese of his hat.
This man must be as strong as an ox. 'Now sixgalin one 'Good
Godl'jenner exploded.

night[ No one will be safe as long as thigwaaiis free! Don't
touch anything, Hollis. The homicide squad aréntyyto get to you.
I've got cars covering Jacksonville. When Lewid dahnson reach you,
send them back to the highway.

He could be heading for Miami. Tell them &ald that way. The
State police are trying to set up roadblocks, buhis rain it's a
job." 'Okay, sir," Hollis said. 'I'll keep in tadu¢and he

switched off the radio. ts of an

A minute or so later, he saw headligh approerbar. The car
pulled up beside him, and Lewis, the driver, leanetof the window.

Shouting above the sound of the rain, Holiseghim the picture.

'‘Orders are for you to belt back to the higihhaad head towards
Miami fast.

You just might overtake him. He's wearingtet$n hat and a
yellow slicker he took from

Ik,

Mason,'Hollis bawled. 'He'll be in Masontadk Number SZY
3002. Watch itl He has Mason's gunl' 'We hardlgleni& up this
goddamn road,' Lewis moaned. 'lt's like a quagmire

Okay, I'll do my best." 'It'll have to be letthan that!,

Hollis snapped. 'This punk's got to be caughtfeAwatching Lewis
reverse his car, sliding in the mud, he ran baukugh the rain to
the shelter of the bungalow's lobby.



Sheriff Ross, looking ten years older, metlida@s he came into
the lobby.

‘There's nothing for me to do here," he sdiguess I'll get
back to my office.'

Hollis felt sorry for him. The Sheriff lookedbroken man.

'I need your radio, Sheriff," he said. 'Péestay around until
the ambulance comes, then drive down with themay®KI| wasn't
thinking.' Ross walked heavily to an upright chaithe lobby and sat
down. 'That boy was like a son to me. | can’iidvel he's dead.’

Hollis regarded him for a brief moment, thealked into the
living-room.

Davis was leaning against the wall, smokimigarette, keeping
his eyes from the three bodies.

'We don't touch a thing, Jerry,' Hollis sailhe Homicide boys
should be on their way. This killer could have fefgerprints, and
he could have a record.' 'He's a real smart-&syi5 said. 'The
big deal is to catch him. I'd hate to be the gimpworners him.
He's got Mason's gun. Let's get out of here. Tarsage turns my
stomach.' The two men joined the Sheriff in theblpb

"You've got to get him," Ross said, not logkip. The Loss
family and Tom were my true friends. What's happgh What's Jenner
doing7' 'There's a full State alert, Sheriff,'Hokliaid. 'The State
police are in on it. Tomorrow the National Guand j@in in. Every
motorist, if he's listening to his radio, is warnedt there can't be
many motorists out on a night like this.

There's not much else we can do tonight.'yOkat this is for
sure,' Ross looked up. There was a grim, detedrenpression on his
white face -'If you boys don't find him, I will, if's the last thing
| do.' 'Sure, Sheriff Hollis said, feeling for tolel man. He
thought this was kid's talk. By now the killer tebbe miles away,
probably heading for Miami, far away from Rosslsitery. 'Don't
worry. Sooner or later, we'll find him." 'I'll hato tell Tom's
mother," Ross muttered, and buried his face im&is.

The rain continued to pelt down.

Perry Weston started the engine of the Toyota.

‘Around a mile ahead, there's a turn-off ®Ilgft that leads to
my place,’he said. '‘God knows what the road'likee It's pretty
rough even in dry weather.' The man, sitting byshile, wearing a
Stetson hat and a soaking wet slicker, said nothing

'Would it be an idea for you to call for help your radio?'
Perry asked. 'All cop cars have radios, haveay{fZh'The radio's



bust,' the man said.

If it would be more helpful, | could take theanch road and you
could telephone from the Sheriff's office.' "Yourome is good as
any.' The hard, metallic voice jarred on Perry.

‘Well, okay.'Perry slowed the car. 'We're gugto the turn-off.
It could be tricky." The man at his side said noghi

One of those strong, silent, brainless typesry thought and
shrugged.

He turned off the highway and onto a road kbat five miles
ahead, to his fishing-lodge. The road was hath#ar half sand.

Feeling he should make the offer, and now awlzat the lodge
would be dismal, he said, 'If you want to, you stay the night. My
place is well-organised, but maybe you want tobgek to your car.'

L

There was a long pause.

'l don't give a damn about the car,'the magh sém of duty.

I'll have to tell them where the car is. Surelike to' spend the
night. I've had it up to here with this rain.' ,M®."' Perry leaned
forward to stare at the narrow road scarcely lihtsyheadlights.
'Glad to have you. Who are you7' 'Keep drivingstbu Watch the
road. Itlooks bad.' Perry felt a sudden uneasinédthough he
couldn't take his eyes off the road, he wantedd® at this man by
his side.

We shouldn't be long,'he said. 'What's yame?' Again there
was a long pause.

‘Call me Jim." 'Jim - what?' Again a pause.

'‘Brown." 'Okay, Jim Brown. I'm Perry WestdWatch your
driving,' the man who called himself J:len Browmagped.

'Yeah. God! This rain!" Jim Brown leanedward, staring into
the small pools of lights from the car's headlighssiddenly he
shouted, 'To your right!' It was too late. A sgicond later, Perry
saw a vast pool of rainwater and mud. The fronteld of the Toyota
just managed to cross the pool, but the rear wisaelk. The car's
engine stalled.

'Hell!" Perry exclaimed. 'We're stuck!" ,ldgou to drive to
the right,’ the man beside him snapped.

'How the hell can anyone see anything inris!' Perry snapped
back.

'We're stuck for good!" 'l think | can shith Let's take a
look." The man slid out of the car and into theipglrain. Cursing,
Perry opened the driver's door and flinched asdhebeat down on
him. He was wearing a light trenchcoat that sdgnoetected him as
he floundered in the mud and the water.

Brown was already standing up to his anklegénpool.



He turned on his flashlight, grunted, therkled towards where
Perry was standing.

'l can get her out,' he said.

'How do | help?' Perry asked, feeling helpless

'l handle it. Get in the car, start theggre and, when |
yell, move into gear and creep forward. UnderstaReérry stared with
amazement as the man turned his back to the cazaarght hold of the
rear bumper in his gloved hands.

"You'll never shift her," he exclaimed. 'be¢ help.' 'Get in
the car and do what I've told youl' the man barkéti shift the
sonofabitchl' Crazy! Perry thought. To try arfttle Toyota,
loaded with luggage, out of this quagmire 'Suppesdoth. . .'he
began.

'Will you goddamn do what | tell youl'The veiwvas a hard bark
that startled Perry.

‘Well, okay.'He was glad to climb into the l&ieof the car. He
started the engine.

‘Now!" the man yelled.

Perry shifted into gear and gently pressectuoelerator. He
felt the back of the car lift, the wheels spunntigeipped tarmac and
rolled forward.

Perry could scarcely believe it. The car again on firm
groundl He slightly accelerated and the car moweddrd, then he trod
on the brake.

He had imagined he would have had to walkigdishing-lodge,
leaving his car bogged down, and would have tptelae for someone to
pull the car out of the quagmire. This man hadalbt lifted the
rear end of the car and had shoved it forward ®frant wheels,
doing the work of a breakdown truck!

Incrediblel He must be as strong as an oxyRbought, unaware
he was using the same phrase as Hollis had usen tatkéeng to jenner
on the radio about the savage murders.

Brown appeared, his head bent against theatdferry's window.

‘We're clear," he said. 'Shift over. I'lltthe driving.'

'l know the road. You don't,’ Perry saikd better
drive.'

'Shift overl' The man jerked open the door sindved himself in
as Perry was forced to move into the passengets se

As the man set the car moving, Perry realisedas thankful he
didn't have to drive. He felt, if anyone could egm down to the
lodge, this man could.

He reached into the glove compartment andusred the bottle of
Scotch.

'Have a drink, Jim." 'l don't drink." Perryserewed the cap on



the bottle and took a long swig.

‘Well, have a cigarette." 11 don't smoke.ryBlew out his
cheeks and shrugged. He replaced the bottle igltdve compartment,
then sat back, staring into the darkness and thiegeain.

'We have around three miles to go,'he sahn! Will | be glad
to get home!" Brown kept silent. He drove withliskaind confidence,
watching the road, following the twists and bends.

Perry was now able to look at him, but thétifjom the
dashboard revealed little. He saw brown, big hamdthe
steering-wheel; the outline of the Stetson hat,nadhing of the
man's face.

Curious to know more about this man, he ask&aje you been long
with the highway patrol?' A long pause, then Brasard, 'Long enough.’
‘That's a good answer. I'm always saying that aimyujob. | write
film scripts.' Perry eased himself against the bzfdke seat. 'You
married?’ ‘No.' 'To have shifted this car the way gid, You must be
a weight-lifter in your spare time.' Brown said imog.

The condition of the road was improving andvgn increased speed.

'Do you go to the movies7 You might have sems of my
films,'Perry said.

'‘Ever seen The Gun Duel7 That was one of mirgon't go to the
movies.' Man! Perry thought. This guy is a replaze. He doesn't
drink, smoke nor go to the movies. What the hed He do? He
asked the question, 'So what do you do in yourespiare except police
work7' 'Stop flapping with your mouth!" There wasrarl in Brown's
voice. 'I'm driving! 'Okay ... sorry," Perry saitfie lit a
cigarette and resisted taking another drink.

They drove for the next twenty minutes inrsile, then Perry
said, 'Take the turn to the right, and we're th&hen they finally
reached the fishing-lodge and Brown drove intogaeage, Perry heaved
a sigh of relief. He knew he couldn't have magdbdut, somehow, this
man had coaxed the car through the mud with anrggeehat baffled
Perry. He was sure, if he had been driving, helavbave been bogged
down a number of times, but they were under shatttast.

‘That was great driving, Jim!" he said as theth got out of the
car. 'You certainly did a fine job." Brown movexdthe entrance of
the garage and peered out into the darkness anpklteg rain.

Perry groped and found the light-switch and turaedhe light.

'Let's dump our wet things here. No point@ssing up my
place," he said, and stripped off his soaking tienat. He dragged
off his boots.

The man came away from the entrance of thaggaand pulled off
his mudencrusted boots. Then the Stetson hat offirteen the yellow
slicker.

In the light reflecting down on him, Perry tdmow see him
clearly.



What he saw gave him a jolt of uneasiness mhn was about his
own height, but his shoulders were broader. At fitance he looked
like a primitive rock carving-. long arms, a chyridody, long legs
and the power and muscular build was awe-inspiring.

Then the face: ice-cold blue eyes, a shtuhtmose, high
cheek-bones and thick lips as if fashioned in nattlyp The hair was
the colour of straw and cut in a fringe acrossvaflorehead, dirty
and shoulder-length.

Perry saw around this man's thick waist wesvalver belt, and
in the holster a gun butt showed.

A real character, Perry thought. Straighbfrine apes.

'Let's get some comfort,'he said, wonderity ;@ highway patrol
officer should be wearing a dirty white sweatshimtl black jeans. He
shrugged this thought off as he groped for his leydunlocked the
door leading straight into his livin--room. 'Come in, Jim.' He
turned on the lights and led the way into the dbom. 'Maybe you'll
want to get out of those clothes. | can fix you iypan! Is ill good
to get out of that goddamn rain!" Brown was staangund the big,
comfortably furnished room. For some secondsuRkarly of what he was
seeing seemed to stun him.

Finally, he muttered, 'You live pretty wellt's okay. How
about a bath? I'm taking one, then I'll organiseeal. I'll find
something for you to wear. I'll show you your ratks he moved
towards the stairs, he paused. 'l was forgettivigu want to
telephone. The phone's over there." 'It'll wBitgwn said. 'l want
to get out of these wet things." Shrugging, Pexdythe way up the
stairs.

"Your room's the second on the left," he sditi find you
something to wear.' He entered the major bedroairtumed on the
ligh@s. He looked at the big double bed which &é hoped 'to have
shared with Sheila, but in spite of his effortp&rsuade her she had
refused to come to the fishing-lodge. He pausadaiong r@loment,
thinking of her. What was she doing right now? dgtenced at his
watch. The time was well after midnight. Themgacing, he went to
his big closet, found a sweat-shirt, underpantsaapdir of jeans.
These he carried down the short corridor and edtiére second
bedroom.

Brown was standing by the bed, staring ardbed

room.

'Here you are. | think you can squeeze ingot,'Perry said,
tossing the clothes on the bed.The for a bath. y8een half an
hour.' 'This is pretty fancy,' Brown said, stilaghg around the
room.

‘Glad you like it. The bathroom's right theRerry said,



longing to get out of his damp clothes and int@aldath. He left

the room and entered his bedroom. t the As he dratsr in the bath,
he wondered abou weather conditions. Was thisgaiimng to cease?
Stripping, he took his small transistor radio whiim into the
bathroom and put it on a shelf by the bath. Heddrit on, then
sank, with a sigh of pleasure, into the hot water.

He was in time to catch the weather forec&stin was expected
to persist for the next twenty-four hours, but wbgtadually die out,
giving way to a spell of hot, humid weather.

Perry shrugged.

He knew he had plenty of food in the freezera couple of
days, with luck, he could start fishing and thinkirHe grimaced,
wondering if some idea would come to him. It wddl bow ideas for a
plot could develop in a hot bath. He thought d&$E. Hart and what
he wanted: sex, blood and action. There was tiAfeer all, he had
only just arrived. He was hungry. As he got duhe bath and
reached for a towel, the impersonal voice of tltkarannouncer said:
'We are interrupting this programme for an urgeglice message. All
motorists travelling between Jacksonville and Miam@ warned. . .'
Perry snapped off the transistor. He was now ngdoa motorist. He
was home, dry and hungry. Let the other e rasteti to police
warn-poor sods floundering in th an, now calledsin@o he didn't
hear the warning that a m the Axe Killer, was agésand disguised as
a highway patrol officer.

All Perry could think of right now-was a thigkiicy steak.

Hastily drying himself, he scrambled into a swéat-

shirt, jeans and loafers and ran down thesstaithe
living-room.

He found Brown moving around the room aimigs$terry paused in
the doorway. Brown had taken a bat@.. His straletred hair was
clean and lay flat against his skull. He had sgeddimself into
Perry's clothes. The short-sleeved sweat-shirtta@small and
revealed this man's bulging muscles. Perry sathismman's left,
thick forearm the tattoo of a striking cobra snakeound his solid
waist was the cartridge belt and gun.

Man! Perry thought. This guy is certainlghearacter!

'Hungryl' he asked, moving into the roomm 'starving. How
about a steak?' 'Not for me,'Brown said. 'l guégsike a kip, but
you go ahead, buster.' Perry suddenly realisedaseb@ginning to
dislike this man. He now regretted offering hirbead, but what else
could he have done7 Maybe he should have drivertdniitme Sheriff's
office and have got rid of him.

'Cut out calling me buster," he said sharglyold you my
name's Perry Weston ... okay7' Brown stared atfbima long moment.
His ice-blue eyes were intimidating.

Then he shrugged.



‘Sure. I'll catch up on sleep.' 'You wantedse the
telephone,’ Perry said, thinking that there mighalchance for a
highway patrol car to come and pick this man up lamevould be rid of
him.

"Yeah. Right." Brown moved slowly towards hifithe phone's out
of order. My fault.'He gave a short, barking laughguess | don't
know my own strength.' The sound of that mirthlesgh sent a cold
prickle down Perry's spine.

'I'm not with you,' he said. 'What's the raatvith the phone?"
'‘Bust,’ Brown said, still moving forward. Perrggped aside. 'Don't
worry about it. Have your steak. I'm taking a.kierry watched
Brown walk into the lobby and then climb the staikée went quickly
to the telephone and saw

-p
the cable was dangling. It had been wrencheaf its

socket.

He heard a door upstairs slam shut.

He stood thinking. Something was very wroitnis man just could
not be a highway patrol officer: not with his lohgir and the clothes
he had been wearing. Then who was he? What theawe | got myself
into? he asked himself. Then he remembered tratdeen a police
warning which he hadn't bothered to listen to. et warning been
anything to do with this man?

Maybe there would be other warnings.

He no longer felt hungry. He had to admiw@s now more than
uneasy.

Maybe the warning would be repeated on thevision. He crossed
to the set, then paused, seeing the cable dandlihgt too had been
wrenched out of the socket and the plug was misss8twpcked, he
remained motionless, aware his heart was thumgheg, he remembered
the transistor he had left in his bathroom.

Moving silently, he climbed the stairs, entehes beditching on
the room and moved into the bathroom, sw light.e Quick glance told
him the transistor was no longer there.

Jesus! he thought, this is becoming realiyeshing! Then he
remembered the radio in the Toyota. Again movitendy, he crept
down the stairs. Reaching the door that let ihtogarage, he turned
the handle to find

the door locked and the key missing. of a
So he was cut off, isolated, alone with thge anani No outside

help!
Controlling a rising panic, he walked slowkyd into the



living-room - . He poured himself a stiff Scotamdadrank it neat.
Then he refilled his glass and sat down in ondnefttig lounging
chairs.

Some situation, he thought. He was now caredrthis man, up in
the spare bedroom, was dangerous, possibly ctdeyhad a gun. Apart
from the gun, he was horrifyingly strong. glaseeéally Perry
emptied his glass, then placed the on the occdgabla, so
carefully the glass fell to the floor.

Perry closed his eyes. So, okay, he was ssdasHe hadn't eaten
for ten hours. He had been drinking steadily simedad got on the
plane. So, okay, he was smashed.

He stretched out his long legs and made hireseffortable.

Some situation! Could this turn into the gtthat Silas S.

Hart was demanding. Blood, sex and action?

Who cares? he muttered. Who cares abouy avigla a gun? Who
the hell cares about anything?

Lulled by the sound of the rain and the mograhthe wind in the
trees, Perry Weston passed out.

Sheriff Ross sat at his desk listening to ¢@arher on the
telephone. The time was 03-00, and Ross was fgbbne-wear-y and
utterly depressed. He had ridden back in the aamgel which contained
four brutally murdered bodies. He had sat besid®Deary,
Jacksonville's medical examiner: a short, thicksat in his late
fifties.

'‘Never seen anything like this,' O'Leary muatke

Ross said nothing. He was thinking of Tom dfgshis mother would
have to be told, and his friends who had beendsesf his for the
past fifteen years.

The ambulance driver had dropped Ross oulsgleffice. With a
brief word of thanks and a nod to O'Lea Ross edthi® office. As he
stripped off his soaking wet slicker and hat, Hd tos wife what had

happened.
'It's a terrible thing,'he said, walking t@ ldlesk and sitting
down. 'T'll have to tell Tom's mother.' 'Tomorrovill do. Let the

poor soul have her night'-, rest," Mary said.

‘Now don't worry about it. I'll tell her. Have coffee for you.
Why don't you get some sleep7' 'l want to taldganer,'Ross said,
reaching for the telephone. 'I've got to know Vghgbing on. The
State police have taken over, but that doesn't rhean go to bed!
‘Jeffl This dreadful thing has now nothing to dishayou,'Mary said
gently. 'lt's all in good hands. Now, come to.bBibss was already
talking to jenner.

"Yeah, but nothing helpful,’ Jenner told hifklason's car was
found tipped into a ditch around twenty-five mifesm the farm on the
highway. Jacklin, who is now in charge of the istigation, thinks
the killer must have stopped a passing motoristgama lift, posing



as a highway patrol officer. Radio warnings are cAny motorist
giving a patrol officer a lift is asked to conthaadquarters. So
far, nothing. Jacklin thinks he could be by nowdrami. The
Homicide squad turned up nothing. The killer ditkaive
fingerprints: must have worn gloves. The murdeapen is clean. We
have a description of him, bu&Lit's vague. | havéad time to tell
you the details, but here's what happened. A raptte patrol officer
spotted a hold-up at a garage. He sent a radidvéhaas making an
arrest. A patrol car, picking up the message, iwaisne to find the
hold-up man trying to start the police motorcyclkhe officer who
radioed was dead, and the gas attendant so badiyded he also died.
The two patrol officers tackled the killer. SergeBurst was badly
wounded, but Trooper Brownlow clubbed the man uscmus.

Brownlow is new to this racket. He searchHeglunconscious man
and found a driver's licence made out in the nahtghet Logan. He
threw the man into the back of the car, then atdrid Hurst, who was
bleeding badly. | guess Brownlow lost his headl. h& could think of
was to get Hurst to hospital. He forgot to putdwarifs on the
unconscious killer. Can you imagine? He droveé ta#\bbeville. The
road conditions were bad. He did have the senseptmrt to me on the
radio as he was driving. From what Brownlow told we have a vague
description of the man. You already have thate big thing is this
man has a cobra snake tattooed on his left amouess Brownlow,
while talking to me, must have taken his eyesiuéfrioad. | heard
the crash over the radio.

He and Hurst were dead by the time we fouedithrand Logan had
vanished.

That's it, Jeff. Captain Jacklin has now tekkarge. This is a
State police job. There's nothing either you orcae do. This
killer could be miles away by now and off our netkhe woods.' ,The
killing took place on my territory,'Ross snappédow does Jacklin
know this man is heading for Miami? He could hdweebled back. Along
the river there are a number of fishing-lodges.siMi them are shut.
He could be hiding in one of those. He could ioknly any place on
my ground. As soon as this goddamn rain lets,apgbing to check.
If I find him, if it's the last thing | do, I'll mkee him pay for
killing Tom and my friends' 'l can't stop you," densaid,
restraining his impatience. 'This man must be ingmto Miami where
he can get lost. But okay, suppose he has dolalek!?

You start checking out likely hiding-placeadayou’ll land up
with a bullet in your head. This man is viciouslammed, Tomorrow
there'll be a massive search within twenty milew/bére Mason's car
was found. Jacklin has called out the Nationalr@u&ou keep out of
it, Jeff." "The National Guard don't know the grdwas | do,’' Ross
said.

11,11 tell Jacklin to consult you. Now, foods sake, don't



start acting like a hero, Jeff. You'll need anottheputy. Sergeant
Hank Hollis is due promotion. He's a good man.a@kvith you?'
,Sure. | know Hank. He's a good man.' 'Right.llHsport to you
tomorrow morning. Now go to bed. If this rain tones, and the
forecasters say it will, tomorrow is going to beesy tough day."' 'In
the meantime, this killer is loose.' '‘But not fong), Jeff -
Good-night,'and Jenner hung up.

Having watched Julian Lucan drive away, Tegldiiman returned to
his car. He took off the cassette that recordenh fthe bug in the
Weston house and dropped it into his pocket. Heedigarette and
stared into space, his mind active.

He knew Perry Weston was a rich man. Althokigichman's salary,
working as a private investigator, was good, he wake hole for ten
thousand dollars. His wife was never out of a dogthands. She was
never out of a -F dentist's hands. Well, okay, ssmomen were like
that. He loved his wife, who was five years olttem himself, but
the bills that kept coming in weighed on him. Tast check he had on
what he now owed came to $9,800, and he had hadditers asking for
payment.

He would have to find the money. He rubbexjsmv while he
thought of Perry Weston. Ten thousand dollars dital peanuts to a
man in his earning bracket.

This would have to be handled carefully, Hd tamself, but he
could swing a deal. Weston was out of town. Matyteewife could
produce ten thousand dollars.

It was worth a careful try.

Sheila Weston had got over her crying jag. eXperience! she
told herself. Never again! No more strangerske #ias young enough
to be resilient. Today was Sunday, and she waseal&he decided she
would go to the tennis club and have lunch. Juliacan was already
fading into her past. A marvellous sexy lover'eSiiddenly smiled.
She certainly had handled him beautifully. He pa@n her the sex
thrill of her life, and it had cost her nothingluBnever again | She
would take a shower, dress for tennis and spenceief the day at
the club.

As she walked into the lobby, heading fordteers, the front
door-bell rang.

Who could this be? she wondered, frowningaravghe was only
wearing a wrap over her nakedness, then with aatient shrug she
went to the door and opened it.

She was confronted by a thickset man, weaxidgrk light-weight
suit, white shirt and a white linen cap with a Iqregpk.

'‘Morning, Mrs Weston,'the man said with a wétkile. 'Sorry to
disturb you. I'm Ted Fleichman, Acme Investigatioile produced a
wallet and flashed a silver badge. 'Security, matdé&am not
interested," She, 'la snapped. 'Thank you," agdrb® shut the



door.

Fleichman, still smiling, shoved his foot f@awd so the door
wouldn't close.

"You and me, Mrs Weston, need to talk. &'dao with Julian
Lucan, the man who spent the night with you." Tihec& of hearing this
was so great Sheila felt her heart skip a beafelhlood drain out
of her face. She took two unsteady steps backwalidsving Fleichman
to move into the lobby. He closed the front door.

'‘Go awayl!l' Sheila said, her voice a whisp¥ou've no | right
to come in here!

Go awayl' Fleichman's smile broadened.

'Sure, no problem, Mrs Weston. I'll go awiathat's what you
want, but | could help you. | want to help yot's part of my job -
You see, I've been hired to watch you. | haveito in a report, but
if you want me to go away that's just what I'll Bae do.' 'Watch me?
Who has hired you? My husband?' Sheila was noavexing. This
tough-looking man seemed friendly. Could Perryehdone such a thing
. .. to have her watched?

'‘No, madam,'Fleichman said. 'Nothing to dthwir Weston.
Sorry, | can't name my client. Can't we sit dowad &alk about this?'
'‘Nol Go away!" 'Okay, madam. Anything you sayust wanted to help
you, but if you want me to turn in my report thauyspent the night
with Lucky Lucan, you have only to say so.' 'No evik believe youl'
Sheila cried desperately. 'You're just a spy | Yiaue no proof | Now
get out I' 'Proof I' Fleichman shook his head.ydfi mean there's no
evidence, madam, | have to correct you. | havexarding of what
happened last night, and what happened this marrihgve
photographs of Lucan leaving here. You probablxehd had time to
look around to see if anything is missing. Luchmags gets paid:
either in cash or a present.' He took from his potke plastic bag
containing the gold George 1V snuff-box and danglesd Sheila could
see it.

'l believe this is your property, madam. tqumded Lucan to
give it to me." Not believing what she was seefigila ran into the
living-room and to the table where Perry's antiqokection was
displayed. She saw at once the snuff-box was ngssi

Fleichman had moved into the living-room atabd watching her.

'Give it to me! It belongs to my husband!ef# 'xclaimed.

Fleichman looked sad.

'l wish | could, madam, but it has Lucan'génprints on it.

His prints establish the fact that he stole it.e Tépe | have
establishes the fact that he tried to extort fiuadred dollars from
you which you rightly refused to give him. The damation of his
prints, the tape and the photographs will put hirthe stammer for at
least five years. Itis my duty to hand the evideto the NYC

police. They have been waiting to get their hama&im, but, up to



now, he's been too smart.' Sheila felt her kneekling. She sat
down, staring at Fleichman, who also sat down, speder.

'You see what | mean, madam. It's a probleensaid.

Sheila shuddered.

Awful thoughts flashed through her mind. Aipe enquiry! She
would be called as a withess. Her friendsl Thggais and the
whispers! Her social life, which she loved, ruin€bd! What a
lunatic fool she had beenl 'This is a shock to yonagdam7' Fleichman
said. 'Should I get you a drink?' He looked arquwaav the liquor
cabinet, got up and poured a generous shot of @dgt@aa glass. He
took the drink to her. 'Come along, madam. DiirlkVith a shaking
hand, Sheila took the glass and swallowed the lyrandne quick gulp
- She shuddered and let d to h-s chair Fleichmianttee glass from
her. He returne and sat down.

For several minutes, Sheila sat motionledse CTognac began to
knit her together. Her mind began to work'As | éaaid,
madam,'Fleichman said, seeing she was recoveongthe shock, his
voice gentle, 'there is a problem ... for you amdnfie.' She looked
up and stared at him.

'For you?' 'Yes, madam. | have as big alprolas you have.'

'l don't understand. What is your problem?' 'Wakdam, unlike you,

| have a financial problem. | am being paid tofké&sbs on you. I've
been keeping tabs on you for the past two montkeow you have been
having fun with certain men. | know who they at&now Mr Weston
has been busy and perhaps neglectful. What is nadugal for a

young, attractive woman like you to have sex frametto time with
other men? It happens every day. | know you Heeen with two of
your men friends at various motels, but this tiroa fell for a
professional, and you invited him to your home.affmadam, was a
fatal mistake.' Sheila stiffened.

'Who is employing you?' 'l can't give you threame of my client,
madam. That would be a breach of confidence. Wiharestigate a
woman who is playing around, it's my job to invgate in depth. |
have learned you and Mr Weston have drifted apatrt.

Divorce evidence wouldn't worry you, but foetpolice and the
press to know that you have been foolish enougkeotazaprofessional.
. .'Hepausedtostareat her as he saw her flinclell,'Yon't have to
spell it out, do I?' Sheila's hands closed inttsfis

'What is your problem?' she asked.

'l have a sick wife, madam,' Fleichman saidssing one thick
leg over the other. 'l won't bore you with theadlst | don't earn
much and the medical bills are more than | can pam in debt,
madam. | need ten thousand dollars. Now, madaen\ C police want
Lucan. They know private investigators like mesaftvatch Lucan.’
Fleichman paused, then went on, lying smoothlyeyTére offering any
investigator who can produce strong enough evidempet Lucan behind



bars ten thousand dollars.' The lie, to Sheila, seasbvious, she
closed her eyes. To be blackmailed twice in a ingrwvas something
she couldn't believe possible.

'You see, madam,’ Fleichman went on, 'l havlink of my wife,
but | have also to think of you. | realise youtanlife will be
spoilt if you are forced to give evidence againgtan. Itis not as
if you are one of many thousands of women who lianen the side.
You are the wife of a very famous scriptwriter. elgpress will have a
ball if Lucan comes up for trial."He paused, snglsadly. 'l suggest
you are not without money. i leave it to you. ushhave ten
thousand dollars. | know the police will willingtyive it to me, but
if you give it to me | will hand over the tape, theuff-box and the
photographs and you'll hear no more of this unfaata affair. |
will, of @ourse, have to continue to watch you, bassure you, in
the future, if you step out of turn, | won't repirtin fact,
madam, you will have gained a friend." He gaveaheig, friendly
smile. 'Do we have a deal, madam7' sat silenkitgodown at her
hands, gripped between her knees.

Flei--hman waited. He was sure she would binmehe money.
Time meant nothing to him, but after minutes halléd by he said, a
sharper note in his voice, 'Do we have a deal, madd don't seem to
have any alternative, do I7'Sheila said in a hatd goice.

She didn't look up. 'l haven't such a sunnwhusband might
have it in his safe upstairs. I'll see. Wait hdkeed Still not
looking at him, she got to her feet ard wa outhef toom . Moving
like a shadow, Fleichman lef,Lhis chair and mowethe living-room
door. He watched Sheila climb the stairs and gisapinto a room
down a short corridor. Silently, he ran up therstand peered into
the room.

Her back to him, Sheila was taking a modeintpey off the wall.
He saw the painting had concealed a small wadl, safd he grinned.
He hadn't thought it would be this easy, but tleter all, she was
only a kid, and he had scared her witless.

As Sheila began to turn the combination kribb telephone bell
rang. She turned, then saw ileichman standing

L-@

in the doorway. She stifled a scream, hedtbing to her
mouth.

'‘Don't answer it, madam,' Fleichman said, mgyurther into the
room. 'Just open the safe." She moved so swifdhjhad no time to
stop her. She snatched up the telephone recesves eaaught hold of
her wrist, but she said loudly, 'Sheila here. Whit?' Fleichman
released her wrist.

'Watch what you sayl'he said, in a low sngglvoice.



‘Sheila, honey, it's Mavis.' 'Oh ... MavidjeBa made an effort
to steady her voice.

'l couldn't wait. Has that gorgeous hunk efmteft or; s he
still with you?' 'He's left.' 'Was he good?' 'So-%doney, you sound
flat. He looked marvellous! 'Yes."'l must tetlly Sam turned up
last night without wari-,ing. What a lucky escdp®d! | was about
to go out with Lew! Can you imagine7 I'm almostuan.

Right now, Sam's snoring his head off. Thg ivawent on, Ye!
would have thought he hadn't screwed a woman fax,itfy years.'
'Well, that's Sam." 'You can say that again. Héamah Perry?' ‘No.
He's on location somewhere in California.' 'Cahiai7 He can't be,
honey. He's in Florida. San saw him at the Jackiie airport.' 'l
thought he was in California," Sheila said, awdrEleichman.

'He's probably cheating on you, baby. You iogno the club?
Sam will sleep all afternoon.' ‘Maybe. | must htavis. My bath is
running. 'Bye for now," and she hung up.

'If the phone rings again, madam,' Fleichmaapped, 'you don't
answer it.

Get that safe open!" He stood back and watbkedvalk to the
safe.

Ten thousand dollars! he thought. Mont Wdbkat get him out of
deep trouble | A guy like Perry Weston was certaihave a load of
money in a wall safe. Maybe he should have asethbre. There
would be further doctors'bills. He had this kides he wanted her.
Maybe he had better take a look, seeing she hadpewed the safe
door. As he moved forward, he stopped short.

Sheila had spun around. She was holdingiaustooking .38
revolver in her hand which she had snatched franséie.

In s ite of his toughness, Fleichman felt ddan chill as p he
stared first at the gun, then at Sheila's hardhetase face.

'Put the snuff-box and the tape on that tables said. 'l can
shoot! I'll smash your kneecap and you'll be deddor lifel Do
what | say!" Fleichman forced an uneasy grin.

‘That gun ain't loaded,’ he said. "You dbhiff me," and he
edged forward.

There was a bang of gunfire. He felt someghike a hornet
whizz past his face. He started back. He hadmssen faced with an
experience like this, and his sagging confidencaedaut of him.

'‘Okay ... okay.' He took the tape and thetjgdmg from his
pocket and put them on the bedside table.

'‘Now, get out, you filthy blackmailer!" Shedareamed at him.
'Get out!" She followed him down the stairs, watthean open the front
door and walk unsteadily down the drive. She slaohthe door shut and
shot the bolt.

Then she collapsed in a faint on the floor.



4

On this Sunday morning at 10.15, a policepedied up outside
Sheriff Ross's office.

Captain Fred Jacklin heaved his bulk out efd¢ar, slammed the
door and ran up the wooden steps to the porchfdbeaain that
cascaded down. If anything, he thought, takingheffsoaked slicker,
the rain was heavier than the previous day.

Jacklin was a massively built man with rugégatures and the
cold grey eyes of a cop. Head of the JacksornwiBéate police
department, nudging forty-eight years of age, he kveown as an
efficient and ruthless police officer.

He shook his slicker free of water, then welk&o the office to
find Sheriff Ross and Hank Hollis bending over iéascale map spread
out on Ross's desk.

'Hi, Jeff,'Jacklin said, advancing.

going to continue.' 'Looks as if this rainlseftwo men shook
hands, and Jacklin nodded Hollis.

to

‘That's the way it looks, Captain,'Ross safdhat's the
news7'

'If you mean have we found this killer, thesaer is n Jacklin
said. 'He could be anywhere by now. All we cdo Id this rain is
to keep broadcasting.' He pulled up a straight-bdahair and
straddled it. 'Roadblocks have been set up, haok time and he
could have slipped through. No motorist has regzbgiving him a
liit. In fact, we are getting nothing from our radvarnings. He
could have stopped a motorist while wearing thegbatuniform,
killed him and taken off in the victim's car. Thisan will stop at
nothing. I've turned out the National Guard. They sitting in
their trucks waiting for the rain to stop. So tiglow, we are
getting nowhere.' Ross went around his desk andosat. He looked
pale and tired.

‘This is the map of my territory," he saigydsng the map spread
out on his desk. 'What you say makes sense, brg there very few
motorists on the highway last night. | have a hutihat when Logan
slid off the road and into a ditch, he took to theest on foot. |
think he could still be on my territory." Jacklinaded.

'It's a possibility, but he must know that thads are now
sealed off, and once in the forest, he wouldn'eleehance to break
out. No, Jeff. | still think he hijacked a cailléd the driver and
is heading for Miami where he could get lost.ribl this territory
like the back of my hand.' Ross tapped the map.

‘There are dozens of places where this mald ¢ode, but the



places | like most are the fishinglodges alongrier.' He pointed

to the map. 'They are less than ten miles fromrgvhe ditched Tom's
car. There are footpaths through the forest g to the river.

Now these fishing-lodges are unoccupied. Theyahg used from time
to time by people from Miami from New York. If §iman could find
one of these places, he'd have no trouble breakingknow the
owners leave food in their freezers. He could iarmrahiding in one

of these lodges for two or three weeks while yo@ iinunt for birr..
These fishing-lodges must be checked.' jacklin gin He wasn't
convinced.

'It's an idea. What do you suggest?' 'I'nmgdo check them
out,' Ross said. 'As soon as this rain lessensk ldad | are going.'
'‘Now, hold itl'Jacklin said sharply. "You two cdujet your heads
blown off.

This man has already killed six people[ He'slangerous as a
cornered tiger, and he has Mason's gun. You keepfat, Jeff I
‘This is my territory," Ross said quietly. 'If fdiding in the
forest or in one of the fishing-lodges, 1,11 finchh Jacklin
shrugged, then smiled.

'You're a stubborn old bastard Jeff - Okadly.sénd four of the
National Guards to you. i want You to take therthwiou.'He got to
his feet. "This rain will last another six or seveurs. I've got
to get back to jenrier. 1 still think, by now, &é\ Miami, but if
he's still around here, you'll need support.' Heokhhands and ran
out to his car.

Ross snorted.

‘The National Guard? What good are they: goakids with
rifiesl’

'lleah. They could get in the way,'Hollisd.ai'We can do
without them.' Ross regarded Hollis thoughtfulBdthough he grieved
that Tom Mason was dead, looking at Hollis, he dade this tall,
lean man with his steady greyblue eyes and his ffiamd mouth was
infinitely superior to Mason. This man had Yeafexperience as a
highway patrol officer.

He had also served in Vietham. Ross was foadtdkhave him as
his deputy.

Hollis walked to the window and looked outlz rain.
Rockville's main street was deserted. He shruggeldurned to see
Ross staring down at the map on his desk.

'Hank, I've got to get this man,'Ross said iaw voice. 'He
killed my deputy and three of my friends. | caittaround here
waiting for the rain to stop.'He looked up andestizait Hollis. 'Feel



like getting wet?' Hollis grinned.
'l was hoping you'd say that, Sheriff." Rosdded,

‘Take a look at this map. We can drive te ffoint hez,e.'He
pointed to the map.

'Here, there is a footpath that leads dowthéaiver. It's a
good two-mile walk. There are five fishing-lodgdeng the river.
They are around half a mile apart. This is gomtpke time, Hank
but if he's anywhere on MY ground he'll be in oh¢hese lodges.
What do you say7' 'I'm with you, Sheriff.' 'Okaye could be out all
day. Mary's with Tom's mother. I'll leave heraea' Ross went to
the gun rack, unlocked it and took out two riflé$e then went to his
desk and found a box of ammunition. "You loadk@nk I'll write a
note to Mary," and he sat down at his desk - The woitten, he went
into the kitchen and cut four thick ham sandwiciwegch he put in a
plastic bag, then he returned to his office to tallis, guns under
his arm, wearing his slicker and hat, waiting.

"I'll call Jeriner,’ Ross said. 'l don't wéimm to try to
contact me and get no answer.' Picking up the heleg receiver, he
dialled.

When jenner came on the line, Ross said, iShleff. I'm
closing the office, Carl. I'm taking a look at tirghinglodges.

Could take me all day.' "You're crazy I' jennerpgred. 'You'll never
get down to the river. Anyway, | - - .' 'This lingerrible,' Ross
said. 'l just wanted you to know," and he hung up.

At Ross's nod, Hollis ran out to the patral@ad slid under the
steeringwheel. Ross paused long enough to lockfttee door, then
he joined him.

‘Let's go," he said.

With the windshield-wipers scarcely copingtwihe pelting rain,
Hollis drove down Rockville's main street and hehfie the highway,
Perry Weston came out of a sodden sleep like aarsaming out of
quicksand.

He looked around the big bedroom, only hatufgsing, then he
shut his eyes and groaned.

He became aware of the sound of rain slammagainst the windows,
and he groaned again.

What a dope he had been to have come downlmethought. What
a dope to have paid no attention to the Hertzvgid had warned him
that the rain was going to be bad.

For some minutes, he lay still before his nidedan to function.
He vaguely remembered staggering up the stairslaopping onto his
bed. That seemed years ago. He found he whwatting the
sweat-shirt and jeans, but he had kicked off higesh

Then into his mind floated an unpleasant vissba Powerfully



built man with a cobra snake tattooed on his adim Brown!

Abruptly, he swung hi legs off the bed andugat

How long had he slept? He looked at his stvafch. The time
was 11.20.

Had the man gone?

Slowly, he dragged himself to his feet and werile bedroom
door.

He opened it, and stood listening. He heastdlaments downstairs.

He could smell coffee. So Jim Brown was stilldié#e shut the door
and moved into the bathroom. P, e dd paused todbbimself in the
mirror. What a go amn wreckl he thought. He stiawdver have hit the
bottle as he had done the previous night.

Making an effort, he shaved, then strippiniy loé stood under a
coldwater shower. By the time he had dried hims$alfwas feeling a
lot better.

C,oing to the closet, he put on a short-sldeslert and i pair
of linen slacks.

While he was shavirg, showering and dresgiagyas thinking of
Jim Brown.

This man, he decided, was either a nut-caseftigitive.

Whoever he was, he was dangerous. With the tefeptiead, the rain
hammering down, locked out from his car, there n@ing he could do
except play this one off the cuff. He had no al&ive.

Bracing himself, he left the bedroom and wdlkewn the stairs.
He paused in the lobby. The smell of coffee was added to the sound
of meat sizzling.

He pushed open the kitchen door and then pause

Brown was standing over the infra-red griflis head jerked
around and the two men stared at each other.

Brown was wearing the clothes Perry had ghiem Around his
waist was the gun-belt. His thick lips parted igrin.

'How's about a steak, buster?'he said. "¢ogit good

food in the freezer. Won't take five minut€3kay?' 'Fine,’'

Perry said. 'l can't remember when | ate lasbWBrturned back to
the grill.

'I've made a pot of coffee. Suppose you gbene and sit, huh?
Give me five minutes." Accepting the situationiri?@valked into the
livingroom, He found the dining-table laid. Thisamhad found the
cutlery, the salt, pepper and mustard.

He reatised how hand he was. He was temptgd to the
liquor-cabinet anJ pour himself a shot of Scotclt,rbsisted the
temptation. Instead, he walked to the big windomt,gushing aside
the curtain, looked out at the rain, the mud amddiipping trees.

Play this off the cuff, he thought. Therexdhing | can do



about it. This man holds all the cards.

1-ie moved restlessly around the room untivian came in,
carrying a tray.

He put down two plates, loaded with perfectipked steaks, peas
and fried potatoes.

'Here we go," he said. 'You have a fancypshare.' They sat
opposite each other and began to eat. This mdd coak, Perry
thought. The steaks were excellent. Halfway tghothe silent meal,
Brown paused and looked at Perry.

‘Buster, I'm sorry about this. I'm reallysorPliy it off the
cuff, Perry told himself. He cut off a piece oéak, smotliered it
with mustard, then before conveying it to his motnth asked quietly,
'What are you sorry about, jim7' 'l needed sle@mwn said. 'l
haven't slept for the past two days.'He beganttagain. 'This
steak is good, huh7' "You're quite a chef, JimfyPsaid, land will
you cut out calling me Buster? My name's Perryaio. Okay7' ‘'I'm
with you. Sure.'Brown spoke with his mouth fullfobd. He ate
savagely, the way a wolf eats. He paused to poffee and shoved a
cup towards Perry.

'l can fix the phone, and the TV. | just wehto be sure |
could get some safe sleep. | didn't want youdd $¢lephoning or
to listert to the cop talk. | just had to haveegple Perry began to
lose his appetite. He began to push the food aroarhis plate.

‘Are you in cop trouble, Jim?' Brown wolfeodveh the last of the
steak, then sat back. Il;s thick lips moved imaugly grin.

"Yeah.'He sipped coffee while he stared atyReith his ice-cold
eyes.

‘That's for true. Cop trouble!" He brougld tienched fist down
on the table in a thump.

"You can say that again.' Perry found he agtfahish his
steak. He drank ce,'fee while lie looked anywlmreat'@rown.

There was a long pause, while the rain coetinio han-imer
against the windows, then Perry said quietly, 'Wartell me about
it?' 'Why not?' Brown finished his coffee and palineore. The big
deal is .f you want to hear about it.' Perry pusb&ck his chai,-,
s'ood up and crossed to the occasional table dayaaiette. He took
time to light the cigarette, then returned to #igle and sat down.

'‘Why the big deil?' "Yeah.' Brown leaned foreyéhis powerful
hands ri,-3t on the table. His icecold eyes statdeerry. 'A good
guestion.'With a flashing movement of his hand, s .38 revolver
appe -ared in his hand. The gin pair@ted dir(@atlyerry. 'A good
guestion.' Perry felt a cold wave of fear run thyleiuh-."ri. He
st motionless.

"You don't have to do that, Jim,'he said, a¥as voice was
hoarse. 'If | can help you, | will." Brown studibin, grinned, and
the gun went back into its @iolster.



‘No, Perry, you won't try to help me. You gmng t,) help me.
Okay?' 'Can't you tell me what this is all abo®&¥ry so',ci,
relaxing.

‘That's what I'm going to tell you. You likee coffer,’," 'It's
fine." 'Yeah. | make good coffee. | cook wellheFe's not i-I'll,ch
else | can't do except make money.' The sour bt in Brown's
voice bothered Perry. 'Now you, yo@ | write foe thhovies. Look at
what you've got.' Brown waved in all directionswand the room .
-'Very fancy. You've got talent. I've got nothinige scowled. 'A
guy like you wouldn't know what that means, to hawéhing.' Perry
kept silent. He sat still, his heart thumping. ¢¥ang uneasiness
that at any moment this man, had a gr sittingjregeat him, could
turn violent.

‘Nothing," Brown repeated. "You wouldn't knawould you, what
nothing means?' 'That's where you're wrong,' Psaiy. 'I'd guess
you are not more than twenty-four, | am fourteeargelder than you.
When | was your age, | thought | had nothing. 1Alld was to sit
around and read books. My parents kept pressintp riied some job,
but all | wanted to do was sit and read. It wagnttl my parents
were killed in a plane crash and | found there m@snoney that | was
forced to get a job. | had to or I'd have starv&a.| took up
writing. | sat in a one-roomer and wrote and wrote

ge years | | lived on hambur rs if | was luckyor two thought |
was kidding myself. | kept thinking | had nothingdidn't think
anything of the book | was writing. There wasmdiwhen | was on a
garbagetruck to earn eating money. | worked aslanésher in a
greasy spoon, but | kept on writing. | finished thook. 1 still
didn't think much of it, but a publisher did. It the best-seller's
list. From then on, | wrote and wrote, and findllyot into the
movie racket.'He paused to stub out his cigarttes, looking
directly at Brown, he went on, 'l do know what nothmeans.' He was
surprised to see interest 0 n the hard, u natbexice and
surprised to see this man was listening.

‘A garbage-truck, huh?' Brown said. 'That nave been rough.’
'It was eating money,' Perry said. 'At your afe,a mistake to
think you have nothing.' "You know what I've g@@?dwn leaned
forward. 'If they catch me, I've got thirty yeanghe stammer.' He
clenched his powerful hands into fists. Thirty@seof nothing!

Perry poured more coffee into his cup and pushegdi towards Brown.

‘What's the problem, Jim?' he asked. 'LoaKrevhere. We are
stuck here as long as this rain lasts. Do you watdlk about it?'
Brown stared at him for a long moment, then gdtisofeet.

'‘Maybe.' He took up the dishes. 'T'll fix $ee My old man was
a cripple. My ma left him. I looked after himddeverything. |
like doing things.' He carried the dishes intokitehen and Perry
heard him begin to wash up.



Perry finished his coffee, then carried thp and saucer into
the kitchen.

Brown, at the sink, whistling tunelessly, iged him. Perry put
the cup and saucer down, then returned to thegliv@om. Fie sat
down in one of the lounging chairs and listenethtorain.

Some situationl he thought. This had to lag@dl very carefully.

It was like having a tiger in the house. Onedatwove and the tiger
would strike.

Perry was sure of this. He must relax. Heststiow no fear. Be
casual, he told himself. Give this man no reasdmifin vicious.

He forced himself to relax, stretching outloisg legs and
resting his head against the padded cushion afftae. For a long
ten minutes, he listened to the rain and the wiodmmng in the trees,
then Brown came in from the kitchen.

t He watched Brown walk to the window, pas ttut--tams and
peer out. He stood with his broad back towardyPemrsome minutes,
then he pulled the curtains shut and moved to mgimg-cliair near to
the one in which Perry was sitting.

"You sure have more than nothing now,' he aaible sat down.
‘That's a real fancy kitchen. You should have $kerhole | cooked
my old man's meals in.' 'When | was your age, Juhgn't have a
kitchen. | ate out of plastic sacks.' 'As longlas rain keeps up,
they won't come looking for me,' Brown said, halhimself. '‘Cops
don't like getting wet.'He stared at Perry. 'Yod ane are going to
keep company.' His thick lips moved into a sneegng 'Like the
idea, Perry7' 'I'd rather have you here than begown in this
goddamn rain," Perry said mildly. 'At least, wentstarve. | was
planning a fishing vacation. When I fish, | likelte on my own, but
when | can't fish, | like corn'He was making a daspe effort to keep
this man pony.

relaxed. 'You like fishing, Jim?' Brown loakat the wall clock,
then got to his feet and went into the kitchen. réterned with
Perry's transistor. He sat down.

‘Time for the news," he said and switchedhenttansistor.

The announcer was finishing the headliness ¢buntry at war
with that country. Vandals smashing shop windowslack riot.
Soldiers in Ireland getting shot. A bomb exploding Swiss bank. A
Senator facing corruption charges.

Brown said, 'They're all crooks, Perry. Welin crap.' 'l
guess,' Perry said. 'No one's happy.' 'Yeah beaaost people like
me have nothing.' The announcer went on, Beforevregher forecast,
we are again reading a police message. Chet Léigaman who
b@utally murdered six people last night, is stillaage. It is
believed, wearing a Stetson hat and a slickerrotiedered patrol
officer, he stopped a motorist and is heading Soéithough thi,-
warning has been b;oadcast throughout the nightatorist, so far,



has ;-iotified the police.

It is feared that the motorist could @ia7)erbe-zurdered and

Logan is using the victim's car, You are asked atctv for this man.

His description is as follows: age around twentyrfgpowerfully

built, blond. He has a cobra snake tattooed oteftiigrm. If you

see a man resembling this description, telephomé thorida State
police immediately. No attempt should be insidepproach him. He
is armed and very dangerous, Police road blocke baen set up
between Jacksonville ai-,d Miami. The National (Bluare co-operating
with the State police. Every effort is being maoleapture this

man. This warning will be broadcast every hougvar snapped off the
transistor and shoved it aside. He stared thoulijtit the cobra
snake tattooed on his arm, then he looked at Perry.

There was a long moment of silence. Pertycfad, The words of
the radio announcer were ringing in hi@, mind. VBhatally murdered
six people last night ... no attempt should be nmadgpproach him ...
11 e is armed and very dangerous.

Perry felt his mouth turn dry and his hanasrohy, but he made a
tremendous effort to appear casual.

'‘Chet Logan?'he said, wishing his voice didatind so husky.
‘That you, jim7'

Brown's thick lips twisted into a mirthlessmgr

'Who else7' He again stared at the tattooi®anm. "You know
something?

Kids do stupid things ... like this tattoohiJ'is just the kind
of thing cops love. Stupid!" He rubbed the tatt&&hen | was
fifteen, | joined up with a gang.

We called ourselves the Cobra. There we-@diws. We had
nothing ... no money, no nothing. We went out tegind mugged
suckers. That way | kept my old man in food, aad phe rent of our
one room. Each of us had this snake tattooed ofetitarm. Stupidi
At the time, we thought it was terrific.

Stupidl' He again rubbed the tattoo. 'Yeadll,wwe were kids,
and kids dig symbols. Stupid! He looked up aradest past Perry.

'We were working over a rich mug when the copwadi | was the only
one who got away.' Again his mirthless grin appgarém good at
getting away. The other four went into the stamrhat they didn't

talk. It was a good gang while it lasted, so I ¢gJeaar. When |

returned home, | found my old man dead. | knewfitiles in our block
knew about my tattoo and would squeal to the ceps left my old man
to rot and took off. I've been hoofing ever since. eight goddamn
years, mugging, knocking off gas stations, livieghehow, but the cops
didn't catch up with me until last night.

I'm good at getting away, so | got away. NP s ever going to



catch me.

Maybe, if I'm unlucky, he could kill me, bug'h never stick me
behind bars.' Perry had to know.

'Did you kill six people last night, Jim?' ‘Gtre.' Brown
shrugged. 'What are six goddamn people in thigpgravorld when
people are always killinb@ each other? This sirevgupid. They put
pressure c)n me, and when anyone puts pressure dmitrback.
Tliat's natural, isn't it7' Perry felt in urgentaaeof a drink. He
got up, went to the liquor-cabinet and poured hifresstiff shot of
Scotch.

He heard Brown mutter something.

'l didn't get that, Jim. What did you say®'dwn stared at him,
his expression suddenly vicious.

'l said you can count yourself goddamn luc&y'se not the
seventh.' Perry emptied his glass in one long gulp.

'How come I'm lucky7'he asked as he refilleddhass. 11
thought of knocking you off last night when you weirunk,’ Brown
said. 'Then | had a better idea. | listened ¢ortddio. The
National Guardi The copsl Sooner or later, theglne here. They're
going to check everywhere. So | got this betteaiHe paused, then
went on, "You're going to be my front. When thesoome, you'll tell
them you're alone here. You'll cover for me.' iidbbed his short
finger in Perry's direction. 'You give me awaygddmpromise you one
thing.' Perry waited, aware his heart was thumpiAg.Brown continued
to glare at him, he asked, 'What do you promise' e unattractive,
square-shaped face turned into a snarling mask.

'‘We'll share a double funeral,'Brown saichafls what |
promise.' 'The footpath is just ahead,' Ross gaidring through the
windshield. 'Pull into this lay-by.'

Hollis slowed, then steered the car intol#yeby and cut the
engine.

'From here, we walk," Ross said. He fiddletthwhe radio and
got Jenner's headquarters, 'Carl, Ross,' he 8&fe.are at P on the
Miami highway. We're using the footpath to get daw the river.’
'Hold it!" Jenner said, his voice sharp. 'You walacklin has sent
four Guards and they'll be with you in half an houdon't want You
to go into the forest without support, Jeff.' 'Vhaall the support |
need,'Ross said. 'l have funk | don't want foigiger-happy kids
losing themseiie! in this jungle. Keep them off back.

Over and out, ', .11 ¢ he switched off. '@kdank, let's get
wet.' The two men reached into the overhead rackrifies. Ross
put the plastic sack of sandwiches in','it'( poaKetis slicker,
then both men got out into the r,@ij,.

After locking the car, Hank followed Ross'€@h;@ti back along a



narrow path that led into the forest. C@Ti@ (,emithe heavy foliage
of the trees, they were shelt(,i-@@(-i! from thedtipg rain, but
water dripped on them.

Witf@r and mud flooded the path, making thengslow precarious.

This walk reminded Hollis of his trips into&thamese jungles.
Often it rained like this, but, as @@ had led jgrol, he hadn't
bothered about the rain. A; | he then bothereditivas a concealed
sniper. He t,]'t' pretty confident that this killeouldn't be
lurking in shrubs. All the same, he kept his rdlethe ready as
I-.e plodded after Ross.

Here was a man! Hollis thought. One of @& all toughies. A
man to be admired.

This is my territory, he had said to the tbptsof tli,@ Florida
police, no one gives me orders.

That's telling them, Hollis thought, and geain

Ross paused and turned.

'‘Another mile, Hank, then we reach the rivéhe ri@,-!
fishing-lodge is immediately at the end of the fwdh I'll go
forward, you cover me. We don't stop to argue.

We shoot first and apologise after. Okay@ol, Sheriff,’

Hollis said quietly. 'lI've had jungle trainingtime army.

With respect, | go first and you cover me.isTiB my scene. We
don't want to make a balls-up of this. One slid exe're both dead.
Okay7' Ross hesitated for only a moment, then llelea.

'Right. Then let's get on with it. Go stistighead. I'll do
what you do.' Hollis moved around Ross and stattaun the path. 'The
trees were thinning so both men had the rain bgalinvn on them.

A@ter half an hour of slow progress, sloshimthe .i(i and
rain, Ross said softly, 'We're nearly there, I't@ighaside a tree
branch, Hollis could see the river. could alsoseeoden cabin.

"VI-,at's Mr Greenstein's place. He only camace a Ross said.
He fumbled in his pocket and produced [,,,inch@jk They all
leave their keys with me." h@le the rain drippeichod Stetson hat,
he selected a y. 'What do you think?' "@c)u stag,eheriff. T'll
take a look,'Hollis said, and taking the key fromsR, he moved fast
in a crouch fwards the cabin.

Watching him, Ross saw his deputy really kigs\b;.isiness. He
seemed to melt into the trees and shrubs, ,)vkegdishadow with the
speed of a hunting Ross stayed where he was, finggleis rifle. He
felt @,id about letting Hollis do this, but he knéve younger ,@an
could handle this dangerous situation much bettdreacould. He
thought of Tom Mason who had (i | iven up to Logafsn and to his
death. He should liver have let him go up theomel

Now, he had let his @,(@cond deputy go forvadothe. Suppose
Hank got @,ii'lied7

Trying to imitate Hollis's movements, Ross i@ed forward until



he was within twenty yards of the @@bin. Crouchimgcovered the
cabin with his rifle, Il'@tened and waited.

He waited for perhaps len minutes. They vengest minutes he
could remember, then he saw Ho appear arounddkeo$ithe cabin and
wave to him Relieved, Ross hurried to him, 'Cae#t a trace of a
break-in, sheriff," Hollis said. 'All the windovinstters are tight.

The dccr's okay, but he could be in there." 'V¢@#ck it out.

It was a nervy half hour before Ross reloctkeddoor of the
deserted cabin.

Both men now fully realised the task they thcd@, they had
checked the four rooms of the cabin they known éingtmoment there
could be a blast of fire. It had been a nervetdtiag job: four
more cEiii"), to checki 'The next one belongs toManklin. I-le
comes f)(rf@ regularly twice a year. He's duéhaténd of the Mol-@

@Il.@

'Who looks after these cabins while they'rg)e@!'.? Hollis
asked.

‘MY wife, Mary, organises' it - These guyshetr k3 when they
are coming and she sends a couple of walit(,@@ dowtean up.
Franklin's place is about two -bunt) yards furtbier Again Hollis
led the way. Again there was tens Again Hollisakteel for a break-in.
Again the t searched the cabin. Both men wenrg @dgy by nwoow, | |
y the time they had checked out the fourth calhie tiriie was
15.45.

Standing in the big lounge, Ross took offduaking slicker.

'l guess we'll take a break, Hank. Let's ddtere's01ily
one more cabin to check. If he isn't there, thgudss he isn't in
the forest. There's nowhere else for him to hitHollis took off
his slicker, wiped his face with a handkerchief aatidown.

Ross produced the ham sandwiches and thertmoate hungrily.

‘The last cabin we have to check, Hank,' Bass$ as he munched,
'belongs to Mr Perry Weston, who is script-writéte's a real nice
fellow: lots of has a place on Long Island.

He bought this lodge three years ago, andthadrked over: made
it cy.

For the first year, he came every other moiib's a keen
fisherman.

Many a time | had drinks with him at his lodyen Rockville.
Then he married a girl fourteen years or so youtiggn he. Fishing
wasn't her sc-,r@e. Mr Weston wrote to Mary askiagto look after



tl- place, saying one day, he hoped to be backyM@ the lodge

every month and keeps it nice. He hasn't @ @rheget past two years,
but Mary keeps a check o@! tli(@ freezer, ThepkEsty of food. The
lodge would i i@t to Logan.' ()llls finished hisrebwich, then

looked at his watch.

tii-i-te was 16.05.

I ',z)e getting dark in a couple of hours.albive go?' Ross
stood up and stretched. He put on his Slid ‘Ldikesthe rain's
lessening." i@, two men picked up their rifles &ftithe cabin.
waited until Ross had locked up, then started @e)muddy path by
the river. @',)(,.ut a half mile ahead,' Ross said

) ing silently, still hampered by the muddamater | vered the
path, the two men began to converge on ry lalestatiing-lodge.

iirn f3rown had repaired the plug on the TV, &d Burned the
set on and, for the past hour, sat watching a @ohovie. From time
to time, he released a derisive wi)istie.

'‘Cops don't act this way," he muttered. 'Winapl' Jerry sat
away from the set, nursing a glass of Scotch. |ote voices, the
sound of gun fire, the roaring cars di(-in't distinis worried
thoughts.

When people put pressure on me, | hit badkat's @, 7riural,
isn'tit? | promise you. You give me away andiveiiare a double
funeral.

Perry recalled the vicioiis expression on Bnsiface when he had
said this. He was sure Brown wouldn't hesitateifme him out if
Perry made one false move.

Jesus! he thought. What a situations Hetball everything he
could think of to keep this man relaxed: zii pregesmo criticism:
friendly understanding. Liste-n to] i him, Pergiédto himself. Go
along with him.

Let him talk when he wants to.

The movie came to an end and Brown switchédeif

‘Junk,’ he said. 'Do you write junk like thaerr,!@7' 'l hope
not. | don't write for TV.' 'No," Brown turned ims chair and stared
at Perry. 'l guess you're pretty smart. You nmeak& of money?"
Keep this ape relaxed, Perry told himself as @, i

make more than | did when | was your age.

'How much money do you make7' 'lt dependschBear varies,
Around sixty thou@:,i-, but it's taxed.' Perry madech more than
this, ban wasn't going to tell this man just howcmbe did 'Sixty
thousand ... nice. Have you got money 'Around fivadred.' "You
could get more7' 'Yes, from the Rockville bankiidfs good news. |
will need a stake, Perry. with y,3ti?" Perry fat@smile.



,Okay with me, Jim.' Brown nodded again.

'It'll have to be okay with you, Pe", rightvde@, til- | line.'
'Looks like it." "@eah. Sixty thousand bucks. Mnihe hi,@,gest
sui-@- money | lifted off a sucker7 Two hundredld ai,)' gold
watch that wasn't gold.' 'People don't carry mucimey around with
these days.' 'That's right, but you can get moray the bai i Perry
nodded.

Brown got to his feet and went to the windauifting aside the
curtain, he eered out.

could be here 'The rai@s stooping. That mé@msops his
ice-cold before long.' He turned and stared atyPdirey come7' eyes
menacing. 'You I"-Now What to say when . eady tspelut,’ Perry
said quietly. 'We 'Youlve a r don't have to gorove dialogue
again.' dorit play it tricky. That way, you stdva.

Ur@,erstand?' @@ (20or You. So | don't playicky.' parted in
a grin-l'irown’'s thick lips guy who works on;3

garbage-truck

smart. Any so don't

LI nds up with a joint like this must be saait it tricky.'
'‘@-'@,Qkay,I'msmart,'PerrYsai-d.'Oneth, g,jim,iftt iicq do came
here, you',ve left the Stetson hat and the aral@iteey find them
... | He stopped as in my 9 eering grin.

Brow@s sl rt guy, | don't get caught. I'vé thee hat 1,@,@,.en,
syna Brown said. 'yo !le, slicker hicldei in mgom t have to
worry about me. All you have todo i

t-, about yourself.'
fry shrugged.
‘I have things in the car. Clothes, a typ&awvribusines 7'

I'd like to 'have them. Okay with you Browrought for a long
moment, then he nodded. H ")k from his pockekieto the garage
door.

ete

'‘Go ahead. Unload the car, Nothing trickyet n )@u
something. I'm good at two things. | cooled fonman ,vho liked his
food.

That's one thing I'm 900 [‘he sun in its hei$lashed into his
hand - 'I'm ver if, but no tric' NVith a gun, Goestd, get your sti
d his hand as a sigrat to Ross, ploddi I !)ing Igtop.



Under the drippi r(@Igh the Tn@d and raingtajcn came
together

the tw Is [odge Hollis whispered.

'Sor@neone's in Weston n-ian's just come bilteogarage.
'I'nere's a car there They were within fifteen gaofithe
fisttirt@lad forward and peered through the rain.

Ross moved recognised Perry Weston as heimlaading bagg from
acar.

With Hollis crouching by his side, he saidhal's Weston.' "You
mean that's the owner of the place?' 'That's Ikiar.a long moment,
they watched Perry drag out two suitcases, thetidagppeared from
sight.

Ross moved out of the cover of the trees Withis at his heels.

Brown, watching, spotted the Stetson hats.

Perry came into the living-room and dumpeddiniécases.

‘I've got my typewriter to collect,’ he said.

‘Take it easy, buster,' Brown said softlyheéy're here. Two
goddamn cops. You know what to do. One stupiderfoam you and
you're dead. Go ahead and get your typewritertyR@aped at him.

‘They're here? What do you mean?' ‘Get mowirtgere’ll be a
shoot-out, and the first to go will be you! Gatielthreat in Brown's
voice was like a blast of icy wind to Perry. Fdoag moment he
stood paralysed. Brown gave him a shove, thempathe stairs.

11,11 be watching, buster," he called. 'Qapid move and
you're dead.' Bracing himself, Perry walked bacthegarage.

Ted Fleichman sat in his car, parked oppdkgeNestens' house,
feeling like a lump of ielly. Sweat ran down hegé. His hands,
resting or, the steerinc-wheel, trembled.

jous! he was thinking. That vicious littlgdinl He recalled
the sound of the bullet as it had zipped pastdus.f An inch to the
right and he would have been deadi What a n-lulgduebeen to have
underestimated this girl | Man! This could causal troublet Suppose
she called the cops? He wiped more sweat off acefand made an
effort to control his shattered nerves. uldn't tte¢ cops. She

No, he assured himself, she wa land him in

was too smart to do that. She'd not onlylteubut herself -
He had had enough of Sheila Weston. He wantedeowibiild tell Dorrie
to take him off the assignment. Let h, and goa# ko himl Fred
handle this bite okay. He wasn't going Sundayoffiee was closed.
So, ce the cops to sit in the car outside her hdakiag a chon
could descend on him.
He thought of his sick wife. He couldi-i'tmember when last



they had spent Sunday together. He was alwaydimgtsome randy
woman or randy man seven days of the week. ldibé/gell, okay, he
would go home. His wife wOu 1|,-,z-;!;ed and pledseHe'd take her
out for dinner this evel@il@ g. To hell with thestioTo hell with
Sheila Weston! He ngine and pulled away from thdk He t @i
7-ted the car's ee office that he had a stomacbtups

c@)t,tld always tell th T hell with them anyt&low, relaxing,
he drove @oTnewards.

Sheila stood at the window and watched-him §be had quickly
come out of her faint and had walked unsteadily the living-room.
She had stood behind the muslin curtains, watchleghman as he sat
in his car. Then when she saw him pull away fromkerb, she drew in
a long breath of relief. He was going!

She moved away from the window and sat dowonm of the
lounging-chairs.

For some twenty minutes, she stared into sparemind active.
What an experience! she thought. This must neappen again. Then
her mind shifted to her husband.

What's the matter with me? she asked her¥eéHy do | act like
a goddamn tramp?

Perryl She felt an overwhelming need to béwitm. Ever since
they had married, he had been kind and understgndhenever he
hadn't been writing, he had been more than lovalkhad always
spoilt her. Although she had been demanding, dedbae his best to
please her.

She beat her clenched fists on her knees.

The trouble with you, you stupid bitch, sheught, is you're
over-sexed.

You have only to look at any handsome manyandwant him to
stick it in you.

This must stopf Perry is marvellous in bece lblves youl These
other men just want your body, but Perry reallye®you! | want him
and | need himi She thought back on her variousri\hen she
thought of Julian Lucan.

She moaned to herself. What a mad, recktedsshe had been!

This must stop!

Then she remembered what Fleichman had sad wthe had asked him
who was employing him to watch her.

Nothing to do with Mr Weston. | can't name afignt. That would
be a breach of confidence.

Her expression hardened. Ever since Perrjpkadme the top
scriptwriter, she had felt that he was dominate®ligs S. Hart. She
had once met this man and had hated him. She kadvad no time for
her. When any mart didn't fall for her, she autboadly hated him.
She had an instinctive feeling this powerful maviegul would like
nothing better than to break up their marriage.



So it was obvious: this ghastly blackmailelisnt was Silas S.
Harti She remembered Mavis had said Perry had eemby her husband
at Jacksonville airport, yet Perry had told hemas going to Los
Angeles to work for Hart, so why should he be ioriga?

She sat back, thinking. This was another at'sl dirty tricks
to separate them. This fishing-lodge Perry hadftn talked to her
about, had tried so hard to persuade her to ge thigh himl Yes, he
must be there.

She had a suffocating urge to get away frashbuse, to be with
Perry, to talk to him. She had to confess. Peay always
understanding.

jumping to her feet, she ran up to the bedrodm she began to
pack a suitcase, she felt released. In a few hebeswould be with
Perry. She would tell him everything. She wouddé that they might
begin afresh. Why not? They could begin afresh.

Anything, she thought as she closed the sataather than stay
alone in this house.

Packed, dressed, she carried the suitcase uotle lobby and
called the airport. She was told a flight to Jackslle was due off
in two hours. Sheila booked a reservation. Sliephenty of time.

Again she went to the window. There was ngeaked outside the
house.

She felt a moment of triumph. She had frightéthis filthy
blackmailer away.

So, for the moment, she was no longer beinglveai She scribbled
a hasty note to Liz, telling her she would be afmya week or so,
and to look after the house. Then she telephoored faxi. She then
went into the lobby to wait for the taxi and shevghe gun lying on
the floor by the front door where she had droppe&chen she had
fainted.

As she saw the gun the shock of realisingghathad nearly
committed murder made her close her eyes. God!thsfught. What a
mess I'm inl Perryl He would be the solutionl Shestrtell him
everythingi She picked up the gun and stuffedtd lmer handbag, not
knowing what else to do with it.

Seventy minutes later, she was at the airgdalf an hour
later, sitting relaxed in the aircraft, she wasdhgag for
Jacksonville.

Sheriff Ross and Deputy Sheriff Hollis stargdjast behind him,
watched Perry return to the garage.

"'l go talk to him," Ross said. 'You keeyt of si@ht. Let's
take it easy, huh?' 'I'll cover you, Sheriff," Hokaid. 'You take
it a Logan could be there.' Ross walked slowly talsahe lighted
garage, at the alert. He arrived at the entrahtieecga ,ig@ Perry
heaved the typewriter from the car's boot.

'Hi, there, Mr Weston,' Ross said.



Perry was braced for this encounter, althdiegh, @fri't
expect to see Sheriff Ross. He put down the typemand forced a
smile.

'Why, hello, Jeffl' He came forward. 'Wha¢ gou doing here in
this weather7' The two men shook hands.

'l could say the same to you, Mr Weston,' Rps@I.

"You couldn't have come at a worse time.udssg you're right.

I'm working on a movie, arid thought I'd get awagn the big city. |
didn't expect. t.--) run into this." 'You justiagd, Mr Weston7'

‘Got in late last night. The road down here isaeur | guess | was
lucky to make it." "You on your own, Mr Westonhar's right." 'All
okay with the lodge7' 'Sure.' Perry made the eHod, forcing a

smile, @e we,-it on, 'A million thanks to Mary. dplace is fin(--."
Ross turned and signalled to Hollis who came fodwar his, Mr
Weston, is my new deputy: Hank Hollis.' ‘Glad t@knyou, Hollis,'
Perry said as the two men shook hands. 'Riflds? hvou two can't be
out hunting7' "F@iat's what we're doing,' Ross sgiietly.

‘Well, what do you know?'Perry was trying dagpely to sound
casual.

'‘Conte on in. You'd like coffee or somethinive wa@t come in,’
Ross said. 'We'd only muddy up your place.' Hateai to his
mud-encrusted boots.

'‘Come oni Take them off I | bet you could ssene

coffee. You two look half drowned.' then Ros

Ross and Hollis exchanged glances, s nodded.

‘Thanks, Mr Weston. We sure could use sonffee6’(-.et those
boots off and'come on in. I'll start coffee, c @7said, picking up
the typewriter. "You know the way, YOU7, A @, botien str'

ip ank. | guess it's okay, but ped off ttefickers and their
boots,

.)@:;s said quietly, 'Keep alert, H @()litsetake chances.""
i'ne rifles7' Hollis asked.

'l-eave them here.' Ross patted his revoletstér. 'Just let's
watch it, Hank." He led the way into the big livingpm, both men in
th@ir stocking feet. cepan. He In the kitchenyypoured coffee
into a sau had no idea where Brown was hiding. téis§ He could be
anywhere. We'll share a double funeral. He wasrmed to find how
steady his nerves had become . He no longer ighténed. This
situation was developing into a [)lo t for a mos@®ipt: the kind of
script Silas S. Hart was ivanting. He paused foraanent, thinking.
He realised he was playing with fire. Any moment\8n could turn
vicious, but it was possible, if he played the sardrefully, Brown



could be kept under control.

Perry felt a surge of confidence. He knewdientain that if he
gave Ross the slightest hint that Brown was hidimigewhere in the
lodge, there would be.

a shootout. He knew for sure Brown would méaeetaken alive.

Some situation! Already, lie could imagir@mahto begin the
script. He poured coffee into two mugs. So, oldgy this very
cool. This could develop into a great movie.

He carried the two mugs into the living-roamfind the two
officers standing awkwardly, looking around.

'‘Make yourselves at home,' he said. 'Sit dotare ' He handed
the two mugs of coffee to the two men, ... therpgeml into a lounging
-chair.

"You didn't tell me. What are you two doingf bere in this
goddamn rain?' Both men sat down, facing him.

‘Well, Mr Weston, we're hunting a killer," Bosaid. 'l had an
idea he might be hiding in one of the fishing-loslg&Ve've checked
them out. So, | was wrong.' 'A killer7 You don'tam this man Logan?
| picked up a radio warning.' 'That's the man.'Rusused, then went
on, 'Would you remember Jud Loss, Mr Weston?' Peidya sudden cold
feeling in the pit of his stomach.

‘Jud Loss7 Why, sure. He owns an orange-faffe.used to have a
drink when he was in the village. N4ce fellow. &vhbout him?' 'Ever
met his wife? His daughter?' 'Can't say | mewhis, but | remember
his daughter ... nice kid. What about him?' 'Loganved at the farm
and massacred the three .)f them with an axe.d@ul' Perry stared
at Ross in horror. 'They'@-e dead?' 'My deputyn Mason, went out to
the farm. He wit unlucky. Logan gave him the saxe Lreatment.’
jerked his thumb at Hollis. 'He's replaced Mashbmg Perry's mind
flashed the hesitant thought. Shoul@.-1 he taséhmen that Brown
was here?

We'll share a double funeral.

No!

‘This is a terrible thing, Jeff," he said.o'{ou think this man
is still in the district7' 'He could be. The Statdice and the
National Guard are hunting for him.

The State police think he held up a potomst got through the
roadblocks and is in Miami.' Perry nodded. He sa®, somewhere,
Brown was stening, gun in hand.

Having finished his coffee, Ross got to histfe

'We've got to get along, Mr Weston. Will yoe staying long7' 'A
couple of weeks.' Perry heaved himself out of hairc '‘Could be
longer.

It depends how the work goes.' 'Do you wantwifg to look after
you, Mr Weston7' 'Not right now, Jeff. I'll telepie her ... okay7'

"You do that. | guess the rain will clear by tonoov.



It's been a rough three days.' 'Let's homeryRvent with them
to the garage and waited until the two men hadpuheir boots and
struggled into their soaked slickers. He shooldisan

'I'll be around, Jeff, but for the next wekke a big job to
cope with. Give Mary my love. [I'll call her whéneed help.' Okay,
Mr Weston.' Ross said, picking up his rifle. 'Bektuck for the
movie.' He and Hollis moved out into the rain atadted up the muddy
path into the forest.

‘Well, | guess | was wrong,' Ross said. 'Qkay can't always
be right. | guess Jacklin makes sense when hkshiogan got through
to Miami where he could get lost.' Hollis said noththe shelter . He
plodded through the mud behind Ross, but when rib@ghed of the
dripping forest he said, 'Hold it a moment, Shéribss stopped and
turned.

'What is it, Hank?' 'l think Logan could beWeston's place, and
Weston, under gun threat, is covering for him.' &\ére you saying7"
Ross stared at Hollis. 'How can you say a thikeg that?' ‘A hunch,
Sheriff,'Hollis said quietly. 'lI've got a hunchath.ogan is there.’

‘A hunch7 What do you mean7' '‘Maybe you can telsomaething,
Sheriff." Hollis's voice was cold and hard - "Whyhe telephone

torn out of the wall? While you were talking i wasking around. Do
you think Weston out the telephone cable, killihg telephone?' Ross
stiffened, He felt suddenly old. He should havensehat Hollis had
seen.

‘We'll go back. We'll ask Mr Weston .

'‘With respect, Sheriff," Hollis said, 'we shinit do that. You
don't want Mr Weston killed, do you?' Having ploddeiles in mud and
rain, Ross felt tired and defeated. He made tfuetdd say, 'You
really think Logan is holed up there?' 'l don't WhoHe could be.

Why the disconnected telephone?’ Ross thought.

"You think if Logan's holed up here, he'llrs&hooting?’
'What's he got to lose7

If we move in, the first to go will be WestbfY.ou could be
wrong, couldn't you7 Mr Weston sajo he was aldieu'd say that if
you knew a Sun was pointing at you." With his baotthick mud and
feeling the rain dripping on his Stetson hat, Reidaffled. Up to
now, Rockville had been free of crime. Now he szl that he had a
situation that, tired and feeling old, he couldhainhdle.

'We'd better alert the State police," he said.

'With respect, Sheriff," Hollis said quietithat wouldn't be
the way to play it. Frontal assault, if Loganhere, wouldn't save
Weston's life. He'd be the first to go.' Ross tiilduthen nodded.

'So how do you suggest we handle it, Hank@ 8hould let this
situation cool. If Logan is there, holding a gunWeston, and |
could be wrong, but if he is, | want him to thinkeaon't think he is
there. That way he could relax, and when a Kiiker him relaxes,



then we can make our move.' '‘What move, Hank?'
tomorrow. When | was in the army, | trainedaa

ti-sniper. | know how to watch and wait. &mt YDur ission,
Sheriff, to do just that-. watch and wait. if garthere and he
feels there's no pressure on him, he CO-Lild relayd that's the
time to nail him. Suppose we go back to the oféind talk about it?'
g. 'lf Logan is 'l- don't like it, Hank,',Ross salesitatin uld go
back th2re, Mr Weston is in danger. | think we ghd search the
lodge.' - there-, Weston's a dead man, @if e dop &émal Logan is We
too could be dead. Do me a favour? play it my Wwetyit cool; let me
watch." Ross turned this over in his mind - He ¢elbfident that
Hollis was talking sense, but still he hesitatedgnembering Tom
Mason- Vietnam,' Hollis said quietly, 'When | was\ang in it took me
ten ,niper knocked off twenty young men, days, aidah the jungle, to
get him. Finally the bastard relaxed and | spotieal Sheriff, this
is a specialist's job@ 1'rn a specialist. Watahaait . Will you
let me play it my way7' Ross put his, hand on Kalshoulder.

Okay, son, he said. 'We'll do it your wayt bous report to
jenner.' Hollis shook his head.

'‘Again with respect, Sheriff, we should tedl one. I'l . . and
I'll watch. We' come back here tomorrow evenirigjstart action
keep in touch by radio . if you tell lenner, h a@hdt's what we
don't want right now. We don't know i Logan isréheso don't tell
anyone.' Ross shrugged helplessly 'Okay.' He tuanddbegan to plod
along the path, then paused.

"I'll have to tell jenner something' u telirhive' 'Sure.' Hollis
grinned. 'l suggest YO e haven't fou checked laifishing-lodges,
and w Logan - We haven't found him yet, have werih7' Would you
remember lud Loss, his wife and dauzhter?

Logan arrived at the farm and massacred tiee thf them with an
axe.

Perry leaned against the Toyota, feeling sidk. vividly
remembered jud Loss: a short, thickset man witiggjicolout-ed hair.
Loss often came down to the Rockville bar, andriteRerry often had
beers together.

Murderedi He would make a break for it! RditeaRoss! Get away
from this nightmare.

‘Very nice, Perry.' Brown's hard clipped vomade his heart skip
a beat. He turned.

Brown was standing in the doorway, gun in hand

‘Very nice,' Brown repeated. 'Come on iny¥Pelaie both can
relax, huh7

Those slobs won't be coming back. You playeehlly cool." The
gun waved at Perry. 'Come on in." Under the thoé#te gun, Perry



walked unsteadily into the living-room.

He heard Brown lock the garage door, thenameecinto the room.

'For handling that, Perry," Brown said, dtlok you a nice
supper. Like a chicken?' Perry sat down.

'l don't want anything.' ‘'Sure you do. Younva big Scotch.'
Brown droppe the gun into its holster and crossdti¢ liquor ca
bin,.i, He poured Scotch, came back to Perry angthhe giants into
his hand.

You'll be okay in a moment, My old was a lusithen | could
steal a bottle, Scotch cheered him up.' Perry swelll the drink in
one long, greedy gul), then he shuddered and ddbtiyeeglass onto
the floor.

Brown sat on the arm of a lounging-chair, Jatg.

"You filthy brute!" Perry blurted out. 'Youlled a pa(!
friend of mine!" Brown shrugged.

‘I didn't know. If I had known it wouldn't W@ mac any
difference. The stupid jerk put me under pressget.mad when jerks
put me under pressure. Here's happened. Therthisasar crash and
the two cop,; killed. |took off. | walked andra the rain for
ten i-niles. | hadn't eaten for two days. | wasody hungry. |
came to this farm. | banged on the door.

This jerk opened up. | asked him for foodowdn's face
hardened. 'Know what he said to me? He said tiéehell off my
land. I don't give hand-outs to bums!"

and he slammed the door. | had nowhere tol geas wetter than
a drowned dog.

Know something, Perry? When | want sometlaind some stupid jerk
won't part, | get mad and, when | get mad, it's jos bad for stupid
jerks. | found the axe in a shed. | went back lkinkled the door in.

| found the jerk and his wife settling to a hotahel,fixed them.
Then | heard a scream and there was a girl conomghdhe stairs. Her
screams got me madder so | chased her up to heraad fixed her.
Then | went downstairs and ate the meal on thetalblwas good.’
Brown nodded. 'Yeah, it sure was szood. The kelep bell kept
ringing. | guessed it was the -cops, checkingudssed before long,
they'd come up to check, so | hid in the shed. Whsaw there was
only one of them, | fixed him and took his car.att how it
happened, Perry. All stupid jerks.' He staredaftong, hard moment
at Perry, 'Don't you be a stupid jerk. Now, It fix a chicken

dinner. Give yourself another drink." He got te faet, then paused.
Watching him, Perry saw Brown's face turn intsmarlng, vicious
mask.

The sight of his murderous-looking face seahid down Perry's
spine.

He saw Brown was staring at the disconne&ksphone cable.

‘Goddamn it!" Brown muttered. 'l should h&xed that.' He



turned. 'They didn't say anything, did they? bwstening. Maybe
they didn't spot it. The old fart is bar, nlesst the other guy
looked tough.' His eyes narr," @oed.

"I'll take a look. You sit right here. Dob#& a S’ I if-)id
jerk." Jerry heard him run upstairs. A momentrldte came I- K,
wearing Tom Mason's slicker.

'l take a look," he said and, opening thatfidoor, he appeared
into the growing gloom and rain.

erry got to his feet and poured himself ano®eptch.

There was nothing he could do, he told himsé&tie Scotch had
got him over the shock of hearing the Loss famédy been murdered.
He returned to his chair, lit a cigarette and sipite drink. He
looked at his watch. The time was now 19.10. @dreit was turning
dark. He thought of the night ahead. How long Mtdhis man remain
here? He finished his drink. He now felt relaxed a little high.

Would Ross and Hollis return7 Had they spottedtelephone
cable7 Did they suspect Brown was here7

He got to his feet and began to prowl! arotmedroom. Brown
would never be taken alive. We'll share a doubeefal. For the
first time in his life, Perry realised how importdifie was to him.

He had to do everything he could to prevent a shagtknowing that
he would be the first to get shot.

It was over half an hour before Brown appeaitshtly in the
living-room.

After his third Scotch, Perry was dozing ie tirmchair. He came
awake with a start as Brown closed the door.

‘They've gone,'Brown said.'Stupid jerksl Tleeyldn't have
spotted the telephone. Copsi They don't know #Eses from their
elbows | | followed them right to their car. Thes'gonel’ Perry
heaved a sigh of relief.

'‘Okay, Perry, I'll fix supper,’ Brown said/ou hungry now?"
Perry discovered he was hungry.

'Sure.' "'Tonight," Brown said, 'you get lockegour room. |
sleep light, Perry. If there's trouble, I'll hamdl. Understand?’
'Sure,’ Perry said.

Nodding, Brown went into the kitchen. Pergahd him whistling
tunelessly as he put the chicken on the spit.

Sheila Weston wheeled the hand trolley coirgiher suitcase and
vanity-box into the arrival centre of Jacksonvdlalrport.

It had to be raining | she thought. She hadea where to find
Perry's fishing-lodge. All she knew was it wasmsane village
called Rockville.

| Describing the lodge, Perry had told hewvats right by the
river. He had said hopefully he would teach hdid. Sheila had
firmly declined.

'l don't like walking, I've seen a river amdhell with fishing,



| she had said.

That settled that.

Now aching to talk to Perry, she was deterhitoeget to the
fishing-lodge.

The Hertz Rental people would probably knd®erry had said he
always rented a car to get to the lodge.

The time now was 19.15, and she could seeigifirthe glass doors
not only steady rain, but the light was failing.

As Sheila approached the Hertz desk, she dawaaishouldered
man, his back to her, leaning on the counter,nglko a pretty Hertz
clerk who was smiling the way young girls smile wieeman has made his
mark.

Sheila eyed the man's broad back. He wasingearbeautifully
cut, lavender-coloured country suit. His dark heais shot with grey.

She left the trolley and walked up to the desk

The Hertz girl was saying, 'l really wouldadvise it, Mr
Franklin. Better wait until tomorrow.'She then ked at Sheila and
said, 'l won't be a minute.' The man turned andnag Sheila.

She felt a little jolt run through her. Thigs some man! She
immediately thought of Douglas Fairbanks Jr whemvhe in his prime.
This man had the same kind of features, not ord; thut he had a
personality that came out of him, and made Shegarandy.

'Attend to the lady, Penny,’ the man sai ith no rush.' The
girl lost her enchanted smile and moved along thater.

'What can | do for you, madam7' 'l am Mrs P&eston,’ Sheila
said. 'Did my husband hire a car from you yestg?da he girl's
face lit up. Even remembering the thrill of deglinith Perry Weston
remained.

'‘Why, yes, madam.’

'How do | get to Rockville and his fishing-pel7 Would you
know?7"'

The girl looked blank.

'Rockville, yes, but Mr Weston's fishing-lodge.

The man whom the Hertz girl had called Mr ktamsaid in a deep,
soft voice that sent a tingle down ShFila's spiBecuse me. |
couldn't help but overhear. 1 am Perry's neighbotiave a
fishina-lodge about a mile from his.' 0

Sheila turned her back on the Hertz girl aad BGranklin a
flashing smile.

'What a coincidence, Mr Franklin. | believer®® has mentioned
your name .'This was strictly untrue.
'I'm going to Rockville and could show you thiay, but not



tonight. Miss Pentagast tells me the roads dowrethre bad.
Perhaps your husband is meeting you?, Sheila flaalsile as she
moved away from the desk, aware the Hertz girl hgdsning. Franklin
moved after her until they were away from the desk.

'It's a surprise visit,' Sheila said.

I'm coming.' 'No, he doesn't know Franklindd an eyebrow.

"You won't make it tonight, Mrs Weston, butii@rrow, if the rain
clears, I'll be happy to drive you there.' 'Thaésy kind of you, Mr
Franklin, Well, 1 guess I'll have to find a hot8heila put on her
helpless look which had paid dividends in the pd3t you know of a
good hotel, Mr Franklin?'

Franklin studied her for a brief, searchingmment, then he
smiled.

'l come down here every other month," he 'Side, there'a an
excellent motel | stay at. Would you like'e martake arrangements for
you, Mrs Weston?' Again the helpless look.

'l don't want to be a nuisance .

‘It'd be my pleasure. I'll get a taxi. Jestve your bag gage,

Maybe you will want to telephone your husband?' @h,Sheila thought.

What she felt was the urgent need to gethetbwith this
beautiful man.

'l don't think so. He would only fuss. €kll him tomorrow.'

They regarded each other, both smiling.

Tl fix everything for you, Mrs Weston. juwait here.' Sheila
sat down on one of the benches while Franklin wdeegkr trolley
outside.

You never know, she thought, what's arouncctraer, then she
remembered Julian Lucan. Who was this man, Frahkie must be all
right if he had a fishinglodge and knew Perry. the same, Lucan
haunted her. He too had been suave, handsomeand She got to her
feet and walked to the Hertz desk.

The Hertz girl looked inquiringly at her.

'Who is Mr Franklin7'Sheila asked. 'What dbegdo7' The girl
gave a sly little smile. She read the message.

'‘Mr Franklin is the senior partner of FrankdirBernstein, the
New York lawyers, Mrs Weston.' Her sly servile wied. 'You could say
he was important people.' The two girls exchanged#id, then Sheila
smiled. 'Thank you,' she said, and returned tsbat. Well, that's
all right, she thought. Maybe he won't want maigbed. Maybe ...

After five or six minutes, Franklin appeared.

'Sorry for the delay. | had trouble gettiogpms at the motel.
Everyone seems to be staying over-night, but [@&@x(,d it. Are you
ready to go?' It is kind of you, Mr Franklin," Sllaesaid in her most
de,nure manner.



'Since we could be near neighbours, supposeaih me Gene?' 'Of
course. Sheila.' '‘Nice name.' Franklin took hboel and steered
her

out to a waiting taxi. 'Would you dine

On the brief drive to the motel, he said, ld'de to." with me,
Sheila?' When they reached the imposing-lookirajat) Sheila |
could see just how important Gene Franklin wase 3taff bowed and
scraped. The luggage was whisked away. Frankbolshands with a
beaming reception clerk. Two bellboys conducteahtidown a corridor
or@d opened two doors.

"That's yours, Sheila,'Franklin said, gendsotispin@ 'Suppose
we meet in the foyer at eight thirty7' 'Of courseaving him, she
entered the big, comfortably furnished bedroomr IHggage was
already on the rack. She shift the door and lo@ednd, then her
smile brightened]. There was a communicating dodiranklin's room.

She spent half an hour lying in a warm batkgxirig. For this
night, Perry was forgotten, also Julian Lucan drad ghastly
blackmailer Fleichman. Sheila was happy.

Forty minutes later, she was being guided tinéocrowded
restaurant by Gene Franklin, who gently held heowl The touch of
his warm hand sent thrills throu-h Sheila's body.

The Maitre d'was there. Chairs were pullet blenus flourished.

'‘An aperitif, perhaps, Mr Franklin?, 'A mairtiBheila?' "That
would be lovely." "Two,'Franklin said. As the Maid'whisked away,
be went on, 'Do you like sea food, Sheila?' 'l adt'Then let me
suggest. They do shrimps steamed in beer. Sadwjdut it is
excellent. Then | suggest a small steal< andahkdbster with
crabmeat stuffing.' 'Sounds utterly marvellous.oTwartinis appeared
on the table. The Maitre d' arrived and took thaeo

'Perhaps honey biscuits or a tossed saladHdNey biscuits.
Salad please,’ Sheila said, The too," Franklin. sdideir honey
biscuits are ey(-,| lent. Sure?''Oh no. | havevatch my
weight." -i'lie Maitre d'went away.

'‘Watch your weight?' Franklin looked direcdlyher, i @i-c;
handsome f ace srrtiling. 'l should have thougiu lgad @ttiier
things to watch.' S!leila stiffened.

Oh? What makes you say that? What othegshiiis smile
widened.

"You would know better than | would, wouldydu, Sheila?' She
suddenly felt a little uneasy.

'l really don't know what you are talking abhbiNever Mind.' He
produced a solid-gold cigarette case.

'@,'noke7' 'Not now, thank you.' She sippeddmmk, regarding
fie was certainly one of the most handsome merh&iever met. |



should have thought you had other things to ivatMtat an odd thing
to have said. She shrugged off t-,he remark.

'l don't know how long you will be stayingyadur liiisband's
lodge,’ Franklin said, 'but you'll need alliveatbiythes. Did you
bring things with you?' 'All weather?' -I'nere #i@ds by the river
and lots of mud.' '01-i""'Sheila looked dismayed.

'l hadn't thought of that.

Ustially, it is hot and sunny down here, igtli'tEventually,
it will be. | checked the forecast. The rainupgosed to die out
tomorrow morning. All the same, 'll need bootgang and so on.
There's a good shop just down the road. 'reil tivwy@re you are going
and they'll train you out." 'That's thoughtful afwy' ‘i-he shrimps
were served. As they began to eat, Sheila as{{dtht do you do for
a living, Gene7' 'I'm a counsel at law. Thesersps are good,
aren't

Delicious. A counsel at law7 That soundsilbéyr

liilortant." "(es, you could say that."' 'Ayeu on vacation7"
'‘Business and pleasure. | have to talk businéssyaur husband.'
Sheila stiffened.

'Per@7''Yes. | expect he's told you he ates S. Hart are
putting a movie together. | handle the legal wdskeila felt a rush
of cold blood down her spine. 'Silas S. Hart?'

‘That's ri-ht. You look surprised. Mr Hastmy most important
client.’

'l didn't know." Sheila found the shrimps wetso delicious.

That bastard Hart again! she thought. I'ne $ie¢ sicked that
blackmailing investigator on me. | should haveuiat you had other
things to watch. This handsorie, smiling man haemgher a warningl
There could be no other explanation. All thouglftsharing a bed
with him this night vanished from her mind. Evéshe had made
advances, she was now sure he wouldn't have resgor&he had only
just missed a humiliating snub.

There was a steel hard core in Sheila thadadayed her
parents. From the moment she could talk, she bad Hifficult and
obstinate. Her parents had been kindly people haddshown great
patience which Sheila bad not appreciated. Shédyauch sooner have
a blazing row with them and have done with it. &adly enjoyed
fighting with Perry. A good, blazing row, and thienmake up was the
spice of life to her.

'Perry is at the fishing-lodge to find inspioa," Frank]in said
as they finished the shrimps. 'Mr Hart is relyorghim.' 'I'm sure
.There was a sharp note in Sheila's voice. Thénpower always



expect miracles.' She looked up to see Franklihpagh still
smiling, had a quizzical expression in his eyes.

There was a pause while a waiter cleared istesd.

'l have some business to attend to tomorrownimg. Th@t will
give you time to do some shopping,' Franklin saiduggest we have
lunch together, then leave for the fishing-lodgeniediately after. It
is a good forty-mile drive.' 'All right." The i-maicourse was served
with a flourish.

'‘Looks fine, doesn't it?' Franklin said, sying his plate.

‘It looks wonderful." They began to eat.

", So Perry isn't expecting you7' Franklin s&id voice casual.

Sheila's guard was up.

'He'll have a wonderful surprise.' She fork&shk into her
mouth. '"Hmm . .. good." Sheila, I'm wondering ikas such a good
idea for you to come all this way. You haven'tregensulted Perry,
have you7' She gave him a cold, steady stare.

'‘Are you suggesting my husband won't be pt&ssee me? And if
you are, please tell me what business it is of YSLFranklin made a
little grimace as if to imply this very young womaeated opposite
him, was going to prove more difficult than he laaudicipated.

"I\,4r Hart was particularly anxious, Shefiar, your husband to
get down to important work without interi-up tioRyanklin said
quietly. 'That is the reason, and the only reasdty, Perry has gone
to his fishing-lodge ... to be able to concenteatd work. Besides,
Sheila, you couldn't have come at a worse timeu Wil find the
conditions at the lodge disagreeable. | am toddfttotpaths are
thick mud. It has been raining non-stop for thstplaree days. You
will be cooped up in a small lodge and will distrRerry.' His smile
appeared. 'As he doesn't expect you, don't yolk ihimuch more
sensible for you to return to Long Island and leBeery to work7"
Sheila finished the steak and began on the lobster.

"This crabmeat stuffing is fantastic,’ shelsai

'Oh yes, The fish food here is excellent. Yanen't an-@wered
my question.

Don't you think.

'l haven't forgotten your question.' Her préaice was hard.

'l should be glad if you wouldn't try to interfendth the lives of
Perry and myself. | am sure you are acting undgers from Hart.'
'It's not a matter of interfering, Sheila. Peragla big deal on.

By being with him, you could destroy his creatthinking.

You're very young. Perhaps you don't realise vahailliant creative
mind Perry has. He has been a tremendous sucthsse is a lot of
money involved. By descending on him, you could auvery important
deal.' 'And Silas S. Hart would be terribly upst&® would Perry.’

'l don't think he would. | think he would be gledhave me with him.
But as you appear to be so worried, Gene, I'llldad and let him



settle this little argument.’ "That, of course wbheé the solution,

but unfortunately | have already tried to contaoni.hHis telephone

is out of order.' 'Then let's change the subj8tigila said. 'I'll

have a coffee.' For the first time, Franklin los $mile. Looking

at him, she saw why he was Silas S. Hart's attoriiéng grey eyes had
suddenly turned to stone.

'What subject would you like to talk aboute®&7'he asked,
signalling to the waiter.

'Oh, anything.'She shrugged.

'So let's talk about you.' The waiter cleatezldishes.

‘Not a very interesting subject,’ Sheila said.

'l think so. You see, Sheila, you are a weryng woman. You
are fortunate to be married to a rich, clever mérould you want to
lose him7' The waiter placed the coffee before them

That's my business," Sheila snapped, 'butil satisfy your
curiosity, | won't lose him. Perry happens to love. He has many
possessions. | head the list." 'Or do you jusgimeyou do?' Sheila
sipped her coffee.

That's my business, and not yours." 'l did@t to bring this
up,’ Franklin said, 'but your husband has evergaeand evidence to
divorce you.' Sheila's face hardened.

‘Interesting.' There was a long pause whieesthred around the
restaurant.

'EVery reason and evidence to divorce yowhkiin repeated.
'‘Now, please do what | suggest. | will drive youlie airport
tomorrow. Go home.' Sheila finished her coffee stodd up.

'I'm going to bed. You will drive me to Pésryodge tomorrow.

If you don't, | will find a way to reach him. Thiagou for an
excellent dinner. Shall we say midday tomorrow®onder if you
realise, Sheila, that you are behaving like aselfspoilt brat,’
Franklin said quietly, looking up at her.

‘Those were almost the same words my fathest tessay to me when
he couldn't get his own way.' Sheila smiled. '@cond thoughts, |
intend to find my own way to Perry's lodge. | vk leaving early,
so don't wait for me. Is that understood?' Frankhrugged, 'l can't
stop You. | do assure you, Sheila, Perry won'ttvaaspoilt, selfish
brat around when he is working.' 'We'll see .'Shkeined forward.
'I'll return the compliment, Mr Franklin .

In spite of your good looks and your charmy yoe a toady. You
are frightened of Silas S. Hart. I'm sorry for ybam not
frightened of him. Goodnight," and, turning, shelked out of the
restaurant.

Using the Ross's spare bedroom, Hank Hold®<00, knowing he
would probably be up all nigh shave and a showearing his uniform,
he cai to the living-room.

'l heard you moving around," Mary called ckién. 'Breakfast is



ready. Sit down.' Hollis sat at the laid tabled &tary brought in a
pile of waffles which -she set before him.

'You eat that. Eggs to follow,' she said, egtdrned to the
kitchen.

Ten minutes later, she returned with a plathree eggs and two
thick slices of grilled ham.

She sat down opposite Hollis.

'How's the Sheriff?' he asked, pushing asifisvaremaining
waffles and starting in on the eggs, 'Hank, hetgeting any
younger,'Mary said quietly. 'He's a big worry te.nHe's been on the
telephone since eight o'clock. He told me what giaun to do. He's
worried. I'm worried. | don't think he'll everrfpve himself about
Tom.

Do you really think this man could be hidimgNir Weston's
lodge7' 'Look, Mrs Ross, this is police work. lween trained to
check out possibilities. There is a chance heccbalthere. | don't
know.' She nodded.

'Yes, | understand. Jeff wants to go with,\ida keeps saying if
he had gone with Tom, Tom might still be aliveraitkly, Mrs Ross, |
don't want him with me.

He's not as young as | am. I've dealt withagions like this
bel ai-e.

m the

She put her pl him.
@ooked directly at

hasn't - You relax - He will be much more wastaying

$ght here.' 'l told him that.' Hollis finishede slice of ham
and started on the other. 'I'll spell it out tosmibo. You cook a
great breakfast, rs Ross.' urip, clasped handsetable and 'l be
careful." Hank, you will grinned at her.

ure.' He looked out of the window. 'Well, tlagn's | and it
looks as if the sun might come out.' Heed his beesakthen pushed
his plate aside.

‘That great.' e prepared food for you,"' Maigs "There's half
a cooked chicken and lots of sandwiches. Jefkthyou Id be in the
forest for quite a while.’

cou ed again. 'Many thanks. [I'll
‘That's terrific!" Hollis grinn go talk to ttgheriff.' nk?' "You

really will be careful, won't you, Ha 'I'll be cdéué' He found Ross
at his desk.



'Hi, Sheriff," be said as he came in. 'Anws¢€' 'Sleep well?
Mary fed you?' Ross asked, turning in his

chair.

'Sure. What's the neWS7' There's no 'Negative talked to
jenner and jacklin sign of Logan. I've calledtal farmers: nothing
there. It looks to me Logan did get away befoeertbad-blocks ere
set up.' w 'Unless he's holed up with Weston.h&tacJacklin tells
me he 'Yes.' 1Zoss pulled at his mou now has twalhed armed men on
the hunt. Do you still think this man could beihglwith Weston?"'
'As | said last night, | don't know - It's a hundhwant to
check.’

| don't like you doing this on your own, Hankshould

be coming with you.' 'Don't let's go over thgain, Sheriff -
This is my thing.

Maybe nothing will come of it. | plan to ci¥eston's place and
sit and wait.

That's not the woods. Leave it to me. B in touch With a
frustrated sigh, Ross nodded.

'l guess you're right. Well, okay, it's woghry.' He got to
his feet. 'lI've checked your rifle. There's akiethlkie and a good
pair of field glasses.

Mary said she would provide food. What elseydu want?' Hollis
stared at him for a long moment, then he saidahtvwo treat Logan
as | once treated a murderous Vietnam snipersdelLogan, | want
to shoot him. How do | stand?' Ross shifted umgasi

‘That would be illegal, Hank." 'l know, but @ going to prove
he didn't shoot first?' Ross rubbed his chin.

He thought of the vicious murders of the Lizsgily. I-le
thought of Tom Mason.

'So he shot first," he said looking directiyHallis. ‘Okay.

You spot him, then kill him. You have my backinbtae way.' Hollis
grinned.

That's all | want to know.' He moved ovemtoere the rifle, the
walkietalkie and the field-glasses were lying. € guess I'll get
off. Will you drive me to that turn-off road to W@n's place7 From
there on, I'll be on my own.' Ross got to his feet.

'Let's go then.' He put his hand on Hollifisidder. 'For God's
sake, Hank, take no risks. | don't want you tahgoway Tom went.'
'l don't want that either," Hollis said. His smilas grim. 'If |
get a clear shot, I'll fix him, Sheriff. If | spbtm and can't get a
shot, I'll alert you, then we'll have to think hosvget at him." Mary
came in carrying the plastic sack of food.



You're off, Hank?' Her plump face was strdia@,-i anxious.
'‘Manythanks,MrsRoss.'HollispattedherarmL-@ilyworry. It'll
work out.'

The two men went out into the steamy sunsantegot in the
patrol car.

AL 09.00, Sheila, dressed and packed, lealvargsuitcase in the
motel lobby, crossed the street to Cab Calhoun)aris outfitting
store.

She had passed a restless night, and fourste¢hmy heat from
the earlymorning sun unpleasant. Slight mist vigiag from the
sodden street. She entered the store, surprisedsate and its
range of merchandise from fisliing.-tackle and $§ipgrguns to clothes
and footwear.

From behind a long counter, a tall, black math a griz@7led
beard came to her, smiling.

'‘Morning, ma'm," he said. 'I'm Cab Calhodiank you for
calling. What can | do for you7' Sheila regardeid man and liked
the look of him. 'You have quite a place here,athoun.’ 'l guess.
It's taken me forty years to build it up. It'sgasod, if not better,
than any other store you'll find in Jacksonvill€ongratulations.'A
pause, then Sheila said, 'l am Mrs Perry Westaizz{@d eyebrows
lifted.

'‘Mr Perry Weston? Ah, sure. | well remembhien. | had the
pleasure to kit him out around three years agofindgentleman if |
may say so. | haven't seen him for too long.ahtto be kitted out
too," Sheila said. 'My husband if-, at his fishouge. | am joining
him. What do you suggest | buy, Mr Calhoun?' "Yiant
fishing-tackle7' 'No. Just sensible clothes.' Gafhsmiled.

‘That's no problem. You will want a half azda cotton shirts
with long sleeves, a couple of pairs of jeans amapairs of boots,
then you're home.' 'Do you know where my husbdistigng-lodge is?’
'1,/Vhy, sure.' Calhoun looked a little startlé&ut Mr Icton will
be fetching you, | guess." 'No. I'm giving hirswaprise visit. |
want to get there on my oarn.' Calhoun scratchedard.

'If you'll excuse me, Mrs Weston, that's settyokirs(if a
tricky task. It's my business to keep in touchhwite local road
conditions. | know for a fact that them ro@,] lepddown to Mr
Weston's lodge is nearly washed out. If you wauddt three or four
days to give the road a chance to dry out, thereithée no problem.
| dcL)t if Mr Weston could make it now." 'l interid go there this
morning,’ Sheila said. 'l would be glad if you wabtell me how to
get there.'She sinned, a determined expressioeniate. 'My
father one(, t,)ld me that obstacles were madertmasunt. I'm gain”
tfiis



morning.' @Il

Calhoun studied her, then nodded.

‘Then f'll help you, Mrs Weston. | can finohseorf@ who will
take you in a Jeep. That's the only transportuliaget you
there." 'I'm going alone. | can handle a Jeem IQdre one?' 'Oh,
sure. Okay, Mrs Weston, over there you'll findrgtling you want.
You go ahead. I'll fix a Jeep for you Forty mirsitater, Sheila
had selected the clothes she would need. Usihgaging room, she
put on a red and yellow cotton shirt, slid intdhtigiting jeans and
put on heavy calf-high boots. Carrying her dressking up the
bundle of clothes she had chosen, she went tootine. @,r where
Calhoun was drawing a map on a sheet of per.

‘All fixed, Mrs Weston?' L@p

'Yes, thank you. You have a wonderful setatti'Well, now,
m'am, I've got the Jeep fixed for you. it'!l beand in ten minutes.
Here's a map to tell you ho"7 t'o get to the lodgie pushed the
sheet of paper towai,('4s her - "You leave herg, left onto the
highway and d ri @7c around twenty miles.

That'll be no problem. You'll car-". to @stpost marked
"River" on your left. Turn h Now, here's where ywili have
problems. Take it There'll be lots of mud and weaded | guess the
will get you through so long as you drive real sloviou'll have
around two miles of this road, then you'll coméhte river. Follow
the road by the river and you will come to Mr Wessdodge. Just
remember to let the Jeep take you and don't forc€hank you, Mr
Calhoun, you couldn't be more helpful.’ ‘Glad ttigiha determined
young lady. Here are the papers for the Jeep.

just needs your signature. It's for a weelerdal. Okay7"

Sheila signed the papers, then made out a cheqberfopurchases.

""lay | ask you to give Mr Weston my complintg, N/irs Weston7'
Calhoun asked. 'Please tell him | hope to Il;rnsd@)f course.’
She held out her hand. 'Again many i 'In@ S.na@to put your
purchases in a suitcase for you? You can ret@icaise with the
Jeep.' 'That'd be fine." By the time Calhoun hatked her clothes in
a battered suitcase, the Jeep arrived.

Carrying the suitcase, Calhoun followed Shiedan the store to
the Jeep where a black youth got out of the drihgegt.

'I'll check out," Sheila said, land collect other luggage.’

"You do that, m'am,' Calhoun said, then turnintheblack youth, he
went on, 'Go, collect the lady's baggage, JoelSAaila crossed the
road, followed by the black youth, a taxi pulledaygside the motel.
Gene Franklin came out of the motel, carrying &ypbkiefcase. He



paused, seeing Sheila. She felt his eyes go @reard saw his
frown.

'G ood-morning, Sheila,’ he said. 'In spiteng advice, see you
are going.'',;@ie stared at him, her pretty famelh

'(-'orrect. | am still behaving like a selfispoilt brat,

Mr Toady," and she walked by him into thebplof the motel.

Franklin hesitated, then, shrugging, got thietaxi and was
driven away.

While the black youth carried her suitcase @uitybox to the
jeep, Sheila ettled the motel check. Recrossiagtteet, she
found Calhoun had put her luggage in the Jeep asdstanding,
waiting, 'Ma'm," he said, 'this boy knows all tlhads arol-md here.
He'll gladly drive you.' Sheila smiled.

‘Thank you, no. I'll be fine." She shook hand'll tell my
husband how very helpful you have been.' She cldhib® the Jeep and
started the engine.

‘Just take it slow, m'am,’ Calhoun saids Heen a pleasure to
help you." Sheila gave him a wide, flashing smiid,avith a wave of
her hand, headed towards the highway.

Perry Weston came slowly awake and becameeativat hot sunshine
was streaming through the bedroom win. dows. dakdd at his strap
watch.

The time was 08-30. Feeling hot and sticlkeyght off the bed.

He went to the door and found he was still locked i

He stood still, listening, but heard no souatimmovement below.

Going to the open window, he looked out ohmtiver, lit by the
sun. He saw the road by the lodge was water-loggguthick, wet
mud. Well, at least the rain had stopped and uwhensas out.

Taking his time, he shaved, showered and ddeskle longed for
coffee. If Jim Brown wasn 't in control of thiszhrre situation, he
would get out his fishing tackle and spend the oéshe day by the
river, but Jim Brown was in control.

Perry sat down, lit a cigarette and waited.

It wasn't until 10-00 by Perry's stra p waticht lie heard
movements.

Going to the door, he listened and heard Biewmeless
whistling. Ten minutes later, he heard the kew farthe lock, and
Brown entered.

Perry noted Brown was now wearing one of bingtsleeved shirts,
hiding the tattooed snake on his arm. Brown loaletgixed as he gave
Perry a mirthless grin.

'I've been catching up on sleep, Perry," Itk s¥ou want
breakfast? It's all ready.' While he was spealBrgwn's eyes were
looking around the room, then he moved forwarch®liedside table and



picked up a big, silver-framed photograph of Sheila

Perry watched as Brown studied the photogrgping a nod of
approval.

He put the frame back on the table.

"Your girlfriend?' he asked.

'‘My wife," Perry said curtly.

'Is that right? Nice. Lucky guy.' Brown slkaus head. 'Some
guys are lucky.

| never found a girl I'd want to marry. Yakd married life7'
Perry got to his feet.

'I'd like a cup of coffee.' He left the roomdawalked down the
stairs to the living-room. He found the table lalde sat down and
poured himself a cup of coffee while Brown wenbithe kitchen. He
returned in a moment, carrying two plates of thgdjed ham.

T' is freezer of yours, Perry, is sure sonmgth he said [l as
he set one of the plates in front of Perry. Hedsain. 'It's
something to have money. | guess you have a pyetig setup in New
York too." Perry began to eat. This man certagolyld cook. The ham
was done to a turn.

'It's okay. I live in Long Island.’ 'Nice.r@®vn was shovelling
food into his mouth. 'Money can give you anythitfifyou have
enough of it. It depends what you want.' 'I'd l&eiife like you've
got,' Brown said. 'l've kicked around on my owrthis fucking world
too long. When | want a woman, | have to pick ame whore. I've
never had a home, except the hole my father limedlhat was for the
birds!" 'How long do you plan to stay here, Jim&'ri? asked.

‘When the heat cools, I'll get moving. Ihateri(,d to the
radio.

The cops are still in an uproar.' Brown gréhréThey won't find
me here, that's for sure.' He looked tip and statd®erry. 'You're
going to stake me. I'll wa-it ten thousand. OKayhas to be
okay, doesn't it?' "You can say that again.' Bréwished eatin ai,
| back. "Yeah.

We'll have to see how we fix it." 'Where wilu go, Jim?' Brown
shrugged.

'I'm good at fading out of sight. You doret@,,: worry about
me. All you have to do is to worry in)al,[f youls€Fading out of
sight7'Perry said. 'For how long7 | Jim, face $act

Wouldn't it be sensible to give yo@ @,ii, ugdu can't go on
running. Sooner or later, ti ri y catch up withuyoEven in prison,
you're alive.' 'You're talking like a goddamn ptieEhere v,@ snarl
in Brown's voice. 'Give myself up? Be locked @fa@the rest of my
life? That's not for me I'm not scar(@i death. dwe is taking me
alive.' His expression 1

vicious. 'And I'll take as many cop bastasith m(I@ is i



can.’'

Perry was about to say something when thdldoll the
telephone bell startled him.

'Oh, yeah,' Brown said. 'l forgot to tell yolve the
telephone. I'm a great little fixer. You answé@,Tlv Perry, watch
it.' He stared at Perry. 'l' m getting tc@ I'luybuster, so don't
get tricky.' Perry crossed to the telephone. Hedithe receillci
'Who is this?' he asked.

"This is Mrs Grady, Rockville post officewerried said. 'l
heard your telephone was out of order.' 'Thatlstridt's okay now.
| guess it was the rar@. working fine.'

'l was going to send Josh as soon as thehraadl" Cli
out.’

'‘No need, Mrs Grady. Thanks for calling.'ti¥fe welcome, Mr
Weston.' Perry hung up.

'‘Checking the telephone.’ 'l thought of trtgwn said.

'Didi't want some guy comin . g here. just bestar Perry.

Don't try using the phone. Right7''if i,"s okayhwou,' Perry

said, 'l'd like to start | came here to write a moWVhat are you to
do7' ahead. Don't worry about me. | like thismool'll TV. Know
something, Perry? | feel real at home in oirlt.gét lunch. There
are a couple of juicy- !,@(-king pork chops in theezer. Like that
with French i ;e"I?l @ii ie," Perry said and leayithe room, he
walked the short passage to his study. He sas aldsk @ooked out
of the window at the sun and the trees.

@auld have liked to be out with his fishinglraHe@d back in
his chair and gave free rein to his imagina Aftalf an hour of
concentrated thought, he took @,0(,@@ his deskeklf paper and
began to sketch out i irst moves of the plot that gould please
Silas S Ic became so absorbed in his work, heclmstt of it was only
when the door opened and Brown L-d in that Perry theown back to
reality. '(‘huck's up,' Brown said. 'Come andiget@ @,rry looked
at his strap watch. The time was 1-3.00. il@, @@, his feet and
reluctantly left his desk, following into the lixgaroom.

thick pork chop with a heap of French friedaéted 'of no
onions,' Brown said, sitting opposite Perry. 'i@@ons with pork
chops.' He grinned mirthlessly. "!I't have evaigy. My old man
liked onions.

| used c)ok him fried onions and potatoes. likk that.
towards his end, wasn't all that good for him. Il{e rotten
teeth.' 1 Slurry cut into his chop, thinking evérgg this man 1;@

Il was now background for his plot.
"You were fond of your pa, weren't you, JifkiVell, | guess.



Know something? It's good to be fond of someadde.wasn't all that
hot. Sometimes, | didn't think he liked me. Theere times when he
used to give me sly looks. | know looks. Okawals fond of him. It
didn't matter how he felt about me. | had no dse,eso | was fond
of him. When | found him dead, something in mg kfent away.' He
chewed, nodded. 'Damn fine meat.' 'How about yaarjim7' Brown
scowled.

'‘Don't talk about her. No good. You fondyolir wife7' 'Of
course.' Brown nodded.

'l guess. Nice-looking girl." He looked u bit yc)tir, @
for you,' isn't she7' This ape of a man had touchsensitive nerve.
Pci@,-@ winced.

‘That's not your business, is it?' he saidyur

Brown gave a sneering little grin.

'l guess that's right.' He eased back hisrchd(.)Il working
on a movie?' 'That's why I'm here.' 'How do youeva movie?' Perry
shrugged.

'If you want to know, you first get an ideArte@ you're sure
the idea is sound, then you think of people t(ycaut the idea.
Once you've created interesting people and the tdeanovie will
more or less write itself.' 'Is that right? Souedsy. The money's
good, huh?, 'Nothing in this world is ever easy i to pay off,
Jim." Brown studied him.

You got characters?' 'I've just an idea.'dt\éhthe idea?"
‘That's not your business either, is it7' 'l bet ohthe characters
is me." 'if you think so, then think so.' Perryataip. 'A great
meal. I'll get back to my desk.' collected theBndbegan to whistle
tunelessly as he plates. Back at his desk, Peurlgtill hear him
whistling in the kitchen.

@heriff Ross and Hank Hollis got out of therplcar just before
the turning down to the river. Silently, Ross haahdhe rifle to
Hollis who slung it on his shoulder. He took tHagtic sack of food
and the radio transmitter. The two men lookedhaheother.

‘Take no risks, Hank,' Ross said uneasilwish | were (:oming
with you.' Hollis grinned.

‘Take it easy, Sheriff. I'll be in touchll hever forgive
myself if something happens to you,' Ross saitlis'& my
speciality. Cheer up!" Hollis grinned again.

I'll get off. Don't worry about me."' T lie bamen shook hands,
then Hollis moved onto the t@I)rest road. He wahitatil he heard the
patrol car start up and drive away, then he begsava, cautious
walk, k.-@eping to one side of the road. He ungluis rifle,
in@ched the plastic sack and the radio on hisledulder @l'ici
continued to move forward.

Once in the dense forest, he moved much naur@@",!.Sly@ He felt
relaxed.



This hunt after a vicious Killer i'@ his miback to the jungles
of Vietham. How often he done this? CountlesthiHe had always
come out alive, and a sniper dead. Okay, Chetthogau @von't know
what's going to hit you!

The road was fast drying, but in places thegee pools of muddy
water.

Hollis skirted these, pressing against theshetibs. It took
him over an hour to come within sight of the rivdro his right, now
no more than a couple of hundred yards away, way Réston's fishhe
warned himself, he must take the ing-lodge. Hieiato the thickest
part of greatest caution. He moved bac the foussthg every bit of
cover, moving so silently 119

even the birds in the tree tops were not adrmAgain, lie
moved forward, pushing shrubs gently aside, fedlwgk mud on his
boots. It was steamy hot and sweat ran down bes falis shirt and
khaki slacks were wet from the soaking shrubs.c@igort never
bothered him. Once a jungle fighter, always a leriighter, his
Captain had said to him. Damn right!

Another few yards, then parting the brancHestoee, Hollis
found himself looking directly at the fishing-lodgele stopped short,
crouched and regarded the lodge.

There was no sign of life. He noted the ¢ongaf the front
windows were drawn. That didn't mean Logan wasnmtiewhere either in
the lodge or near the lodge, watching.

Hollis looked up at the tree. It seemed prfer his purpose.
Within reach were long foliage-covered branches.

Taking his hunting-knife from his belt, heated off the thick
mud from his boots, then, slinging the rifle, leught hold of the
lowest tree branch and began to climb.

He climbed slowly and carefully, taking ca to make movement
among the branches. 7I'o him, it was an easy clikd swung fiimself
up and up, until he reached nearly to the top efttee. From this
vantage-point, he could look down at the fishindgle and still remain
hidden.

Here, he paused. Two thick branches madedoctable-looking
fork. He nodded to himself, then settled, his lagiside a branch,
his back against the thick trunk. So far, so gdmdthought. | can
stay up here for hours.

He flung the plastic sack of food on a brarieimd a safe
place for his rifle, then set the radio transmibietween his legs.

He surveyed the fishing-lodge. Still no sign & li This could be a
waste of time, but he didn't think so. Why hadt#lephone cable
been wrenched from its socket? That was the climat was the hint
that Logan was hiding there with a gun on Weston.

It was now a matter of patience, and Hallhad plenty of that.

By now, Hollis thought, the Sheriff would badk in



1r

his office. He switched on the radio. Keegpimis lips close to
the transmitter, he said, 'Hollis. Are you heanng?' ‘Loud and
clear, Hank,' Ross said.

'I've found a good tree, Sheriff. | can laaht down at the
lodge and can't be seen. There's no sign ofdifethe front-window
curtains are drawn. | guess I'll just have to wafbu can get me
whenever you want, Hank. I'm not moving from mgkleKeep in touch.’
'‘Over and out." Hollis switched off the radio. ldeked at his watch.
The time was just after noon. Odd, he thoughtsdfehasn't shown
himself. One would have thought he would have coote Maybe he had
slept late and was now having a brunch, or maylgahavas there and
wouldn't let him out. Hollis decided to sample soaf Mary Ross's
sandwiches. He opened the plastic sack and folnngl @ack of ham and
beef sandwiches and a bottle of w | ater.

He ate two sandwiches, always keeping his egdbe lodge. It
would be good to have lit a cigarette, but that Midae too dangerous.

He re-hung the sack, settled his back agtiestreetrunk and
relaxed to wait.

This was like o'@d times, he thought. He tidwf the most
stubborn and dangerous sniper who was nearlynddujuite, as good
as himself, This little Viet had concealed himsela tree. From
there, he had picked off two of Hollis's good fden Hollis had
sworn to get hir@i. He had located where the Badtcome from. In
the hot, steamy darkness, he had climbed a tréenwtiree hundred
yards from the tree in which the sniper was coreztaHe had waited
for eighteen tense, nervestretching hours. Thag,the had only two
bars of soggy chocolate and his water-bottle, iketiow with good
sandwiches and half a chicken. Hollis noddechatt been worth the
wait. The jungle had been silent. Finally, thgpenshowed himself.

He shinned down the tree, lowered his trouserssgndtted. Hollis
had sent a bullet through his brain. The mossfatiory thing he
had ever done in his Army career. And now he waanother tree,
waiting to see if Chet Logan would appear.

Patience!

An hour crawled by. Then Flollis became alérhe grinding
sound of a car engine in low gear approaching, rhadepeer forward.

To his startled surprise, he saw a Jeep maslgly along the
sodden river road. From his viewpoint, he coulde& the driver. He
unslung his rifle, watching as the Jeep slid onnthueldy road, then he
saw the Jeep pull up outside the fishing-lodge.s&ie a blonde-haired
girl, wearing a yellow-andred shirt and tight jegsnp out of the
Jeep and walk up to the door of the fishing-lodge.

Oh, Hell' he thought. Here's a real compiara Who is this



girl7 What's she doing here7 He pushed aside sohagé so he could
get a better view.

She was knocking on the door. In the silesfae forest,

Hollis could hear the impatient rapping of her kkles.

He was now badly placed. He had only a hglitgg of the front
door. He saw it open. There was a long pausetlfFae heard
voices. It seemed to him, although he couldn't Indeat was being
said, there might be some kind of argument. Theesdw the girl push
her way in and the front door slammed.

He switched on his radio.

‘Sheriff?" 'I'm listening.' It was a relief bear Ross's steady,
deep voice.

‘There's a development here, Sheriff. A yoginighas just
arrived in a Jeep and she is now in the lodge. JEa@ belongs to Cab
Calhoun, Jacksonville. Will you check?' 'Backiwefminutes,' Ross
said and switched off.

Hollis waited, staring down at the lodge. féhwas no sign of
activity.

Maybe, he thought, | was wrong. This killen't there. Weston
had been expecting this girl. He could be sittipgn this tree with
swarms of mosquitoes tormenting him for nothing.

But Hollis had learned to be patient. Skdtting the
mosquitoes buzz around him, he watched and waited.

Ten. minutes crawled by, then his radio caine.

‘flank7' Ross's voice.

‘I'm hearing you.' 'The girl is Perry Westonlge. She hired
the Jeep and t)Id Cab she would be staying a wesé at the lodge.

Look, Hank, I think you can come back.

You're wasting your time. | am satisfied tkilker did get away
to Miami as jacklin said. There's a massive humtas him. Come on
back.' 'With respect, Sheriff, I'm not coming byeit. How do we know
Lovan isn't there? Okay, Mrs Weston could be orsd. She could be
walking into trouble. I'm staying and watchingowidoes anyone know
that Logan is out of our district7 I'm going to waiYeah. Okay,
Hank. Keep watch. I'll stay right here until yi&li rie you're
coming back.' 'Over and out," Flol,lis said andtskhed off.

When Sheila Weston turned off the Highway badan the descent to
the river, she quickly realised that Cab Calhourmsning she could
have problems became a disagreeable fact.

Once Sheila had made up her mind to do songgthibthin-, no
matter the difficulties, would deter tier. She vea®.'termined to
talk to her husband.

When only ten years of age, she had driveridiber's Jeep
around his extensive ranch, i-nuch to tl-ie amuserard admiration of
his cattle hands.

She had heard one of the men say to anotthert;'s' a real



hellion.' She had smiled with pride, as she was saling to herself,
remembering those words.

So, okay, she was then a real hellion, anelloh she would
remain.

Skilfully, she manoeuvred the Jeep throughpibas, the mud and
the slime.

She felt the steamy heat pressing down on ke had taken the
precaution to smear her face and hands with ansigonto cream so the
buzzing swarm didn't bothet- her.

Eventually, she reached the big quagmiretiadtbogged down the
Toyota.

Seeing it, she stopped her crawl forward dackd at the mess of
water and tl-tick mud. Would the Jeep cope? ¢ gbt bogged down,
she would be in real trouble. She got out of #nepJand walked to
the edge of the quagmire. She examined the grokitter side of
this swamp was firm ground. She nodded to hergditirning to the
Jeep, she engaged the four-wheel drive, edgecetefdrward so the
off-side wheels got a grip on the firm ground anaved forward,
patiently taking her time.

The onside wheels sank into the quagmirethimibffside wheels
took hold.

Holding her breath, feeling sweat running ddwen face and back,
she slightly accelerated. She had to use allthength to keep the
Jeep from sliding. She could hear mud and watemthg under her,
then, with a jerk, the Jeep came through and sisecilear.

While Sheila was continuing the drive dowrhe fishing-lodge,
finding the road much easier now to car)e with,tlephone bell rang
on Grace Adams's desk.

With a work-load spread out on her desk, stachied up the
receiver with an impatient exclamation.

‘What is it7' 'Mr Gene Fl,ankl-n is calling,$4 Adams," her
secretary said. 'Okay to put him through7' '‘Gaadtielhere was a
click, and Franklin came on the line.

'Hello there, Grace,'he said. 'l guess &l.3Bas left -)y
now.

'He's in Hollywood. What is it7' 'Bad newsn lafraid.’ 'That's
something | could -well do without," 'Yes. Perrysfe is joining
him at the fishing-lodge.' '‘God almighty!'Grace kexjed. 'How do you
know?' 'lIt was the merest chance. | flew downattkgonville
yesterday to get Perry to sign the contract amah imto Sheila.

She told me she intended to surprise Perryspadd a couple of
weeks with him.

| knew that this was the last thing S. S. lduild want. It was
pouring with r-@iin, so | arranged to put her uprgt motel, gave her
(liriner, and for a nickel she would have jumpetbibed ,.ith me.

It looked fine until | began to sell her the idegichbe wiser to



leave Perry alone and go home, then she ;I iinéd Ngthing short

of knocking her on the head iin ' kidnapping hewuiddhave worked. No
one, repeattl o fN ne, including S. S. H candhathis obstinate

little i-)itch." , S,-,) you're telling me she'stivihim7' 'She must

be. The road conditions are bad. She rentedpaletleft about

half an hour ago. With luck, she could get bogdewn, but it's my

bet she will get to Perry.' Grace Adams drew iaray| exasperated
breath.

"You know what this means7 There'll be no rebWith her
bothering Perry, he won't do any work.' 'Why did goddamn sucker
marry that little bitch7' 'We won't go into that.

I'll contact S. S. H. He'll love i@t and sslammed down the
receiver.

| ep-ling triumphant, Sheila steered the Jdepg the narrow,
mud-soaked road, driving slowly and carefully. Arer ten-minutes'
driving brought her in sight of the river. She kdito herself. A
hellion? Again she smiled.

Obstacles were made to surmount! She noddedk I-ig ht! Then
she saw the fishing-lodge. She recognised it fiR@y's description.

Here | am, she thought, then unaware thatstsebeing watched by
Hollis perched in the tree, she steered the Jedpetivont door and
cut the engine.

She sat for a long moment, looking at the &d@vell, she
thought, it is certainly primitive. It flashed thugh her mind
whether she would be able to put up with livingéhr a couple of
weeks. It would be utterly dull, utterly isolatetf.she could not
stand it, she told herself, she could drive to Miainere the bright
lights always beckoned. But right at this momdma &lt the need to
have Perry's arms around her, to sit with him afidabout herself.

He was the only one who would listen. All h@men friends only
half listened, waiting for a chance to jump in &eldl her their
troubles. Her men friends never listened. Theydeaol, smiled with
sympathy and waited for the chance to tell her wgneat puys they
were. But not Perry. He always listened and wstimod.

She jumped out of the Jeep and ran to the &oor of the lodge.
There was a heavy iron handle. What a surprisBdory! she
thought. She would take him to bed the momentsitehad a bath.
Then, lying in his arms, she would tell him abdustbastard Hart and
the private eye. She would even tell him about élwdul Lucan.

She turned the door handle to find the dockdd. She now saw
the curtains were drawn at the three big windows.

Was Perry there7 she wondered. Godi Whatpaiflshe had come
all this way and he wasn't therel She rapped onldloe. Waited, then
rapped again.

She heard the lock click back and her facedit

Perry!



The door opened.

The man she longed to talk to, the only man whderstood and was
kind to her stood before her.

The expression on his white drawn face seafilathrough her.

'Oh, God, nol' he exclaimed. 'Oh, Sheilal Wdra you doing
here7' His expression was something right outtodraor movie. It
was all there: fear, terrible tension and despair.

'Perry, darling I' She rushed to him and thh@warms around
him, hugging him. 'l know I shouldn't have comeat bneeded you so
much. Darling, tell me you are glad to see melSAs clung to him,
over his shoulder, feeling his body trembling, shes Jim Brown,
standing just behind her husband, an evil smilbisriace and a gun
in his hand.

Perry felt fingers, like steel claws, clamphos shoulders.

With a violence he didn't think possible, he fethkelf thrown aside.
He thudded against the wall of the lobby. Sheil#i,clinging to
him, went with him. Together, they slid to thedto

Jim Brown kicked the front door shut and pustie bolts home.
He moved away, his gun now back in its holster,watthed Perry and
Sheila disentangle them-selves and shakily stand up

'What the hell is this7' Sheila shrilled. 'B#hthis jerk?

What's happening?' More slowly, despair inb@art, Perry
straightened up. He looked helplessly at Shedlaing her enraged
expression, and he said quickly, ‘Careful, darlifigis man is
dangerous.' "You said it, buster,’ Brown snarlétbw, this is your
wife ... right7 She's stuck her pretty nose wherenit wanted. . .
right7 So no tricks, buster." He grinned evillyou two could share
a double funeral." With an effort, Perry composeddelf ‘Okay, Jim.
There'll be no tricks.' Brown nodded.

‘That's what I like about you, Perry. Youwdrguy | can deal
with. Right.

Take your wife in there and spell it out ta.h&ve things to
do in the kitchen.

You've got kingsized prawns. 1@m good witerth We'll all have
them for supper.' 'What is this?' Sheila screamtho is this man?

What's going on?' Perry gently took her arm.

'Let's go in and sit down, Sheila." want tcalmne with you!

Get rid of himl" Brown gave a barking laagh.

'She's real dumb, isn't she? Get her in tbefrd kick her
in!" The snarl in his voice scared Sheila. Witlorag look at him,
she let Perry lead her into the big living-rooml by her side on
the settee.

Brown appeared in the door-way.

'No tricks, Perry.' 'No.' Brown nodded, theaved into the
kitchen and (;fit c@@ sight.

'Perryl What is this7' He put his hand on hers



'‘Don't talk. Just listen. |1 am a hostageawiou, clb. v
ing here, are also a hostage. This man is beiny the police. He
killed six people two nights ago. He i@ dangerang as vicious as a
cobra.' @ |

'Six people7' Sheila stared at him, her egasd.

'Yes. Now, darling, please listen. He muessbme kin | of
psychopath.

The only way we can handle him is to relaxed aice to him.
When | say nice, | mean don't so anything thatada@anitagonise him.
Do you understalid 11 'Do you really mean ... fieial Be adult!
The snap in Perry's voice brou@,@i@, flush to beef This is
deadly serious. This lunati(@ @!'v i 1,@ kill ugtod we provide him
with the slightest excus(, - F(@ God's sakel Whidyytiu come7' The
steel in her asserted itself. She stiffened, thbek@-@ directly at
him.

'l came because | wanted to talk to you. chlnee sicl< o@ myself
and the way | have been acting. | wanted to {@)@i so many
things.' 'Okay. There'll be time for that. Rigluw, we ho tit have
to go along with this man or we'll finish up denfihey both paused
to listen to Brown's tuneless whistl(,

'‘Don'tbabyme!'Sheilashrilled.'GetridofthismiemBrowncamein.

Perry moved close to her. He slid his arnuadoher shoulders as
the door opened.

You told her, Perry7' 'I've told her." arneaimd shut the Sheila
was regarding this man as he c r his door. Whaipahshe thought.
Her eyes ran ave powerful body. His face whichiestaer, she
disregarded, but his bodyl In spite of being scasetthought came
into her mind what it would be like to get into big¢th a brute
like this. She felt a tingle of sex run througkrti @'he had never
seen such a man. Those square, broad shouldedirthwaist, those
terrifyingly powerful hands!

'‘Okay,’ Brown said. He looked at Sheila. u¥ake it easy,
baby, and we'll all get along nice. Right?' Shataded.

"You have a job to do, Perry,'Brown said. uYe going ri ht now
to your bank and you're getting ten thousand bLicksash, and you
will chat up the jerks in the a fi(i find out whitte pressure is.

Get it?' village llerry jumped to his feet.

'‘No | I'm not leaving my wife alone with yodrhat | s for

sLre! I'm not goingl' Brown grinned.
u'll go. Take a look 'Yeah. That's what yloumk, but yo i@



this." H(@ looked around the room, then walked dgean | table and
picked up a big, heavy pewter ashoccasions tftég/balanced it in
his hands, staring at Perry 'Watch, buster,' ek sai

Et f artlessly, as if the heavy ashtray waslenaf tin foil, @,e
crumpled it, squeezed it and threw the ball of ir&ttdjeri-v's feet.

‘Let me tell you something,'Brown said softh couple (,f
years ago, | hired a hooker for the night. She veasig, but nothing
like as pretty as your wife.

She wanted ten bucks. | had ten bucks,- soveve back to her
pad and | gave her ten bucks. Then a big black bppeared and told
me to get the hell out. That was putting pressarene. | told you
when people put pressure on me, | hit back. Thatsral, isn't it?
So this big black buck put pressure on me andhihit | broke his
goddamn neck. The hooker began to scream sod fige. | took her
head in my hands and squeezed.' He paused toi&ii(,da. 'You'd
better listen, baby, Okay, | squeezed. Know o}ppened? Her
brains came out of her ears. I/Vh(,! squeezquesze good.' Sheila
shuddered, staring up at Perry who had r white.

‘That's it, buster,'Brown snarled. 'From rmwvat ,Ic) exactly
what | say otherwise I'm going to take yout,- eead in my hands and
I'm going to squeeze her f@)ce some rotten oradj@y?' 'Perryl’
Sheila, now terrified, shrilled, 'Do wF@it @ @e daerry looked
around for a weapon. With the cou r@i g: despaih the normal
instinct of a man who mti@;t tect his mate, he getbup a
pathetically fragil(vase and threw himself at Brown

Grinning, Brown avoided his clumsy rush andi(-@ -d him with
his open hand. The cuff sent Perry reeling. Dn¢@g the vase, which
smashed to pieces, he lost his bala rice and |laoil¢lde settee.

‘Nice try, buster. Next time I'll use my fidrown s@i Id.

‘Then you'll know what it is to be hit. You goingam I going to
break your neck and squash your babe's fac(,4aSkeaie a soft
scream, then put her hands to her mouth. Permykshis head. The
slap had stunned him. He knew it was just a $lapthe force of it
horrified him. He remembered this ape of a mamdfthe car clear
of lie quagmire. This brutal, ape-like strengthsviseyond
imagination.

'‘Now, listen, Perry,"' Brown said. 'You'reisgé' going to
screw your wife as soon as you go.' He n,-),I@atBrsomething | can
understand. You go. I'm not going to touch h&te'll sit here and
wait for you to come back with the money. Plagigfint with Ine, and
I'll play straight with you. Get the money, findtovhat the pressure
is, and you don't need to worry about your wifdafls a promise.
Okay?' 'You'll leave her alone? You won't touct?Heerry said
getting unsteadily to his feet.

'So long as she sits still, doesn't make teydldon't touch
her, but if she gets tricky she'll get a slap."\Biayri@-ined. 'Fair



enough?' Listening, Sheila felt a powerful sexugleusweep through
her. Looking at this man, she imagined him talen hShe imagined
him entering her. She imagined gripping thoseft@ngly muscular
shoulders.

| Sheila, darling, I'll have to go,' Perrydaif Jim tells me
he won't touch you, I'm prepared to trust him. Néw God's sake, do
just what he says ...

please.’' Sheila forced a smile.

‘I will. Before you go, | would like my bagge. Would you get
the two bags7' Looking at her, Perry felt a quaBie had now
completely relaxed. Her eyes had lit up. She eva® more the
Sl,-ila he had had to cope with since they had iedur@et her bags,
Perry,' Brown said.

Hollis, in his tree-top, watched Perry comeioto the steamy
hot sunshine. He watched Perry take two suitclisasthe Jeep, then
return to the lodge.

'Honey, please take them to our room," Stoailked.

Perry carried the bags up the stairs. Bromtrdewn, staring
thoughtfully at Sheila who was smiling.

Perry came down the stairs and stood in tloevey of the
living-room.

'‘Okay,' Brown said. 'Get the money. While'ye down there, get
some onions and eggs. Fill the Jeep with gas. iWkhaove off, I'l
use the Jeep. Okay?' 'Yes.' Perry looked at Sh@&krling, it'll
take a couple of hours. Please remember whasdik' 'Of course.’
She smiled. 'I'm not scared. If Jim says he won'th me, why
should | be scared7' Perry hesitated, then nodadeédvant out to the
Jeep.

Hollis watched Perry get into the Jeep, ttiand head towards
the river road, leading to the highway. He swittloe his radio.

'Sheriff?' 'Hearing you.' 'A new developmeweston has just
gone Dff in the Jeep, heading for Rockville. Thad's still bad, but
in the Jeep he'll get there. His wife is in thede. What do you
make of it7] 'Could be okay. | don't know. I'tlon lhe look out
for him when he arrives.' 'l don't think it's okalystill think
Logan is now holding a gun on Mrs Weston.

I'm sticking. Keep in touch," and Hollis sgtied off.

As soon as Sheila heard the Jeep start udrarelaway, she
smiled at Brown.

'l guess | have to ask your permission, Bhg'said. 'l would
like to unpack and take a bath.' Brown studied them nodded.

'‘Go ahead, but no tricks, baby. Right7' "Wl cut out calling
me baby?' Sheila said, getting to her feet. 'My@as Sheila.' 'Go
take a bath, baby," Brown said. 'Just no tri&iséila left the
living-room and climbed the stairs to the doubldrioem. She stripped
off, ran a bath, then sank into the warm water.



What an ape of a mont she thought, feelingrasontrollable sex

urge run through her. So he won't touch me( Sleased a soft laugh.
It would be fun to seduce him. Marvellous todeneath him. All

the other men, including Lucan, didn't compare \iliis brute, She had
two hoursf She remained only for a few minuteshm bath, then she
dried herself and went to the big mirror and fixed hair. She then
went into the bedroom, naked, and unlocked hecasst She found a
flimsy, transparent wrap which she put on. Sheediocand relocked the
suitcase.

She found her heart was thumping and she vesgting fast.

Now, she thought, the big seduction sceneldigled, feeling
lust move through her. She went to the door afldd;aJim! | can't
get my suitcase open.

Come up, please, and fix it for me."' She maweetthe big bed and
waited. She had her back to the sunlit window larelv the light was
shining through her flimsy wrap. No man, she toddself, could
resist this temptation, let alone an ape like Brown

Brown appeared in the doorway, his blunt fesgiexpressionless.

Sorry to bother you, Jim. I'm an idiot witicks,' Sheila said,
giving her most seductive smile.

still remain Is that right?' Brown said, ingthe doorway. She
was a ware he was eyeing her near-naked body.

She felt moisture gathering in her loins.

As he still remained motionless, she said iepéy, her voice a
little shrill, 'We haven't much time . Don't jugand there!" She
opened her wrap so he could see her body. '‘Comeltdt you hear |
You deaf or something7'Brown said.'Didn told Pefiye played
straight with me, I'd play straight with him7 Arelya goddamn dope7
Now, I'll tell you something. To me, you are ndtbethan the worst
hooker I've ever screwed. You are, to me, likentfess a dog leaves
on the sidewalk. Even if | hadn't told Perry | ianlt touch you, |
wouldn't now touch you I' Turning, he moved to tead of the stairs,
slamming the door behind him.

Perry Weston drove down Rockville's main steae

pulled up outside the bank. The time was @6w00 iple on the
street . Most of the citizen There were few pea.

had done their shopping, and he was thankaildril the old
were sitting in the shade of the trees, dozingrinigceach other with
small talk. rted except for a He entered the hahich was dese
elderly woman, seated behind the counter, makitighenlooked up,
stared, then smiled.

in a ledger. S 'lt's Mr Weston, isn't it7"

‘That's right, Mr Allsop around?’



'‘Why, Of course.' She slid her bulk off theadt |,Ij get him,
Mr Wesion.' Fred Allso , the manager of the ban&mall, thi?i p man
in his late fifties, came bustling out of his o#icWhy, Mr Westonl
What a pleasurer'ffe shook hands "You are hera f@cation?' Perry
was continually thinking of Sheila. Coul(,@ trtisis ape of a man?
fie -must get back as quickly j, could.

‘Well, no. I'm on a trip, Mr Allsop. | ne@doney. 11 min a
hurry.’

'‘Mr Weston, we are here for service. We hdawssen You for a
long time. What can | do?' 'l want ten thousanitad®in
one-hundred-dollar bills." Allsop blinked.

‘Well, You haven't that amount in Your accqoumt Weston. That's
quite a sum." With an effort, Perry controlled inigpatience.

'l need the money, Mr Allsopl'he said, hisbeosharp.

'If You want, call my New York bank. I'm inhaurrvi* Startled by
the bark in Perry's voice, Allsop said @ur-ried]Ml, arrange it, Mr
Weston. Ten thousand in onehundred-dollar billd?at's what | saidi
| have some shopping to do. I')) be back in atguaf an hour.
Okay?' "Yes, Mr Weston.' These small-time bankétstry thought as he
left the bank and crossed over to the self-serstioee. As he
entered, Sheifi Ross moved across the street fismoffice and walked
into the bank.

'Fred,'he said. 'What did Mr Weston want®dy hesitated.

, Well, Jeff, maybe it's not Your businesg, ibyou want to
know, he's asking for ten thousand dol)or's in buedred-dollar
bills.'

'‘Can you sta]17'

'l told him I'd fix it. He was most insistent

What's going on7' 'Never mind, Fred. Give fiv@ money,' and le
Allsop staring in bewilderment, Ross, worried, moas the street and
leaned against the wooden rail side the self-serstiore.

Perry bought a dozen eggs, two lettuces atlaof onions. As
he came out into the steamy suns if if saw Rogs.heiart skipped a
beat as Ross ca m with an outstretched hand.

Shopping, huh?' Ross said. 'Nice to see yolMa Weston.' Perry
shook an s.

"Yeah. It's great to be back. Nice to seeadhen remembering
Brown's orders to find out who pressure was, comgihis impatience
to return t fishing-lodge, he went on, 'Got adittlusiness wit bank.
Suppose we have a beer together, Jeff?' 'Slirbe bver at Tom's
bar," Ross said, and ding, he started down thetstre



Perry put his purchases in the Jeep and thiemesbank.

‘All ready for you, Mr Weston,'Allsop saidlust here.' Perry
signed the form and picked up the envelope.

'‘Many thanks. Your service is terrific.' Haands, then,
leaving the bank, he locked the e'nv away in tlep Jdhen walked down
the street to T bar.

This was a bar which tie had frequented a nomab when he had
first moved into the fishing-lodge ti fat, joviadéking harman beamed
at him as he ent 'Mr Weston! My pleasure!' 'Nmade you again,
Tom," Perry said and hands. He looked around.

There were only a few sitting at tables ag tiour, but all
recognised him.

touched their hats, nodding a welcome. Psawy S "Two beers,
Tom," Perry said and crossed the room, forcing igedor each man who
was giving him a welcome. He sat by Ross's side.

Ross eyed him, He could see Perry was tense.

'l can't stay long,' Perry said as Tom broudbatbeers. 'l have
my wife with me. | don't want to leave her toodoalone." 'l
guess.'Ross sipped his beer. 'All okay at thed@d@lo problems.’
Perry stared at the beer in his glass No problekiéat an
understatement!

'‘Mary was wondering if you need her, Mr West&oss said. 'As
soon as the road dries out, she could come dowwlaad up for you.'
‘No, thanks. My wife can handle it. Give Mary foye.' 'Sure will.'
Ross nodded. 'You writing a movie7' 'Yep.' Peargéd himself to
sound casual. 'This killer. He gave me an id&ay news of him?
Has he been caught?' 'No. There's a big man-muftrdiim.’ Ross
leaned back in his chair. 'The police believeseaw somewhere in
Miami.' 'Do you think he'll get away7' 'He'll giwes a run for our
money, Mr Weston, but sooner or later, we'll catphwith him." 'l
guess so.' Perry sipped his beer. He desperataited to confide in
this big, calm-looking man, but he knew that ifrdhevas police action
he and now Sheila would be the first to die. Wworking on this
idea, Jeff. It was you coming to my place checkimgee if this
killer was hiding in one of the fishing-lodges tisgiarked me off.'

'Is that right, Mr Weston7' Ross remained relaxedxpression, but
mentally very alert. 'l guess that happens to mim your

imagination.' 'When you and your deputy left, lugbt what would
happen if this man was hiding in my place. Fronatwou told me he is
a nut-case and very dangerous. | tried to imalgove | would react if
he appeared with a gun.' Perry paused to sip leis theen forced a
laugh. began to intrigue me."' 'Sure. | see thidhat did you

imagine, Mr Weston Perry hesitated. Was he talkimgmuch? He kn
Ross was no fool, but what he had said so far emcsptable without
causing Ross to call out the Nation Guard.

'Quite a situation for a movie," he said, figh a cig rette.



'‘But | saw it would be static. You know? A crimand a writer holed
up in a lonely fishinglodge. So far s good, b@rthvhat? Then the
writer's wife arrives. didn't expect her. Now tilet comes alive.
This ma now has two hostages. That's a big steyafd. I'm St
working on the idea.' 'Sounds fine to me,' Rosd.s&feah. I've
seen all yo movies, Mr -Weston.

This one could be the tops.' 'Glad you thiok Berry finished
his beer. 'The tric now is how to finish the moviou see these two
a hostages. If the police come to the rescuekitiee w kill them,
then fight it out until he himself is killed. | oallow this to
happen. This might not work out." Ross was nowoaed that Chet
Logan was hidin in Weston's lodge, but he gaveingtaway as he to
finished his beer.

'l could make a suggestion, Mr Weston. Ofrseul, not in your
trade. I'm thinking as a cop.' In spite of trytegoe casual, Perry
slightly stiffened and Ross, watching him, sawrkction.

'‘Any idea is better than none," Perry saidhat's t@
suggestion, Jeff?' Ross thought for a long montkah said, 'The setu
is your character has a homicidal killer in hisdpfishing-lodge7"
How right! Perry thought" but merely nodded.

"Two cops arrive. Your character knows ifgna them the nod,
there'll be a shoot-out. Right7' Again Perry natide

"These two cops suspect what is happeningy thsee your
character is in danger so they leave as Hollideft.| Now, suppose
the younger cop happens to have served in the B&ds an
anti-sniper. Suppose be

returns to the scene, climbs a tree, overlapke lodge, and
waits.'

Perry drew in a long, slow breath. He redlideat Ross knew
Brown was hiding in his lodge. He thought of Ha#dlis- lean, tough,
every inch an ex-marine. Was he really alreadq tqee, watching?

'Sounds good,' he said, aware his voice wakyhuThen what?'
'‘Well, here is a tricky situation, Mr Westdiut | guess
with your know-how and for a movie, You cogiet around it.'

'SO7, Now it was Ross's turn to hesitate, tebrugging, he went
on, 'This killer had murdered six people in onehhiglf he is
caught, he'll go away for thirty years which doesreéan a damn. He
could be paroled after serving only eight or lesarg so he'd be
loose again to kill more innocent people. The gpghe tree would
treat this killer as he treated murderous Vietsrip That's against



the law, Mr Weston. As cops, we must arrest thas fior trial, but
this COP isn't going to bother his head about tisat.he kills this
man.' Perry stared down at his hands.
'l don't think that would jell, Jeff. It waliput the police in
a bad light.' 'Sure, but you could think up somletsan. Suppose
this killer spots the cop and fires at him, thea ¢op is justified
in killing him." Perry felt a cold chill run throdnghim.
'l understand.' 'There's another trick You tadlve to think up,
Mr Weston,' Ross said quietly. 'Your character anne else can do
it. Your character has to find a pretext t Persuhe killer to show
himself . . 0 - to come out into the open so the io his tree can
nail him. It's got to be a certain shot.
If the COP fires and misses, the killer wilte for cover and
your character and his wife are as good as deashresehow you have to
think up an for your character to entice the kithet into the o
Perry thought of Brown. Entice him out into thé\inat
plausible-reason could he give Brown to per himhitow himself7
Watching him, Ross saw his look of despair.
‘Think about it, Mr Weston,' he said. 'Themd

'Yes." Perry abruptly stood UP -way." 'l moistgetting

This has been a very helpful talk, Jeff. TH&®nRoss got to his
feet and the two men shook h They stared at edudr @ir a long
moment, then walked across the road to the Jeep.

Hank Hollis eased his position as he stradthedranch of the
tree.

A depressing thought struck him. Fifteen gegnen he was
twenty-five years of age, he had tho nothing ofrigdn a tree in
steamy heat, watchin waiting, but now, after fiweits of waiting, he
re he wasn't the man he once was. His back wasgctotch was
getting sore, The mosquitoes tormented All thisae laughed,off
fifteen years ago. He r bered once a snake coatorgy the branch whe
was sitting. He hadn't moved, He knew one movefnim would alert
the Viet sniper who was watching. He had let theke slide over his
legs disappear into the foliage, He was damn sein@ have remained
still now.

Fifteen years was a long t Although he atterttie rifle club
twice a week, was reckoned to be the best shattherknea
snap-shooting wasn't as sharp as it once waso,H his watch.

The time was 16.25. In another three b it wouldlbgk, then quick
darkness. Then m Would Logan show himself? HdH#isided he colu
remain up the tree during the night. As soon dsaiik, he would

climb down, move into the forest sleep. Then, beftawn, he would
climb the tret wait.

Then he heard a soft bleep from his radiosamitched it on.



'Sheriff?, "Yup.'Ross's voice was soft. iaw damn sure that
Logan is in the lodge.

I've been talking to Weston.' Briefly, he désed the
conversation he had had with Perry. 'Weston &stight situation,
Hank. So long as Logan remains out of sight, teerething we can do
for either Weston or his wife. | could call ouetNational 'Guard
and have the lodge surrounded, but that would rhegan would murder
the Westons. Weston is smart. He has ideas.ohld persuade Logan
to show himself. Then it's up to you.' Hollis wipthe sweat off his
face.

'I'm with you, Sheriff." 'It looks as if Logas going to make a
break for it. Weston drew ten thousand dollarsnftis bank. Logan
could take off when it's dark, but I'm sure he ill both the
Westons before he goes. He wouldn't want theraise the alarm that
he is on the move. This is a real mess, HankdhYeDkay, I'll keep
watch."'l guess | should come down there andveli® 'Not This is
my problem. Not yours. u' Hollis heard Ross sigh.

I'll handle it.'

'How are you M

aking out, Hank? You've been up that treariore than five
hours.' Hollis hesitated, then decided he wasrirtggtm get Ross in a
flap. The last thing he wanted was this big, butkgn pushing his.

alerting Logan. way through the forest aid fine,'he said.
'Don't worry about me, Sheriff. This is my speityall'll keep in
touch. Tell Mrs Ross her sandwiches were gréxtdy. Keep alert.
Let me know when Weston gets back,' and Ross sedtoff.

The next hour dragged by. Hollis kept shdthms position. He
looked down at the glittering river and longedadké off his
sweat-soaked clothes and take a swim. To padsrikehe ate some of
the cold fried chicken. He was thirsty and lonfmda beer. He also
longed for a cigarette.

'Show yourself, you bastardi he thought. CamieShow yourself |
But there were no signs of life from the lodge.sYlee was right.
Logan must be there, otherwise, on this hot eveWeston's wife
would have come out. Hollis imagined her, terdfieooped up with a
thug like Logan.

Then he heard the sounds of the jeep appnogchie became very
alert. He saw the Jeep pull up outside the lodgeveatched Perry get
out. Perry took from the hatch back a sack of pimgpand he saw the
front door open. Perry entered and the door shut.

Hollis switched on the radio.

'Sheriff?' 'Listening.' 'Weston's back. Hefsthe Jeep
outside the entrance.’' 'Okay. Keep alert, Hamkl'Ross switched
off.



Brown, his face a hard, suspicious mask, hadim in his hand.

'Shut and bolt the door, Perry. Put the skokn. Now turn
around. No tricks!" Perry did as he was told altiBrown's powerful
hands run over his body.

'‘Okay,"' Brown said. 'Now I'll take a lookthe sack. | never
take chances.

If there'a a gun in it, you're deadf' Withvafs movement, he
upended the sack and surveyed its contents, thgririveed at Perry.

You're smart. Onions, huh? You 4ike oniof&here's my wife?"
Perry said.

'‘No problem. She's upstairs, unpacking.id-sgu play
straight with me and I'll play straight with youet's talk.'

Holstering his gun, he walked into the living-roofVhat's the news?"
Perry followed him and sat down.

'I've got the money. Ten thousand in one-heatdollar bills.’

'‘Manl Aren't you smart!" Brown said, leaning agaihe wall. 'What's
the pressure like7' 'l talked to the Sheriff. Blearch for you has
shifted to Miami. There is no pressure here.' Br@tared at him.

‘This straight7' , With an effort, Perry kdys face
expressionless.

‘Straight.' 'Did you talk to the Deputy7' 'N®id you see him?,
Here it is, Perry thought, sure that the lean, hbagking Deputy was
the man up in the tree, overlooking the lodge.tdtd out a pack of
cigarettes.

'l saw him," he lied. 'He was doing somethim¢he patrol car.
| didn't speak to him." 'Straight?' There was gpsndrown's voice.

Perry lit the cigarette.

‘Straight.' "'The Sheriff is nothing, but tixputy Brown rubbed
his chin.

'So, okay, the pressure's off. Right7' "Y®¢tiere's the
money?' 'In the jeep-, Brown's eyes narrowed.

'‘Don't sit there! Go, getit! | want to segkat ten thousand
dollars in onehundred-dollar bills look like." Belrad never ceased
to marvel at the speed of thought. In that sgltomd, as he stared
up at Brown, a thought flashed into his mind. Sagephe told Brown to
get the money himself? Suppose Brown, anxiouaytdis hands on the
money, thoughtlessly went out to the Jeep?

Find a pretext to get him out into the open.

'Hear me?' Brown snarled. 'Go, get itl' Netri? thought. It
would be far too dangerous to tell this man toigeimself. Looking
at Brown, seeing the suspicious gleam in his eery decided Brown
wouldn't go, and, what was more, he would begidistrust him. If he
was to get Brown into the open, he would have itaktbf a much more
subtle method.

He got slowly to his feet, crushed out hisacedte, then walked
to the door.



'l get it." Brown followed him to the fromtoor, his gun now
in his hand. He drew the bolts.

‘No tricks, Perry,'he said. 'Hurry it upt'Iig in his tree,
heard the bolts being drawn. He snatched up fites ready for
action. Then seeing Perry come hurriedly out efltiige to the Jeep,
he muttered a curse.

Was Logan never koing to show himself?

He watched Perry return to the lodge, a hidkyenvelope in his
hand. The money, of course, he thought. Wek, ¢tbuld be the start
of something. But suppose Logan took off whenaswlark? He would
have to stay alert from now on. There would beuestion of sleep.

Cradling the rifle, he leant his aching bagkiast the tree and
waited. Half an hour crept by. At least the mosmps seemed bored
with tormenting him, and it was turning cooler. ®¥ime would give for
a cigarettel Then something happened which he wigloild never have
happened. He heard a rustle in the undergrowttsttiened him to
attention, his hands gripping the rifle. Then g #éegan to bark.

He peered down, but the tree foliage was ®& te couldn't see
the ground.

He could hear the dog snarling and barkingafoot of the
tree. Then he heard a man call out, 'Found songetlp there, Jacko7
Come onl You ain't no tree-climberl" With sweatming down his face,
Hollis raised himself. He could see a tall, thetkesan, a
fishing-rod in his hand, by the river.

The dog continued to bark savagely.

Hollis remained motionless. What a goddanveaivay, he thought.
Logan must hear the dogl The man called againap gnhis voice.
‘Jackal To heel" The dog abruptly stopped barking joined the man
on the river path. The man bent and patted the alogythe two moved
on, passing the lodge. For a moment, the man pddossare at the
parked Jeep, then went on, the dog obedientlyviatig him.

As Perry returned to the lodge, Brown snatdhedenvelope from
his hand and slammed and bolted the door.

‘Ten thousand dollars, huh?' Brown grinnedety. 'Mani You're
smart!" He moved into the sitting-room.

'l want to talk to my wife," Perry said. "Yoaunt the money .

, Jim. Just make sure | haven't cheated you.' Bsogteel-like
fingers closed on his arm.

'Plenty of time, Perry,'he said. 'You haJvdeaime to talk to
your wife.

She's okay. You played straight with meold tyou I'd play
straight with you.

| want to talk to you Knowing resistance woblkldangerous,
Perry went with him into the living-room. He watthas Brown spilled
out the bills on the table.

'‘Mani Money!" Brown muttered. 'The most béalsight in the



world 'He pushed the bills around with a thickger. 'lI've never
seen so much money.' He turned and grinned at.P&foy're smart,
Perry." 'l want to talk to my wife,' Perry said ely.

'Sure. You said that before." Brown begagatter Lip the
bills, pushing them into the envelope. 'Okaydsitvn. | want to go
over this again.' Containing his impatience, Peatydown and lit a
cigarette. Brown sat opposite him, the envelopasrhand.

'‘Go over what again?' Perry asked.

"You saw that old fart of a Sheriff ... righti/saw him." 'And
he told you the cops are now looking for me in Mianright?'
'Yes.' 'He said the pressure was off ... right?at® what he told
me."' Brown stared directly at Perry, his vicioug®probing.

"You believed him?' d, aware his mouth 'l hadeason not to,'
Perry sai . was turning dry- Brown nodded. undmvlia. righti' 'The
pressure's on aro ,So the Sheriff told me.' ‘'Nesuree here, huh7'
Perry thought of the cop up in the tree, watchimglodge. He
dragged on his cigarette and slowly released tiaker' That s what
the Sheriff said.' "You'd know, would@t you, Petryonly know what
he told me."' '"He Wouldn't lie to you, would he, fiy@r Perry felt
sweat trickling down his spine. 'We're good frigndim - There's no
reason for him to lie to me.

‘Although we ain't good friends, Perry, youuhin't lie to me
either?' At this moment the telephone bell rang.

Brown stiffened. Automatically the gun jumpaetb his hand.

'‘Answer it, but be careful. No tricks.' Pegot to his feet and
lifted the receiver 'is that Perry7' A ma@s voice

Yes. Who is this7'
ou. Your
'‘Gene Franklin. I've been trying to contact y

phone was out of order. How are your' Pergyvdin a deep
breath. Keeping his voice steady, he said, 'lhm,fiHe was aware of
Brown pointing a gun at him. ‘'Long time no see.

How are you7' 'Fine. I'm at Jacksonvilleze Igot a contract |
want to talk to you about - Suppose | drive ovemalybe you can come
up here?' 'Sorry, Gene. You ve interrupted. lattigg this script
together. | don't want to leave it. The contraitk have to walit.’
it can wait, but S - S. H.

'Sure, | understand. Well, | guess wantgyited.'

'He'll have to wait too.' There was a snapenry's voice.

‘I met your wife at Jacksonville. She's withu, isr)'t she?"



'Yes.'

A pause, then Franklin said, 'S. S. H. wotlldpp roy(-.
She'll be a distraction.' If tms situation had@en so desperate,
Perry wolL)d have laughed. Distraction7 How abowicaous killer
sitting, pointing a gun at him7

'| write scripts for Mr Hart, but neither hermanyone else
dictates my private life," Perry said. 'See yot(@¢-, Gene,' and he
hung UP

Brown returned the Run to its holster.

‘That's telling them, @erry,'he said and ggohn'You're smart.’'
"You finished, Jim7 | want to talk to my wife.' '®u You seem to
have your wife on your nut. She's okay. | warntetbyou something.
When it's dark, I'in taking off," Brown said. 'Yt like that,
won't you? ['ll take the Jeep. No cop has evagbame, and no cop
ever, will.

I'll take off." Perry passed his hand overduigating face.

'‘Can't say I'll be sorry, Jim,'he said, anddd a smil(,.

'This has been an experience.’

'l guess.' Brown leaned back in his chair.

'One thinl, Perry. Listen good. | like yoMou're smart, and
you'v;@ been straight with me. Watch that wifeyofirs. Man! She
needs watching. Know her problem? She has red-pé@ts. If she was
my wife, I'd beat the hell out of he,. I'm beingagyht with you.

It's not my business, but l'iii telling you.'He led up his sleeve to
reveal the cobra to, tooed on his arm. 'lI'd thestas I'd trust
this snak(,.

Okay?' As Perry began to protest, both mendhtbe loucl, savage
barking of a dog.

For more than an hour Sheila lay on the bigbt® bed, Brown's
words burning into her mind, over and over agamnie, you are no
better than the worst hooker I've ever sc-ewedu e, to me, like
the mess a dog makes on the sidewalk.

At first, tears of humiliation ran down hecé& Then the shock
of sexual frustration, then, finally, a cold ragéler body
stiffened, her fists clenched.

No man had ever dared to speak to her like ¥ou ape | God |
You stinking animal | She swung her legs off thd bad stood up. The
rage engulfing her left her breathless. She hamdeer clenched
fists together. Her body was shaking.

No man would ever speak to her like that astdagvay with iti You



are, to me, like the mess a dog makes on the sidle-w

Mel Sheila began to move slowly around thewoo

After some five minutes, she gained contradherfself, but her
rage against Brown burned. Her breathing easetisla@ began to
think. She sat down and stared at the sunlit wando

I'll fix you, you ape, she told herself. Sdmow, I'll fix youl
How can I? she thought, but I'll do it if it's tleest thing | ever
do | Mushy thinking. | want to see you dead | Hovg,)ad question.
She thought of the telephone. The police! [Henrealised this was
still mushy thinking. She would never get neartdlephone. This
ape was in control!

WaitafewmiRutes. Get control of yourself, sheught. Shegot up
andwent into the bathroom. Shebathed herfacednaikr. Shelooked
atherself in themirror, aware that the steel inviias exerting
itself. She was now relaxing. She spent some tesniixing her face,
then satisfied, she returned to the bedroom andexpthe suitcase
Calhoun had lent her. She selected a fresh sidraaother pair of
jeans and dressed. All the time her mind was actiethoughts were
only on Brown. How to fix him?

Now, almost calm, she sat in a lounging-chkier mind darted
like a fieldmouse collecting food.

Finally she nodded, now completely calm, Noghelse will do. |
must kill him!

She sat still, repeating the thought agaimenmind.

Yesl| But how?

She thought of his brute strength. The wagrashed the pewter
ashtray.

The way he had slapped Pe@", If only she hguh&

Then she stiffened and sat up straight.

A gum She had a gun!

How could she have forgotten7

She remembered taking Perry's gun from therssdaring the
life out of that stinking private eye. She rethered stuffing the
gun into her handbag.

She jumped to her feet.

Where was thehandbag? Shelooked at the til@d@ut,: She looked
around the room, her eyes searching.

No handbag.

Then she remembered. She had put the hamaliag )eep's map
pocket by the driver's seat when she had le) Jagkin Perry had
missed it. So, the handbag wi@; i the Jeep, pankieside the lodge.

How to get it?

Then sheheard thesound of a carapproachihgra® to the window
and saw the Jeep pull up outside the lodge. Shfsary get out,
carrying a plastic sack, and enter the lodge.

She stared for a long moment at the Jeep, ikgpshe d@t get to



it and get her handbag. She heard voic vul n
uld t oving silently, she opened the bedro@uorda

istened.

'l want to talk to my wife.' She heard Peray,sBrown said
sorilething, then a door shut and she io more.

Waitfshetoldherself. Thetimemustcome-Thegumethgust wait.

I Hollis switched on his radio.

'Sheriff7" listening." y cover is blown.' BriA bit of a mess.
| suspect m 'This punk is lie-)llls went on to eadplabout the dog.

Be,ii guess I'm up this tree Hollis concluded.

@ @c lell. I'd better tell jenner, Hank.'dgrk, I'll move to
another t As solon as s rry about it. This punkvsaid.'IDO@t we e
he won't even

before it's dark, and rnayb

" .cook, Hank, it wa@t be dark. I've checkedl@® L,@Il, moon
tonight." if and I'll nail "@,)'o fine. He has grnio show himse ou
to know. I'll keep in touch.’ | just wanted y ,Yiloe sure you don't
want me to come down th f. joilis forced a laugh.

I've been in much

@-,lo, Sheriff, | can handle Off.

,)@)ts in the Army," and he switched the tireefare eased his
aching back against il ted his rifle - Already e, was sinking.
There the river. In another half ho glow an ri)@ould come uve.
Lights had come on behi i [e looked at the lodg@isg on @it.;iwn
curtain. He wondered what w d a nearb t i-@ ()@aés - Leaning
forward, he inspecte @jt v@c)-aid be easy to climlt,the sighting
from up w)ultin't be as gocli as from the one he,vwa

He'd wait, he thought. If Logan suspectedavhehe tree, there
was a chance he would come out sh

Hollis fondled his rifle.

The moment the sound of the barking dog canietry and Brown,
Brown, moving with the speed of a striking snakaswn his feet, gun
In hand and at the window.

The speed of his movement stunned Perryeelingd incredible
that any man could move that quickly. He remaimelis chair,
watching, as Brown gently parted the curtains dackd out.

Perry listened to the savage barking of theg dde was sure the
dog had spotted the cop up in the tree. Now, wiaa&tgoing to happen?



There was a long pause. Then Perry heardsmaice call to
the dog. For some seconds, the dog continuedrkg then the man
called again, and the dog ceased to bark.

Perry looked at Brown's thick, muscular baatk)is blond hair
and his evil crouch. His mind became active. He to help this cop,
hidden in the tree.

'Don't get excited, Jim," he said, forcing b&th to sound
casual. 'This happens all the time." Brown pughecturtains
together and looked around, staring at Perry.

His expression was so vicious, Perry felt aliou

'Watc@a mean?' Brown snarled. 'That dog spaitcop hidden in
that tree.

You think I'm a fucking idiot?' 'That dog stext an opossum.

They are always up those trees.' 'A what7' 'Oposstimanimal. Dogs
hate them,' Perry Il d,. forcing a casual note Ims voice. He
searched for a cigarette, then lit it. "You hagpscon the brain.

| well remember, last time | was here, | samuanber of these
animals, treeclimbing.’ Watching, he saw Brown wedaxing. They are
like big rats. They feed on fish and eggs. Yolgard of opossums,
haven't you7' 'Yeah7'Brown moved away from the wimd He now seemed
totally relaxed as he shoved the gun back intbatster, but the
evil grin and the uneasy darting of his eyes reeinSo you don't
think there is a cop: that tough-looking Deputythere in the tree?'

'l told you, Jim,' Perry said quietly, 'l saw higs$ than two hours
ago in Rockville. For God's sakel RelaxI' StilbBm stared at him.

"You could have driven him here, couldn't ydou could have left
him in the goddamn forest to climb that tree, caiilgou? You could
be lying, couldn't you?' Perry tipped ash off hgacette into an
ashtray. He was surprised how steady his hand was.

‘This is like a scene out of one of my moviks,said. 'Of
course | could be lying to you, Jim. | understgodr suspicions.
Frankly, it's great background for my movie." 'Fyckir moviel' Brown
snarled. 'Are you lying to me?' Here, Perry feltwas on safe ground
so he was able to say with confidence, 'No, Jimniot lying to you.
| did not bring the Deputy here. | didn't meet hiBrown continued
to stare at him.

'‘An opossum, huh?' 'That's right. Now, Jian tgo talk to my
wife7' The light in the room was darkening, now siue had set.
Neither of the men could see each other clearbrryPswitched on a
table-lamp.

'‘Okay,"' Brown said. 'No tricks, Perry. Idigkou. You're
straight with me. ['ll tell you something. Evence | was in this
goddamn world, no one but you has been straiglit m&. That's great,
isn'tit? No one. Even my pa wasn't straight wiia. My mother
wished I'd never been born. My Cobra pals secrettgd me, but you .

. .'He suddenly smiled. It wasn't the evil grerfy was now used



to. It was a broad, almost innocent smile thateradrry feel ashamed
of himself. 'So, okay, go talk to your wife. Bjét supper.
Grflled prawns, okay7' Perry heaved himself outisfchair.

'Fine.' He started for the door, then paus¥du intend to
leave tonight, Jim7' That's it. When it gets dditktake off.'
Brown said.

| guess I'll head for Jacksonville, then gst.| It s easy to
get lost with ten grand. I've got lost on nothihgt this one will
be dead easy.' 'l wish you luck,' Perry said, wondeaf he meant
this.

'l don't want anyone's luck ... only my ownQBvn said. 'Go talk
to your wife.

If anyone wants luck, you do," and he werd thie kitchen and
closed the door.

As Perry walked into the big bedroom, Sheilarsaround and ran
to him.

'Oh, darlingl' She flung her arms around hinaihugging embrace.

Perry fondled her, feeling the tenseness nbhaek muscles.

‘Are you all right7' She pushed away from hamd they looked at
each other. It startled him to see her hard,)g&tession and the
stormy look in her eyes.

‘All right7 Yes, if you mean | had no troublith that ape.

What's happening?' He closed the door.

'‘But there's something bothering you7' 'OhGhtrist's sakel
I've been waiting for you for hoursf Don't you cillat somethings'
'I'm sorry. I've been getting information. I'fertgs to tell
you.'Lowering his voice, Perry went on, 'He's leavsoon after dark.'
‘Leaving7' 'Yes. He's just told me. He's usirgyibep and driving
to Jacksonville." Sheila stiffened. This overpangiurge to kill
Brown dominated her thoughts.

You are, to me, like the mess a dog leaveheside-walk.

Those words continued to burn in her mindthi brute got
away, she could imagine him telling his friends W had said to
her. She could imagine their brutal, filthy laught

Seeing Perry was looking uneasily at her,rsfdeed.

'‘Well, that's something, isn't it7' | He 'lilvnean we will be
out of this nightmare . forced a smile. 'We catum to square A.
Please, try to relax. This time tomorrow, we cagib our lives
together again.' 'You talk the most utter drivér@ snapped. 'Do you
imagine our lives, after this, can go on as befdtelbon't see why
not. | love you, Sheila. We could make a newtstahe stared at
him.

'Use that corny dialogue for your ne-xt movieheilal' |
herself.

She made an effort to contra, 'l shouldn'teheadd that. | m
bet up. We can talking ape has gone.' She abolitves when that



stink looked at him, her eyes calculating. "Yorgta my cket on the
handbag, Perry need it . it's in the map Pa dswside. Will you

get it7' I,m damn sure Brown won , t let me gothatre, Sheila. Your
handbag has to wait.' 'Well, try. | need my hamgdb®hy?

Her control slipped and, before she could steself, she
blurted out with vicious fury, 'Because I'm goirggun in my
handbagl' kill that bastard[ There's a this, slyeatted it. Why
immediately she had said couldn't she have keptaloof herself?
Looking at expression, she knew he was more thaty,®eing his
shocked.

Then quietly, in that infuriating gentle voike always used when
she was in a difficult mood, he said, 'Now, Sheizome on[ You know
you haven't a gun.

empting to be soothing, sparked off her Tiate, att

rage again. r gunt | took it from the saf& in my

'I've got you handbag. Go and get itl' Theyravboth talking in
whispers.

What are you doing with my gun7' 'You wankimw?7' Sheila
faced him, her fists clenched, her eyes like glgsmbers. 'T'll
tell you. Your boss, that sonofabitch Hart, sickegrivate eye on
me! Do you like that7 A filthy shamus who trieddackmail me!

Your boss, Perry! He did that to mel | had ttreep in our
home. He wanted ten thousand dollars. | fixed. hirgot the gun
from the safe and | shot at him. | scared the orgf himi | wish
now | had killed him as | intend to kill that ap&k Perry stood
motionless, staring at her, into his mind camentbeds that Silas S.
Hart had said to him: | know her a lot better tgan do. I've had
report on her background and reports of what skieirsg wiii, You
try to write something worth while. My people begigthe motel where
she has it off.

PerTy had refused to listen, although he kitevas true. He
still didn't want to accept the brutal fact thag iife was behaving
like a tramp.

‘All right,’ he said, his voice husky. "Weh into all that
later. This is not the time.' 'You sicken mel' fEhexclaimed. 'Go
and get my handbagl’ 'You either don't understango won't believe
the situation we're in,' Perry said quietly. "Timan is cruy in the
head. I've already warned you the only way we,stwamwive is to go
along with him. If | asked his permission to getiy handbag, he
would want to know why. Wi@at do I tell him? Yw@want your lipstick?
He's not only crazy, but he's curining. Maybe loeild let me get the
handbag. He would snatch it from me and find tine. gHe would only
need that to go over the edge. He would kill usekilled six other
people. We do nothing, Sheila. We wait. Whendérk, he will



leave.'
Then they heard Brown call from the bottonthef stairs.

'‘Chuck’'s upi Come and get itl' 'We had bejter Perry said. We
must not antagonise him.' She sneered.

'You go, spineless. | wouldn't eat anythingttape has touched.
You go and keep your loony pal company.' She tharel went to the
window, looking out at the growing darkness.

Perry hesitated, then shrugged. He kn evad @ssentia to keep
Brown on even keel. Maybe there would be onlywalieurs before he
left. He walked down the stairs into tile livingem.

Brown, whistling tunelessly, was setting tablé for three.

‘Not my wife, Jim," Perry said. 'Excuse h&his has been a
shock to her.

She's gone to bed.' 'Sure, I've always s&idbést place for a
woman is in a bed.' Brown grinned.

'So okay, all the more for us, huh?' Perryasdihe table. At
all costs, he thought, he must keep this man on keel. He had no
appetite, but he must force himself to eat.

Brown returned with a steaming platter of iiice curried sauce
and big king-sized prawns laid on top.

'Looks good, huh7' he said, and helped hingazikerously, then
pushed the platter towards Perry. 'l never told, yhd 17' He began
to eat savagely. 'One time, | was a short-ordek @0 a greasy
spoon. | was a kid then. There was this black.chie was gay, and
he took a liking to me. When | first got theraydshed dishes, then
he tried the old razzmatazz. So what did | havege?

We had a few nights together. It paid offoBn munched while
he stared in space. 'My old man was always sayiagpy things, but
one thing did stick in my mind. He was always Dgyi'what you put in,
you take out.” ' Brown gave a barking laugh. viresn't talking about
gays. He meant something different.’ Brown laughgain. 'Well, it
paid off: this fag taught me how to cook. Prettypd, huh7' Toying
with the food, Perry said, 'Couldn't be betterédi.' Brown had
finished his portion of prawns. 'You ain't eatingn fine.' Perry
made an effort and swallowed some rice.

Brown stared at him.

"You worried about somethings' 'l wish to Gog wife hadn't
cornel'Perry said quietly. 'She's a complicatlmut,| promise you,
Jim, she won't be a nuisance.' Brown helped hinfiseti the platter.

'Right. | thought you might be worried abthet opossum up in
that tree.' Perry felt a cold chill run through hitdad Browneen
through his lie? He forked a prawn and began tat.ea

'‘Opossum? Oh, that? Why should | worry alzo@ree animal? No,
I'm worried about my wife "Yeah -rhat's naturaltb®&n was silent,



e@itiiig steadily. When finished, be eyed the prawand rif,:e. "You
want that, Perry7' 'No, thanks. I've had all | wadAnother of my
old man's crappy sayings was ntver waste a thirgWB shoved the
remaining food ant his plate.'lbet you were nevergny. ikndw what
real @)un geris. There was a time whn | hadytkeh | sta@@(l.
used to walk the streets and pick oe, the t rasé-Bhat's how
hungry | was. | used to walk along the streetsrevtiee restaurants
were and peer through the windows, watching ritlsitzbs stuffing
their guts. | remember watching a slob who ateughdo last me a
week. He had the lot: soup, fish, a big steak, stvats of apple pie.
I remember him well. | can see him now. | watdi@m take out a
wallet stuffed with money. That was my first muggi | hit him. It
was a pleasure. From then on, Perry, f neveretidriyYou've had a
rough life, Jim,'Perry said quietly, pushing asiite plate.

Brown finished his meal.

‘Not any more. With ten thousand dollars, doing to have a
ball." He looked up and grinned at Perry. 'youshed7' 'Yes,
thanks. It was very good." 'I'll clear the dishé$ike leaving
things ship-shape. That's another of my old menalgpy sayings.
Shipshape, huh?, Brown gave his barking laughgaileered up the
dishes and went into the kitchen.

Perry stood up, lit a cigarette and went towlndow. He parted
the curtains and looked out - it was dark. Alldegid see was his
own reflection in the window glass. Replacing thetains, he walked
to a lounging-chair and sat down.

E-low much tonger7 he thought, listening t@Bn's tuneless
whistling and to the clatter of dishes as he washedo far, he
seemed to be keeping this man on even keel, bgtthi@ was
beginning to tell on him. His hands were 'I'hea slound of the
telep'none bell startled'h!Tn. clammy, and hisrheas beating
unnaturally fast.

13rown appeared in the doorway, his hand srgln. 'Answer it,
Perry," he said. 'Careful. No tricks.' Perry gohis feet and
lifted the receiver.

'Yes?' 'T'@-,at you, Boy7' He recognised thiee of Silas S.
'How's it coming, Boy? You settled in nicéguess you 'Hello
there, Mr Hart." have had some tough weather yay."\Wes, but it's

cleared now." 'Good, Got an idea yet?' 'I'm worlongsomething.
Early days.' thing good. I'm relying on you. Darey fishing?'
'Sure. I'm not pressing you. You'll come up vatime-'Not yet.'
There was a pause, then Hart went on. 'Had droail Franklin. He
wanted this contract fixed.' 'There's time. IkRay Mr Hart, Don't
worry about the contract. I'll sign it, but | dbwant Franklin
around for the moment.' 'Sure.'Again a pause. rYwie's joined
you.'lt wasn't a question, it was a flat statement.

'Yes.' That wise?' Perry felt a surge ofatron.



‘That's my affair, isn't it, Mr Hart?' 'l sunepe it is, Boy,'
Hart said, his voice cold. 'Well, 157

okay. Let me know what you've come up wiuo long," and he
hung up.

Perry replaced the receiver.
Brown, still in the doorway, was watching him.
"Your boss7'

'Yes.'

"You know somethings | wouldn't work for ariigpnow. It's a
sucker's game.' 'Most people have to work for saragdim.
'Oh, sure. Suckers! Know somethings If | keat fori

jerk, and he told me what to do, I'd ram bsth down [ii!,
throat.'

‘Then the jerk would be lucky not to employuldn't he7
Brown grinned.

"You sure said something. Okay, in an howar' I k
taking off. | reckon I've got a good chance. Ohgelacksonville,
I'll get lost. No cop is going to catch patted g in the holster.
'With all that money, | i@ leave them standinfgor'your sake, |
hope so.' Brown regarded Perry.

"Yeah. Okay, go up and join your wife. l'migg to ] @

you in. When I'm ready, I'll let you kno kdirst. Come on!'
w. I've things to (-Ao Perry walked from the livimgom and up the
stairs. 1-ie hoped, if he showed no resistancl'tdantagonise this
man, he would go without harming either Sheila &rbwn followed him.

As Perry walked into the bedroom where Shéiabed, her chin in
her hands, staring down at the i,f
Brownslammedthedoor,andPerryheardthekeyti.irr tielo

Hank Hollis switched on the radio. 'Sherifflistening.' "You
were right. There's a full moon coming up la@3t.

already lit up the river. In ten minutes or & will liF, f
I've changed my mind. it would be too risky tompa trees. ldon't
knowif LogansuspectsI'mup here, but it's sirehiak he does. |
don't think he'll risk coming out in the moonlighthe advantage is
mine. If he does come out, I'll nail him. Ther@'sig patch of flat
ground before n ty tree. He'd have to cross it;sstaying where |



am.’
'Hankl Hadn't | better come down7 Extra fieaer. 'l |

@,e (;"Lreful. I'll come by the footpathwhnt to come.’
'V@ith respect, Sheriff, don't. I've handled diiias like 'ni'@
lefore. This is a one-man show. If | thought yeere rc) Lind and |
heard you, | wouldn't know if it was Logan.

understand? Iwouldhesitateto shootandthadbeull 1. So leave
this to me.' -1 Caere was a pause, then Ross'lsaidstan . I't a
ri d by.

Get in touch with me every ten minutes, arad'shit (@rderl’
kay, Sheriff. It'll work out.' 'k@;o00d luck, Hank! anyone needs
luck, it will be Logan,' Hollis said and witchedfof

" i-0 @,vn stood in the kitchen, an evil g;on his face.

An opossum?

@.1@h,yeah?

If e was sure that tough-looking Deputy waghgre in he tree,
with a rifle, waiting for him. Well, Okay, he had @et rid of him
before he made his break.

li(! stood for some minutes, thinking. Hellpd the gun

rom its holster, checked it, satisfied himgelvas fully ii

1 )allied and returned it to its holster. mhe turned off the
1.it(: lien light and went to the small windowdapeered into i, i i
s 1ies and darkness. So far the moonlight whsflmodthe front of
the lodge. In another few minutes, the at the lmd¢ke lodge would
be lit. i me to go.

f le opened the window, got up on the sinkntklid out vith the
speed of a striking snake. Reaching the groundy hfat, listened,
then, using his elbows to propel himself, i(, watkes way into
cover. For several minutes he lay motionlessjrigehe damp soil
through his shirt. He waited until his eyes grearenaccustomed to
the dark, then he began to move forward againndJsis elbows and
the toes of his boots, fie moved forward as sijeatld almost as
swiftly as a snake. He kept moving to his leftagnfrom the tree
where he was sure the cop Tvas concealed. Hisipigmvas to make a
circle and come up on the tree from behind.

When he was at right angles to the tree, rmwesfifty yards
away, he paused. From where he Jay, with th@ $eafva shrub
touching his head, he had a clear viet,; of the. tisll he could see
was dense foliage in spi,.c@ r-,I the now brilliamdonlight.

He nodded to himself. The cop had picked@g@p(t. He would
be up in the top branches from where he wou),& geiod sight of the
lodge.



Brown waited. Sooner or later the cop woulat,re a movement.
Once he knew where he was, the rest would be éa®wn settled down
to wait.

Hollis eased his aching back. His rifle lzyass laid knees
ready for instant action, his eyes were fixed dadge. Lights
showed in the livingroom and one upper room. Hdkéal at the jeep,
now brilliantly lit by the moonlight. Logan woulshve to come out to
get into the Jeep. Hollis was confident that hedoail him the
moment he appeared. It was Vietnam all over adminwith a
difference. Then, his back didn't ache. He wadewith a feeling
of lost confidence, how long he could remain, gitad across the tree
trunk. He shifted slightly to ease his back arallibrning sorenes,5
between his buttocks. Come on, you punkl he thbu§how yourself]
The silence and the lifelessness of the lodge dspcehim, but he
told himself, any momei@ @ there would be actiore fiigered his
rifle, then rernen) bered the Sheriff's instrucsido contact him
every minutes. He switched on the radio.

'Sheriff7' 'What's happening?' ‘Nothing so' tdollis held the
receiver close to his lips. 'I'm sure he'll break sometime
tonight. it's just a matter of waiting.' 'But, Haryou've been up
that tree for more than seven hours. How are yakimg out7' Hollis
forced himself to say, 'I'm okay . | could stayhgre all night. |
feel in my bones, Logan will break out tonight. r&xavorry about me."’
u," Ross said 'You're a fine man, Hank. | adma&€pming from an old
cop like Ross this Hollis smiled.

iffened his aching back.

was high praise. He st you down.' 'Thankgri@h | won't let
‘Call me in ten minutes. I'll be at the radio uptiu have nailed
this punk.' 'Okay," and Hollis switched off. Nato@ during their
brief talk had he taken his eyes off the lodge. atWias going on in
there7 Then a thought dropped into his mind. & was going to
break out, 'he would disconnect the telephone.

Hollis couldn't accept the thought that theddve he left. He
would man would Kill the Westons probably tie them disconnect the
telephone and take off. Hollis 'hoped to God he thenking right.

Unaware that Brown was creeping through thehbs, pushing
himself forward by his elbows and toes and slovilgling the tree.
Hollis switclned on the radio 'Sheriff, I've thougif something,’ he
said. 'lIf Logan is breaking out, he'll discdnrttwt telephone.

Will you call Weston7 If he answers, say it's a mgaumber. | want
to know if the telephone is disconnected.' 'Okagnki Hang on.' Ross
said, 'There' There was a five-minute pause, tbemnnected.’

no ringing tone. | guess the telephone is d

Hollis nodded. okay, Sheriff, I'm ready Idv&nh he's on the



move.

him. Can't be long now.' 'Keep in touch, Haills switched
off. He wasno 'Don't worry," and Ho very alertf his eyes remained
fixed to the lodge.

By now, his clothes caked with mud, Brown eaahed the back of
the tree.

He lay still for sam moments, then began aveiforward until
he iA,is within twenty Yards of the tree. He pekupward. TI@Q
foliage of the tree at the back was less thick dbillthe couldn't
spot Hollis, so he waited.

orni The burning between Hollis's less wasibe®@.ct unbearable.
He cursed himself for not bringing a b to makeddte across the
branch How much long@i-could he stay in this Posi

He 'now knew the te),@-phone had been disatade Any moment
now, L would appear. Hise O

yes still on the lodge, he carefully laid hfke across t

wa upper branches, then eased hir"self awayg the branch he
was sitting on, suckin breath in relief. 9

That Movement was fatal. Brown saw him. \Wéthl grin of
triumph, he drew his gun.

Sheila looked up and stared at Perry, her bgssl@@. She
stiffened a little as she heard the door lok sinay.s

‘Now, whar?'she demanded.

'He's getting ready to leave,’ Perry saiditHiWic@ this
nightmare could be over in an hour."' 'Well, at tetawill give you a
movie plot, won't it?, 'Oh, Sheilal Can't You thiakout us?' Perry
sai(;, coming further into the room. 'Once thigsver . . 1'Oh,
stop it | While you were eating that ape's foocerbdoing a lot of
thinking. | have decided | have a very small placgour life. All
you really think about is you | stupid movie ploSheila snapped.
'I'm a goddamrt ornament to youl | decorate younéo

You swell your stupid chest with pride thatijymave caught a
your wife. Your only interest in me is when You g&o bed[ knowl
There are many times when | talk to you and know'Monot listening
All you think about is money!" Wearily, Perry satvah.

‘Now, Sheila, this is not the time to stadoaesti@: brawl.

You must get it into your head that we are in erywdangerous
situation. Brown is leaving.

He coulf' come up here and kill us both. Dgau understand
What has he to lose? I've done my best to keepdly with him. He
might be content to keep us locked in here. | lmp&od he will, but
until he leaves we both are hovering between lig @ violent end.’
'‘Anything to shut me up I' Sheila exclaimed. ‘t&tiing You, when
this is over, I'm getting a divorce. I've had doug you! | want my



freedomi There are hundreds men with more money yba who will go
for me! | kitowl I've had enough of living withsript-writer[
L.@nderstand?' Perry looked at her and saw theiogithcable
expression in her eyes.

This was the solution. He thought of those fw@ars ti(! had
put up with this girl, doing everything he couldredease her, but
realising there were so many times when ii@! wasoebed in his work
and he had forgotten her. @,Vriting for the mowies his life. He
was dedicated to his talent. Yesl He immediatedlised to be free
from iltis girl would be more than a blessing.

Yet, he felt defeated. He had tried despbrademake his
marriage a ;uccess, but he should have known ideamed to f@tilure.
Well, he knew now. It was over, and he felt aeg@sk of relief.

He smiled at Sheila.

'If that's what you want, Sheila, all rightl arrange a
(@livorce. I'll see you are taken care of.' 'Ohymu won't I
Sheila said, her voice hard. 'I'll do ,ill theitak caret If you
imagine I've wasted two good years of my life,diyiwith you, you're
making a big mistake! | want the house. | warit yaur earnings|
I'll take care of itl' 'Spoken like the child yoted Perry said.

‘All right. When we get out of this mess, we'lktabout it. Now
rlease, relax. If you believe in God, now is timee to @;ay a
prayer. We could both be dead in a very short.tiMéhat corny
dialogue Keep that for your movie scripti When thpé leaves, I'm
going to leave. I'm going back home and I'm gdmpack everything
| ownt You stay here in your stinking little lodgén going back to
Pa.

He'll put one of his smart attorneys on Yauj aetween us well
skin youl Make _no mistake about thatt' "You havksit Yet,'Perry
said.

"You may not leave.' 'Still trying to scare?h8he gave a hard,
bitter laugh.

'l don't scare as easily as you.'

'I'm just warning . ..'

He broke off as both heard the sound of a gun.

Sheita's eyes opened wide.

'‘What was that7' 'Gun-fire. What did you thihwas? A goddamn
hicCUP?' Moving swiftly, Perry snapped off the ligthen Went to the
open window. His heart was hammering as he lot&edrds the big tree
where he was almost sure the cop was hiding. fEeewas lit by the
moon. He saw the foliage move violently.

Then to @is horror, he saw a khaki-clad baagtile from branch
to branch and land at the foot of the tree. A minteter, a rifle
came spiralling down.



He drew back.

'He's killed the policeman,’ he whispered.

Sheila ran to his side.

'Policeman? What are you talking about?' Rbydie shoved her
back. - 'This is trouble, Sheila. Prepare yodirsalill at the
window, he saw Brown appear from the bushes. Hé&cee him clearly
in the bright moordight. Brown was covered witickhkmud. He paused
for a long moment to stare down at Hollis's botgnt he kicked
Hollis's face savagely with his mud-encrusted btiwn he turned and
began to run towards the lodge.

'Put on the light," Perry said huskily.

'Sit down. Now listen. This is our only clean Do exactly what
he says. Understand?’

'You mean he's killed someone?' Sheila saghaswitched on the
light.

‘There was a cop up in the tree across the waiying for him to
come out," Perry said- '‘Brown found him and haed&ihim.’

The colour drained out of Sheila's face assstmk on the bed.

'Oh, Godl' she muttered. 'Why did | comeTi&!I' Perry
snapped. 'Get hold of yourself! Listen I' Thewtuethe front door
slam open, then slam shut. They heard Brown ctwngding up the
stairs, He thi.idded past their door and ran ihtodpare room.

They looked at each other.

'‘Don't make a sound,’ Perry whispered, 'He bealeaving. He may
not come in here.' Listening, they heard the shaowening.

'He's washing.' Sheila shivered.

'If he comes in here, I'll scream the placemlo'You'll do
nothing of the kindl Antagonise him, and he'll kit' "You've got to
get me out of this!" Sheila whispered. 'You've tgoprotect me!
‘Listenl' The shower had stopped running. Theydbear Br-own's
tuneless whistle.

They waited for more than five minutes, thieeytheard thudding
feet along the passage that stopped at their door.

'He's coming in,’' Perry said. 'Now, get holdourself I' The
lock snapped back and the door slammed open. Bnearing one of
Perry's white shirts and a new pair of jeans, stodtle doorway. He
looked at Sheila, crouching back, and then at P@&rging himself to
relax as he sat in the armchair. Brown moved &irihto the room.

' killed your opossum, Perry. A smart animtlhad a rifle
and a radio.



Real smart. What do you know7' Perry triefind words, but
words wouldn't come. 1, m off, Perry. I'm headiogJacksonville.
I'm taking a chance, but | guess I'll beat therhé €vil smile was in
evidence. 'We'll say good-bye. I like you. Everg makes mistakes.
You thought there was an opossum up there, bjdnltdand | was
right. Let's shake hands, Perry. Maybe you f&elWwishing me
luck.' Perry got unsteadily to his feet.

'l do wish you luck, Jim. Will you be allght for food? Do
you want anything from the freezer?' Perry wasifigrtiimself to speak
calmly.

'l don't need a thing. I've got money. Bat a gun, and I've
got the Jeep.' Brown held out his hand. 'So datdg-ye.' Perry
forced himself to cross the room so he faced Braava continued to
smile evilly. He hated to touch this killer, bug had to do it. He
clasped Brown's hard sweaty hand. His hand wagegi in steel-like
fingers, crushing his fingerbones. He felt him$aling jerked
forward. As he was off balance, Brown hit him wiils left fist on
the side of his jaw. Perry went down as if he badn pole-axed. It
was a terrible blow that sent him into black un@mssness.

Sheila, her hands to her mouth, releasedladsticream. She
didn't dare move. She sat staring down at herdngbUtter terror
ripped her as Brown stepp(@.@ 9 -1 around Perody land regarded
her.

'‘Come on, baby," he said. 'You and me arga@ypiaces. You
start tricks and I'll break your neck.' FI(2 reatlier her and jerked
her to her feet. "You're doiri@ the driving. Asy as | have you
with me, the col@i won't shoot. Come on!" Her lsegarcely
supporting her, his hand gripping her arm, she bvaslled down the
stairs and out into the moonlight. She was foiogalthe drivingseat
of the Jeep. Brown ran around and climbed intgptmsenger's seat.

'No tricks, baby. Just drive." 'l don't thingan,' Sheila said
breathlessly.

‘Too bad. Drive or I'll slap you. I'll loasgour godd,amn
teeth!" With a shaking hand, Sheila tur ,ped onighéion.

The Jeep started with a jerk.

'‘Make for the highway," Brown said. 'Get gl Mary Ross came
into the Sheriff's office with a fresh pot of ca#fand a thick slice
of apple pie.

‘Jeff, dear,’ she said quietly, putting théemand the pie on
his desk, 'you've been sitting here without younpsr for the past
seven hours. Why not take a rest? I'll take caed, if Hank calls,

I'll call you. Now, come on, Jeff, you'll be fibif nothing if you go
on like this.' Ross turnedland looked other. She shocked to see
how he had aged and how haggard his face was.

'Hank's been up that tree for as long, Mdwgy said. 'l don't
quit until this business is settled. Anyway, thaifdr the coffee. |



don't want the pie.' 'Take a bite," Mary urgeds 3tour favourite.
It'll do you good.' 'Don't fussl' There was a barlRoss's voice.
‘This is my job, Maryl'He looked at the wall clock.told Hank to
call me every ten minutes. It's now a quarterohaur since his
last call." 'It's you who are fussing, Jeff,' Magid. She poured
the coffee, added sugar and pushed the cup towards'Give him a
little time. Something might have happened.' 'Y &R what?
Something might have happened to F@ankl That Leggyas dangerous as a
cobra,' 'Drink some coffee" Mary said soothingiywould you like me
to put a drop of Scotch in it." Ross sipped thedodfee.
‘Not | keep thinking of Hank up there, alonéou know, Mary,
he's a fine man.
The best deputy I've ever had." 'l know. Bgegnt, Jeff. You
see, it'll come out all right.' Ross wasn't listenHis eyes were
riveted on the wall clock, watching the big minti&ad crawl around.
'He's overdue by nearly twenty minutes," hétened. 'I'll give
him another three minutes, then I'm calling himouwd that be wise,
Jeff7 You might be interrupting something." 'I'liog him," Ross
said firmly. 'l can't stand it, sitting here whidank could be in
trouble." As the minute-hand of the wall clock icated that three
minutes had dragged by, Ross switched on the radio.

'Hank7'

Only the slight crackle of static greeted him

'Hank?' Ross raised his voice.

No answering voice that he Jon 'L)o You hea?niHanki, ged to
hear came to him Nothing.

'His radio could have packed UP,' Mary sadns, doesn't
it?'She was watching with dread husband's bulky leas stiffening.
She kne 'Now, Jerr, please .

Ross stood up, Pulled his gun from its he)este returned it.

'I'm going down there, Mary. Now, don't fu3sjis could be the
awful business all over again when Tom got kill&ébh going to see."
'‘But not alonel' Mary exclaimed. 'Call Carl. Gandh therel Now,
Jeff, stop this!"t men D ' on't YOU realise Hamkld be wounded? He
could be bleeding! It'll take Carl more than agasrised, I'm going.
@our to get anything ' He touched her shoulden,tBeamming on his
Stetson hat, he ran Out of the office and Out ¢opttrol car.

Mary stood motionless, then, as she hearddhstart up, she
moved swiftly tc) the telephone, She 'hadn't beBoleceman's wife
for over thirty years for nothing. In any emerggnRoss had once to]
dher,alw@YskeepYourhead.

Neverpanic.



Withasteadyfinger,sheailedCarlJ
enner'snumber.

Jenner had checked through all the re artsrapfrom the State
Police p in their hunt for Chet Logan. The hunsill going on;
the results negative. Lo--an must be miles 'Wapdy, he thought as
he got to his feet. He now looked forward to reilng home where his
wife was keeping his Supper hot.

Then the telephone bell rang.

Impatiently, he picked up the receiver.

‘Jenner' 'This is Mary Ross. Carl, Pleagerisind don't
interrupt. We're in trouble here, and we needdatibn. Here's
what has been happening.; Concisely, she told d¢hak)oth Ross and
Hollis had suspected Logan was hiding in ?erry Was@fishiriglodge,
how Hollis had staked out he lodge in a tree, hevihten confirmed
that Logan was indeed there, that Mrs Weston haekedr and it was
agreed to bring in extra help would mean both Weéstand his wife's
deaths were certain.

jenner had sat down, the receiver pressedtedn, now and then
riiuttering, 'Jesus!' 'Hollis has been up this tieseven hours.
Weston collected ten thousand dollars from the tzamkreturned to the
lodge. Jeffis sure Logan, with this money, isngatio break out.

Hollis was going to shoot him as soon as he appedfe has been
keeping in touch with Jeff every ten minutes,' Masgnt on. 'Now,
there's no answer on the radio.' Her voice begaha&e, but with an
effort, she controlled herself. 'Jeff has justgtmfind out what's
happening. Carl! You must do something quickgff s an old man.
If Hollis is dead, Jeff can't handle a brute likegian. Please . .'
‘Take it easy, Mary. I've got men standing byhgr said. 'We'll

be down there in half an hour. Leave it to me.skenmed down the
receiver and switched on his radio.

With his blue light flashing, but no siren,esiff Ross drove
down the highway at a breakneck speed.

At this hour, the traffic to Jacksonville wiaght - Seeing the
flashing blue light, oncoming cars pulled to theesio let the patrol
car flash by.

As he drove, Ross was thinking. He would stoghe footpath and
make his way down the path to the river on fooe whs tempted to use
the muddy road, but if Hank's radio had failed bfahk was still up
the tree, arriving in the patrol car at the fishlagge would be a
complete give-away. If he went by the footpathwoeild be faced with
a two-mile walk. He slowed the patrol car.

He was rushing things, yet he kept thinkinddoflis. Then
seeing the lights of a garage ahead, he gave aAdacycle!

He pulled into the garage, and an elderly oame out, wiping his



hands on an oil-stained rag.

'Evening, S eriff," he said. 'Fill her umh?' 'No, Tom.
Have you a bicycle | can borrow?' The man gaped.

‘A bicycle?' 'Police business, Tom. Have gotuone?' Startled
by the bark in Ross's voice, the man nodded.

'Sure. You want it7' Ross got out of the glatar and lifted
the hatch back.

'Put it in there, fast!" Within two minutebgtbicycle in the
car, Ross was again roaring down the highway.

Reaching the signpost 'River' he pulled upgded the bicycle
from the car, then walked with it to the footpath.

He couldn't remember how long ago it was simedad ridden a
bicycle. It was said once you have ridden a beydu could always
ride a bicycle, like swimming.

Ross mounted the machine, wobbled, thuddeshsigatree and
nearly fell off. He righted the machine, cursingdar his breath,
then started riding. By sheer will-power, he kit bicycle going.
Then as the footpath straightened out he incresseed. He pedalled
furiously, feeling sweat running down his face,qically throwing
the bicycle forward.

Three times, he nearly hit disaster, as thgdie skidded in
soft patches of mud, but he managed to keep gditegwas aware the
minutes were passing.

The twomile ride would remain in his memonytibinis death. With
his breath rasping through his clenched teethhé&ast hammering from
exertion, he saw ahead of him, the glitter of tkerrin the
moonlight.

Slamming on the brakes, he skidded to a stéinttsen, dropping
the bicycle into the shrubs, drawing his gun, heredoslowly and
cautiously down the path.

He paused when he could see the fishing-ldoigiéantly lit by
the moonlight. He waited several minutes untilbdmsathing returned
to normal, then, crouching, he moved forward faresal yards, then
again stopped.

From where he was, he had an uninterrupted ofedhe lodge. He
could see lights were on in the living-room andhie major bedroom,
then he realised the Jeep had gone.

So Logan had taken off | Straightening, he etbforward warily,
then he saw the body of Hank Hollis, lying at thetfof the big tree.

Ross felt a cold, sick feeling of shock rurotigh him. He moved
quickly and knelt. He didn't have to touch Hotbsknow he had lost
the best deputy he had ever had. 'Oh, Hank!'Resterad. 'I'll get
him if it's the last thing | dol' Then he heardoaiisd that made him
jump upright.

The front door of the lodge slammed open agyPNVeston came
staggering out. He reeled, fell on hands and krtees struggled to



his feet. Moving like a drunken man, he stagg¢odards the garage.

Ross slammed his gun back into its holsterrando Perry.

'Mr Weston!" Perry turned, reeled and caugid lof Ross's
shoulder for support.

‘Jesus, Sherifft The bastard's gone, andtidleén my wife as
hostage!' In the moonlight. Ross could see thekidbauise on the
side of Perry's face.

‘Take it easy, Mr Weston,' he said. 'I'll gatk to my car and
send an alert.

How long has he been gone?' 'Fifteen minatdéitje more.'Perry
moved away from Ross. 'Where's your car? ComeHmis taken my wife
as hostage I' 'Top of the road. I've got a bicycle

‘We'll go in my car. Con-te ant' Still undgaPerry half ran,
half staggered to the garage and flicked on thd,lidpen he paused
and cursed.

He saw, before Brown had left, he had defldeith the rear tyres
and they were on their rims.

'You stay here,'Ros@said. 'I'll get her ugh®top of the
road," and he slid his bulk into the driving-seat.

Perry snatched open the passenger's dooradria g

beside RO,55,

'‘Get goingt'he shouted.

I

Ross started the engine and backed out ajdrege, the car
juddering on its flat tyres.

Then began a nightmare drive of two milehwhighway. The
road had dried out, but there was still mud. Refthnd juddering
the car slid with Ross using all his strength tegkéhe car straight.

'He told me he was heading for Jacksonvikerysaid. He was
now recovering from Brown's punch. His jaw ached ke tasted blood
in his mouth.

His only thought was of Sheila, The car shd @mashed into a
tree. The offside wing of the car ripped off, Rdss swung out of
the skid and kept on.

In less than ten minutes they reached thewagtwhere the patrol
car was parked. Switching off the engine, Rosarabied out and ran
to the patrol car.

He switched on the radio. Moving more steadilt slowly, Perry
joined him.

Ross was talking to jenner.

‘Take it easy, Jeff,' Jenner said. 'Marytattme. [I've got
roadblocks set up. I've got twenty men who wilMagh you in fifteen



minutes.' 'He's got Mrs Weston as hostage!' Romspsd. 'He's
heading for Jacksonville.'

"Tricky, huh?' jenner said. 'I'll handle &rid he switched
off.

As Sheila manoeuvred the Jeep up the mud va#ddBrown at her
side, her panic began to subside. The steel ndreribegan to
assert itself. She knew she was in mortal dantjeshe didn't do
something, she was as good as dead, and Sheiteohaténtion of
dying. She was sure that Brown would eventuallyhier when he had
no further use for her as a hostage. She thoddheaun in her
handbag in the map pocket, but how to divert hienéibn to give her
time to grab the handbag and get the gun?

'Hurry it up! Brown snarled, He was leaniogward, studying the
mud-covered road in the light of the headlamps.

Sheila slightly increased speed. They wepr@arhing the bad
patch of mud where Perry had bogged down. Shdddry to bog the
jeep down7 That wasn't the answer. Brown wouldrflg rage and hit
her.

'‘Watch this I' Brown barked. 'Get up to yaght and take it
slow." She did as she was told, and they crossedrihing quagmire
without trouble.

"You know something7'Brown said, easing hirnisatk in his seat.
'For a chick, you drive all right.' Sheila saidmag. She slightly
increased the speed of the Jeep. Within ten nentliey reached the
junction of the river road and the highway.

'Stop I' Brown snapped. 'Turn your lights.'ddhe stopped and
snapped off the lights. They sat side by sideomlete darkness.
She could hear his heavy breathing and smelt tleatsan him.

Here, perhaps, was her opportunity. She mbeedight hand from
the steering-wheel and to the map pocket. A thoflgbhed through
her mind.

Suppose this ape had checked the jeep anfibbiad the gun? Her
heart was hammering as her fingers moved furtmer fat the hard
outline of the gun.

Dare she risk pulling the bag from the mapketcgrope for the
zip fastener, open the bag and get the gun indmsdh

Brown said, 'Now take it easy. We're goingttoss the highway.
There's a dirt road opposite. We take that. Amsas the traffic
gives us a break, you drive fast across the highvigt it7' "That's
not the way to Jacksonville," Sheila said, snagghier hand from the
map pocket.

Brown gave a soft barking laugh.

"You know something, baby? | like your husthakie's a great
guy. | told him Jacksonville because | didn't wamkill him. |



hated hitting him, but | had to do it. Before lotige cops will
arrive, and he'll tell them Jacksonville." He laedlagain. 'That
way, the stupid bastards will set up roadblocks,'Bube away in
the forestl' Sheila felt a cold chill run througérh By telling her
this, this ape was also telling her that beforgylba would kill
her. She had to take a desperate risk if she avsavie her life.
While she was trying to think what to do, Brown viiagening to the
light traffic roaring along the highway.

'‘Get readyl'he snapped. 'Start the engimel'sSvitched on.

Once across the highway and into the densstftwe would make
her stop, smash her head in, throw her b' out and dway. dy
'Right. Now move forward, dead slow,'Brown ordered

She engaged gear and drove the Jeep slowvity tlne entrance to
the highway.

The sound of an approaching truck made himp,s&&op],

She could now see the highway. The trucitsté made fast
approaching pools on the road's surface, It wamdbring by. Brown
was leaning out of the window. No car lights shdwéher to their
right or left.

‘Nowl'he said. 'Fasti Get across! Headlilts she switched
on the headlights, she saw, acros s the highwagrraw opening to a
road back into the forest.

She aimed the Jeep at the opening and trod dovthe gas pedal.

With the engine roaring, the Jeep surged adius highway and
hit the forest road. She braked as soon as tlehbgan to bounce on
the uneven, dirt road.

‘Very sharp,’ Brown said. 'Now take it ea&eep going.' Sheila
didn't hear him. Her mind was busy. She was relbeeimg what Perry
had told her Brown had said to him: We7I| share abtiofuneral. She
remembered hat Brown had said to her: To me, ytikkea mess w makes
on the sidewalk. a dog

Okay, You stinking ape, she thought, if I'mrgpto die, You'll
die with mel

She took a quick look at Brown who was sittoagk apparently
completely relaxed. He began his tuneless whistle.

She looked ahead, her eyes searching foea ke dirt road
was bordered by dense flowering shrubs. Theirtszane into the
Jeep's cabin. Then, with her heart beats quicgesime saw, in the
headlights, a massive Cypress tree on the eddeeaobtd, some
hundred yards ahead.



Here it is, she thought. This is the enddthiof ust They were
now travelling at thirty miles an hour. Bracing$ef, she swiftly
changed into the fourwheel drive and trod the gadapto the floor.

The Jeep surged forward.

Sheila leaned back. Her hands gripped theziatpvheel. Her
arms at full stretch.

'Hey[' Brown had only time to shout before shaing the Jeep
towards the tree.

smashed The Jeep, now moving at sixty milelsoam, into the
tree. There was a crunching sound of buckling stee

Somehow, Sheila resisted the force of the Bmase violent
jolt, for a brief moment, caused her to black out.

Taken unawares, Brown had been thrown forwatid. head smashed
against the windscreen. He was thrown back irsééd, unconscious.

Sheila came out of the blackout in a few sdsorfor a long
moment, she remained motionless, then she lookBcbain.

The light from 'the dashboard was still fuontng. The big moon
was also lighting the scene.

Oh, no, you apel she thought. Not a doubherfal!

She snatched her handbag from the map pooHlebee at the
zipper. The zipper moved halfway, then jammedthWier eyes still on
Brown, she tore at the bag's opening.

With frantic strength, she got the bag opeatched out the gun
as Brown shook his head and turned towards hee.pSimted the gun at
him and pulled the trigger. The gun banged. Sfelsm rear back in
his seat. She fired again, then again. EachBroen half reared up
and fell back.

She saw small red blotches on his white s¥irth blossomed into
big patches of blood.

Triumphant, she leaned forward, staring at. hhe watched him,
blood now saturating his shirt. She saw him stiinggo sit up. She
saw his eyes open.

'Like it, Jimmy Brown?'she said breathlesslyke it the way
you killed decent, innocent people? Die! SuffBrbwn's eyes
focussed. He stared at her. Blood began to dribbt of the side of
his mouth. He tried to say something, but blood began to pour out
of his mouth, and he only made choking sounds.

'‘Go on, die, you stinking ape!' she screandtna.

Gathering his enormous strength, his evil grgrimace, Brown's
left fist swung up. He hit Sheila a crushing blowthe side of her
jaw. Her head snapped back, breaking her neckslamdlumped back on
the seat of the Jeep.

They found them after a five-hour search.

When it was realised that Logan wasn't heatingacksonville,
Jenner had diverted his men to search the forest.

Perry and Ross sat in the patrol car, lisgtinthe police



radio. Finally a voice came through.

'‘We've located the Jeep,' jenner said, and daections.

Ross set the car in motion and, after a femutais, drove up the
dirt road.

Perry sat still, his heart thumping. Rosdqulilp where Carl
Jenner was standing. 'lt's over,' Jenner said.

Perry scrambled out of the car.

'‘My wife7' 'I'm sorry, Mr Weston. Better ngd up there,'Jenner
said quietly.

Perry brushed by him and ran the few yardbeovrecked Jeep.

Several State police were standing arounceyTist stood,
watching.

Perry reached the Jeep and peered in.

He saw Brown, his eyes fixed in a defiantglaBlood made him a
horrible and grotesque figure. Perry's eyes maoetheila.

She Jay back, his gun still in her hand. dattl, her expression
was almost serene.

THE END



